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T O T H E 



WORLD. 




: E it known that the Perfon with Pen H 
Hand is no other than a Woman, not a little 
piqued to fin4 that neither the Nobility nor 
Commonalty of the Year 1722, had Spirit 
enoagh to ereft in JVeftminfter- Abbey , a Mo- 
nument juftly due to the Manes of the never to be for- 
gotten Mrs. Centli'vrey whofe Works are full of lively In- 
cidents, genteel Language, and humourous Befcriptionsof 
real Life, and deferved to have been recorded by a Pen 
equal to that which celebrated the * Life of Pythagoras* 
Some Authors have had a Shandeian Knack of ulhering in 
their own Praifes, founding their own Trumpet, calling 
Abfurdity Wit, and boafting when they ought to bliilh ; 
bat our roetefs had Modefty, the general Attendant of 
Merit. She was even afham'd to proclaim her own great 
Genius, probably becaufe the Cuftom of the Times dif- 
coontenanced poetical Excellence in a Female. The 
Gentlemen of the Quill publifhed it not, perhaps envying 
her fuperior Talents ; and her Bookfeller, complying 
with national Prejudices, put a f\dlious Name to her 
Lotvis Contri'vance^ thro' Fear that the Work fhou'd be 
condemiMsd, if known to be Feminine. With modeil 



* Madam i>tf(/Vr. 



Diifi. 
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improre their Minds, furnifh them with a more ge- 
neral Khowlege, and/ of courfe bettet fit them For 
Cpnverfation, and- the Management of Bufinefs.- Have 
not Women Hearts largely filled with Humanity, and 
other focial Virtues, Parts equally bright, a Difcern- 
ment of Right and Wrong equally acute with thofe of 
Men ? and of our Oratory, I call to Witnefs both Europe 
and America which have heard Mrs. Drummond, with 
her New Light, leading Mankind from Darknefs. We 
are allowed to have more native Modefty, that ev^rlaft- 
ing Oh arm, than the Sex that lords it over us, and I 
have oft obferved, that the moft ignorant amongft the 
Men are the moft impudent, and from thence ccRcludc 
that if our Sex had a better Education, it would decorate 
and add Charms to that Modefty. We have been de- 
prelTcd and taught to entertain an humble Idea of our 
Genhis, which not being exerted, we lofe the Influence 
we mieht have over our prefent Mafters. Oft have I 
(Seen, in private Life,, an illiterate churlifti Fool of a 
Hofband tyrannize over the Will, and with barbarous In- 
fult, compel the Reafon and good Senfe of hisWife, to 
give Place to his Folly, and this on no better Founda- 
tion than Cuftom, eftabliihed by Laws, the Handyworks 
only of Men. 

Oar Employment is chiefly in Retirement, and private 
Life; where our Anions, not being confpicuous, are 
Uttle regarded ; but the pre/ent Days have feen" a Genius 
employed in tranflating, and illuftrating, Epidetus, and 
the Emprefs of Germany convinces the World that ftie is 
a Politician fearlefs even of the Horrors pf War. 

A pleafing; Profpe6t I've lately had, *t;/«. the Work 
of the ingenious Lord Cbrke, and the not lefs ingenious 
Mr. Samuel John/on^ who have took Pains to tranflate a 
large P^rt of Father Brumey's Greek Theatre, and were 
not afliamed that their Labours fliould be joined to thofe 
of Mrs, Le9tox, • This convinces me that not only that 
barbarous Cuftom of denying Women to have Souls, be- 

fins to be rejeded as foolifh and abfurd, but alfo that 
old Aflertion, diat Female Minds are not capable of 
producing literary Works, equal even to thofe of Pope^ 
now lofes Ground, and probably the nex^ Age may 

be 
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be taught by our Pens that our Gcniufes have been hi- 
therto cramped and fmochered, but not extinguifhcd, and 
that the Sovereignty which the male Part of the Creation 
have, until now, ufurped over us, is unrcafonably arbi- 
trary :. And further, that our statural Abilhies entitle us 
to a larger Share, not only in Literary Deciilons, but 
that, with the prefent Directors, we are equally intitled to 
. Power both in Church and State. I'o reform the firft, was 
our Author's lateft Employ, and fhe ihewed herfelf 
Miflrefs of the Subje^ in her Treatife which dildofes 
and confutes the Errors of the Church of Rome. 

In her early Days fhe* was inclined to be very gay, 
being left an Orphan before Ihe was twelve Years of 
Age, her Father, Mr. Freeman, oi Holbeach, in Lincoin-^ 
Jhire, having at that Time been dead, nine Years ; thus 
was the Princefs of Dramatic Poets^left without a Guide« 
but her native Wit foon brought her into Fame. The 
Spirit of Poetry was born with \i^r, for before fhe was 
feven Years old Ihe wrote a very pretty Song, and 
adapted it to a fprightly Tune, which became a dif* 
tinguilhed Country- Dance, 

Her Education was fuch as the Place of her Nativity 
afforded; where tho^ fhe had but fmalljuftrudlion, yet 
by Application to Books, fhe foon became Miftrefs of 
the Latin, Italian, Spanijh, and French Tongues. Be- 
fore fhe attained the Age of fifteen fhe was married ta 
the Nephew of Sir Stephen Fox, who left her a young 
' Widow of fixteen, which State fhe was foon perCuaded 
to change, in Favour of Captain Carrol, /who was killed 
in a Duel about a Year ana a half after his Nuptials. 
Soon after, *vi%. in the twentieth Year of her Age, fhe 
wrote her Play of the Perjttred Hnjhand, and in a fhort 
Time gained fome Eminence in the literary World. 
Her Wit procured her the Intimacy of the facetious 
Mr. Farquhar, and her theatrical Knowlege was the 
CauCe of her great Intimacy with Mr. IHlkcs, and 
Mrs. OldJield\ the latter diflinguiflied bur Poetefs by 
fpeaking the Prologue to hermfl Play, and generally 
thofe great Adlors filled the principal Characters in 
her Comic Performances. 

At 
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At Ais Time an Intimacy was kept up betwixt her 
and the mqd efteemed Writen of the Time. Sir 
Richard Steele^ fpeaking to the Public in his Tatlor, 
thus mentions her Bufy Bcrdy ; " The Plot and Inci- 
** dents of the Play are laid with that Subtlety and 
'** Spirit which is tfeculiar to Females of Wit, and is 
** very feldom well performed by thofe of the other 
*« Sex, in whom Craft in Love is an Aft of Inven- 
'* tion, and not as with Women, the Effed of Nature' 
jind Inftinft." Mr. Rowe favoured her with his Friend- 
(hip, affifted her in compofmg the Tragedy called the 
(jruel Gifi^ and wrote the Prologue tq her Gamefter. 

After a Widowhood of about ten Years, Mrs. Cir- 
W again ventured on the Marriage State with Mr* 
Centli'vrt^ a French Gentleman, with whom (he lived 
comfortably for many Years, rich in Fame and 
«offeffed of Plenty, which annually arofe from her 
Poetical Skill i and at her Death, which happened 
in 1722, when (he was near forty-five Years old, fh^ 
left many and valuable Ornaments of Gold and Jewels, 
prefented to her by the Royal Family, Prince Eugene^ 
and Perfons of PifUndion, but thefe Treafures her 
Huihand did not long enjoy, for about a Ytar after he 
died, and was put into the fame Grave, in the Pariih. 
Church of St. Martin's in the Fields. Thus drop'd ihe, 
JlAftA AVIS IN Terris, after having by her owi^ 
Woiks eie^ed a Monument morp lafting thag that of 
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{SHOULD not trouble nrf Reader ^th a 
Pre/ace, if Mr. Collier bad taught Man» 
ners to Mafks, Sen/e to Beans, and Good" 
nature to Criticks, as nveli as Mora/it^ 
to the • Stage ; the Jirft are fure to ennjy 
nvbat they cant equals and condemn tvhat 
they don't underftand*^ the Beans ujually take a greater 
JLiberty ivith our Sex than they *u;oud ivith their o^'«, 
hecaufe there* s no Fear of dranxiing a Duel upon their Hands i 
the latter are a Sort of rude fplenatick Men, that feldom 
commend any thing but ixjhat they hofve had a Hand in» 
Tbefe fnarling Sparks ivere pleajed to carp at one or tiva 
"ExpreffionSy nvhich are fpoken in ""em Afide by one of the in^ 
ferior Charaders in the Drama ; and fwithotit conftdering 
the "Reputation of the Ferfons in iKhof Mouths the Language 
is put ^ condemn it f rait for ioofe and ol fure: Noav (ivith 
SubmiJIion to better fudges) I cannot belie^ve that a Prayer' 
Book Jhould be put into the Hands of a Woman ^ iichofe innate 
Virtue ivon'^t Jecure her Reputation ; nor is it reafonable to 
expeSI a Perfon^ nvbcfe Inclinations are alnx'o^s forming Pro- 
jehs to the Dijhonour of her Hvfhand^ Jhould deli'ver her 
Commands to her Otnfident in the Words of a Pfalm, I 
heartily nvijh that thofe that fnd Fault ivith the Liberty 
ef my Stile ^ ijuoud be pleafed to fet a Pattern to the Tonvn^ 
iy retrenching feme of their Debaucheries, for Modefty 
thri'ves heft by Example, Modeft Language from the tm/y 
Virtuous is expeded ; / mean fuch as nxjill neither aSl ill, 
nor fuffer ill to be a£led : It is not enough that Lucy fa)'s 
Jhe's honefit in halving defiied the Brutal Part ; nvhoe^fcr 
thinks Virtue centers in that, has a ivrong Notion of it ; no. 
Virtue is a tender Plant, nvhich cannot li've in tainted 
B 2 Ground i 



PREFACE. 

Ground", Virtue is nuhat the ^ir of Flattery cannot hJafi^ 
nor the tnle fordid Drefs of Gain foifon ; and Jhe that can 
nuithjiand thefe tivo S hocks ^ may be JiiPd truly Virtuous. 
I ajk my Reader s Pardon for my Eluntnrfsy hut I hope none 
of my Sex fo qualified ixill condemn me for exfofing the 
Vices of thi-feeming Religious, 

I fear there are hut too many hit hy .the QharaSler sf 
Signora Pizalta ; I ivijh, for the fake of tl^e re^eje 
Party t there ivere fc<wer, or they better knowon, fince the 
malicious World are fo aft to judge of Peoples Inclinations 
by- the Company they keep ; ivhicb is fometimes authentic ^ 
hut not airways an infallible Rule, I fk all fay little in 
Juftification of the Play^ only defire the Reader to judge 
impartially^ and not condemn it hy the Shortnrfi of its Life^ 
fince the Seafon of the Tear never promifed much better 
Succefs, It ijuent off ivith general Jpplaufe j and it is the 
Opinion of fome of our heft Judges^ that it only ^wanted the 
Addition of good Adors, and a full Tcwn, to ba've brought 
en ea Sixth Night, there having been vjorfe Plceys^ rvithin this 
^<wehe'month^ approved of. 
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THE 



PROLOGUE. 

By a G E N T L E M A N. 
Spoken by Mri« OLDPIELD. 




^ )hi It dates $nt m tht Gtyjbvw its Htad. 

^ 'No Place is fafe\ each Cuckold turns Infor 
If<we make nu rty " i t muft he in a Comer % 
And here's To-night, tuhat dotthly makes it/weet, 
jffri*vate Tahle^ and a Laifs Treat ; 
Jb her Refle&iom notse can he uneafi^ 
When the kind Creature dees her heft to fleafe je^ 
Husnhly fl?e fiusy and *tis not fir your Glory 
T*infult a Lady-'^whenfiLe falls hefire ye. 
But fince no human Wit can ft and the Teft^ 
With Gorman ! and the Champion of the Weft! 
She*llftll the Lifts, and then "you cannot flight her^ 
(With Honour fafe) fir flue's a fair Invitcr, 
Expe&s no Favour, but at Honour s Call, 
Defies the holdeft Briton of you alli 
Whatever s her Fate, flue's fure to gain the Fields 
For Women ahwa^s conquer, *when they yieldm 
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Dra-i 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Count Baffmty, a Savoyard, married to \ «^ i^Mie 

Placcntia, and in U^ve moitk h^xeWz, j^'^* ^*"^- . 
Armando, BaiTino'j Triend^ Mr. Sinipibm • 

Alonzo, m Venetian ^*/dlMM«, ^ I ju:. t%^^^^^ ' 

t^izaho, a NohU Venedaiif Mr. Noilfa. 

Lu<iovico> a FrenchiSBm, JkO*. Fairbank. 

W O M E N. 

Placentia, baffino'^ ^^. . Mrt. Kent 

Aareiia/ « young Venetian tiufy^ be- ^ 

trothed to Alonzo, hut in Love with > Mrs. Oldfield. 

BaiTino, 3 

Forella, Jker Woman^ Mrs, Bdcer. 

Latfy Pizalta, Pizako'^ ^fi» Mrs, Moore. 

Lucy, her Pf^oman, Mrs, Lucas. 

MaJLerSf Dan<ers, dingers, and Attendants. 

SCENE, Venice, in Carnival-Time. 

THE 




THE 

Perjured Husband- 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Thi Qarimm fy ap^ mi^fnmr a Uafit ur Ptziilto*/ Houff. 
Pizalto» Laif Fixate^ Imcj \ Lndo^co taUung u Lai^ 
PisalU} Baffino«i4Aard^/a//b*/y/4^^iirs Flor^Ua 
mid 9tb9r fit^ktrs. 

A Spaiiifli Entry. 

Wink tie Dance is ferfornung^ enter Armando, emigwet 

Ba^o two Letters^ ^wbicb he-efeftS and reais^ 
La^ Pizaka aai Lncf ad*vance te tie Front «/* the Stage. 

Lady Pizalta. 



'm^M 



IH ! Lucy, I'm andone- 



mm- 



That Stranger there has diarm'd my 

Heart : I feel 
The PowV of coaqueting Love i quick, 
qaickly tell me, ffion? 

What (hall I do to eafe this racking Paf'- 
Lucy. Nay, Madam ^ I fancy your Pa^ion has little 
Occaiion for Lenitives ; it blazes io violently at firft, 'tis 
like to be foon extinguifh'd. 

. L. Piz. Dear L«q, don't trifle with roe ; but contrive, 
imaginCy do any things to blefs thy, Love-fick Miftyeiis 

B 4, , * V ^ wit^i 
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with the Sight of that deai Mab : And. as an Earneft of 
iiitcher Rewards, here, take this 

\Gi*vei her a Rifig* 

Isicy. Madam » I receive yoor Commands with much 
Joy, but your Prefent with more ■ ■ [.^fi^-^ Jt'U try 

what this projedline Brain can do, and if you ftep into 
the next Room, VYi foon give you»an Account of my 
Proceedings. [^jr// L. Pizalta. 

^^ Ye Gods! 
What have I done, that you pilrfoc me thus \ 
Why did you e*fer decree that I ih(>uld wed 
AWifSli?fewfnufth^te?.Whx^idJfic T 
The bright Aurelia ? Why am I thus torn 
!TwixtLove and Duty? Oh! what Pangs, what Torments 
My Soul endures I Oh I my Aurelia! 

\Extunt omnest but Lucy C^ Ludov. 

Lugir p9lling Lndovico hy theSlwoe. ».. . . j 

ZK<y. Sir, Sir, one Word with you. - . , ! .: i 
. ZW..X<MWf JBufincfs-— — • 

Lucy, May one aiic you a civil Queftion, and be refoirMf 

Lud. Hum — A civil Queftion, fayft thou \ What's it, 
prithee, a Night's Lpdging? If fo, poll off thy Maik, and 
rU refolve t)iee inftantly ■ ■■ But I never ilrike bargains 
in the Dark. * ^ 

Lucy, I don*t know. Sir, but it may tend to that, by 
way of Proxy> at the long-mn : But at prefentmy Com«> 
miifion reaches no further than to know your Lodgings ; if 
an V Thing comes onX I fancy 'twill not difpleafe you. 

Lud (Afide,) Hum ^This is but a Pettifogger in 

Intrigues, I find — Egad, I'm like to be pretty well 
employ 'd during the Carnival— Well, coniidering I am 
a Stranger here, this Hit may be a lucky one, and the 
Lady handfomfr-— ^Eead, I'll fancy heir fo at leaft^ wer-t 
l>nt for the Pleafure of Expectation. 

Luty, What are you ftndying. Sir ? Are yoa fo long 
refoiving whether you (hall accept a Lady's Favour, or no? 

LuJ^ No, faith. Child : I am not over-fcrapuloos in 
thofe Mhtter s - ■ ■ Let her be but Woman, and we 
ihan't difagree — And fo thou may ft tell her— — - 
There's a Dire^ion for thee. [Tears the Svperfcriftim 
0/a Letter and gt'ves it her. [Exit Ludovico. 
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Lucy. Frank and cafy, a Ja mo Jg iie Paris "'^^^tW^ 
thefe indifferent Sparks charm more* than all your cring- 
ing Fops ^Now for my Bufincfs— Let me fee— —1 11 

to my Lady, flic'll write ; Til carry the Letter, and the 
Devil will turn Saint, if I don't bring 'em together^ and 
merit a farther Recompence 

By Coupling maTty harve their Fortunes modi \ 

1 only ijocpit Freferment^ not my TratU, 

• [Exit Lucy. 

S C E N E II. 

7he Scene changes to Baffin oV Lodgings ^ and difcomirs thg 
Count in his Night-gown^ a Tahle *witb Lights^ and Lit* 
ters lying on the 7able, 

Baf, All Things lie hu(h'd in peacefal Silence here : 
All but Baffino's Mind— Oh ! happy he . I 
Who lives fecure and free frqm Lovers Alarms, 
But happier far, who, Maf^r of himfelf. 
Ranges abroad without that ^log, a Wife. 
Oh ! rigorous Laws imposed on rxee-bom Man ! 
On Man, by bounteous Nature firft defign'd 
The Sovereign Lord of all the Univcrfe I 
Why muft his generous Pafiion thus be fiarv'd. 
And be cOnfinM to one alone ? 
The Woman, whom Heaven fent as a Relief, 
To eafe the Bbrden of a tedious Life, 
And be enjoy 'd when fommon'd by Defire, 
Is now becometheXyrantof our Fates. [Taies np'a Letter • 
But hold, Baffinol whither does thy Pa^ion 
Hurry thy wandering Reafon : Let this Letter 
Re-call the Fugitive, and itx thy Senfes 
On duteous Love— —A Wife, fo young, fo fair. 
So excellent, whofe Charms not three Months iince 
Did fire thy Soul i a Wife, who dotes on thee ; 
A Wife to whom thou fworeft eternal Love -■ ■ ' 
By Heaven, I. fwear again 1 will be. trjiie. 
This Thought again reftores my Peace of Mind— —• 
No, charming Wife ; no deeur Flacentia, po^ - . \ [ 
Thou fiialt not beg in vain : I will return. [Kijis the Letter^ 
Btt who comes here—My Friend Jrmando ? 

• B 5 Enter 
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* 

Enter Armsindo* 

Arm, Dear Friend, I heard 
The Conflift of your Paffion, and my Joys 
Are now compleat, iinCe Virtue gains the Day. 

^ajf. Yes, dear Armando^ the Conflid is o'er, 
And l^m refolv'd to fly to my Placentia, 

Arm. CberiihthatThought: By Heaven vottrRefoIudon 
TratHfjpoTts my Sonl with Joy ! 
A kind, a virtuons Wife waits your Embraces ; 
A Wife, who like a Turtle moiirns the Abfencc 
Of her dear Mate. Hafte then, nay Friend, to drive 
That Cload ^ Sorrow which o'ercails her Mind, 
And, like the Sun, difpel her gloomy Thoughts. 

Boff. Thanlss for your Counfel ■ 
You like a God fapport my feeble Virtue. 
This very Morning Til prepare for Turin^ 
Where Time and Abfence will deface the Image 
Of that bewitching Beauty, which now haunts 
My tortur'd Mind'— Yet, firft I'll take my Leave 
Of this fair Charmer— —^And Heaven grant 
That I may fee her unconcem'd— — 

Arm^ My Lord, what d'you mean ? 
Have yoii well wcigh*d the Danger of this Vifit I 

BaJ}\ What Danger can there be ? 

Arm, Danger ! my Lordr-'Confider well how feeble 
Our Reafisn is againft the PowVof Beaqty 

Bajf. My Refoltttion's firm ; no Charm can (hake it. 

Arm, If not her Beauty, fear her Syren Tongue ; 
Fear her endearing Prayers, her fond Reproaches, 
Her tender Sighs, her Vows, her trickling Tears. 
Nay— if all thefe prove vain, fear her Defpair, 
A Woman, an abandoned Woman's Raee. 

Bn^, Were there more Dangers, yet rll ftand *em all \ 
My Honour bids me pay this parting Vifit : 
My Heart Ihall have no Share in what 1*11 fpeak. 
Truft-mc this once, and be yourfclf a Witnefs, 
Bajj^no can controiil unlawful Love. - ■ 

Armi My Lord, 'tis with Regret I fee you go. 
May Heaven aifift yoa in diis dangerous Strife. 

SCENE 



SCENE III. 

Aurelia*/ Chamter; fit in an Undrefs *witb Florella. 

Jur. No more of that— Cefafe thy angrateful Suif, 
Alonxo is a Man I cannot loye ; 
I own he's witty, generoas, and brave ; 
Has all the Charms chat Nature can beftow 
To fire a Woman's Hear t ■ Y et I'm infcnfibic. 

His very Sight chills aU my trem'Bling Spirits ; 
Therefore, name him no more— I charge thee do not. 
Flor. Madam, I've done — ^Yct fhall I be permitted 
To aik a Queftion ? Arc you then refolved 
Ne'er to admit a Pafiion in your Bread ? 

Jur. Oh \ De3X Florella^ prefs not a Confeffion^ 
Which bat too well my Eyes themfelves difclofe. 
Alas ? I love— I love to fuch Excefs, 
That tho' I know I'm lov'd again, my Mind 
Is Hill perplcx'd with Doubts and jealous Fears. 

Flor. You love and are belov'dl Then fure you reach 
The Height of human Blifs, and bounteous Heaven 
Can fcarce give more— But who's the happy Man t 
Is it not Count BaJ/hto f 

Aur. Oh ! charming Name i there's Mufick in that 
Sound ! . 

Yes, Count Baffino is -the Man I love. 
Canft thou now blame my Coldnefs to Alonxh ? 
Flor, Forgive me. Madam, if I dare prefume 
' To (jpeak my Sentiments : I muft confels 
Baffino is a Man of excellent Virtue ; 
His Education at the Court of Sa'voy 
Has ftill refin'd what he receiv'd from Nature ; 
His Perfon too is charmin g ^ 
And, what mod Women court, he has a Titl e ■ * 
But then confider, you are unacquainted 
With his Eflate, and tho' his Equipage 
Denotes an ample Fortune, yet we fee 
Many a Stranger here, during the Carnival, 
Who makes a Figure by induftrious Gaming. 
As for 4hn%o^ he was born at Vmce^ ' 

B 6 Of 
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Of noble Parents ,• his Eftate, a large one- 



Even from his Youth you had his amorous Wilhes, 
And as he grew m Years his Love increas'd : 

You lov'd hjm too Nay, which is more, your Father 

Approved your mutual Loves, and at his Death 
Bequeathed you to Alonzo. 

jfkr. Oh f my Florelld, thou haft rouz'd a Thought, 
Which will for eyej break Aurelias Reft. 
I know my Father^s Tendernefs to me 
Made him confirm Alon%os Suit^ for then 

I 'lov*d Alon7:,c -^ \ 

But were my gentle Father ftill alive, 

I'm fure he would not crofs my Inclinations, 

But, Oh f name not my Father ; I cannot bear 

The fad Remehibrance of fo great a Lofs. \Weef$^ 

Flor. But fear*you not t'oftend his peaceful Ghoft, 
By breaking with the Man he deftin'd yours ? 

Aur. 'Tis not my Fault : and juft Heaven muft forg^ivc 

What Heaven decrees Yes, 'tis my cruel Stars 

That made my Heart inconftant to Aloaxoy 
*Tis with Regret I break my plighted Faith ; 
In vain I ftrive to check my new-born Love, 

cannot, cannot live without BaJJtno, 

Flor, Madam, I wifh your Faffion ne'er prove fatal. 
But much I fear this inaufpicioos Match. 

• 
Enter Baffino, Armando. 

Aur. May Heaven avert th' unlucky Combination 
Of our prefaging Thoughts : For, know, I tremble too— 
But here's the ^an that will difpel my Fears. 

Arm. to Baffl My, Lord, remember 
To keep your Refolution. 

Baf. to Arm. Yes— I will keep it-^[To Aur.l Madam, 
you will pardon 
A Morning Vifit, when you know what Reafons - ^ 
Prefs'd mc to iix it on this early Hour. 
By Letters from the Court I was laft Night 
Commanded to return with Speed to Turin, 
And thence let out for France, to reprefent 
My Sovereign Liege in foleoin EmbaiTy. 
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Tliis Day I muft prepare to take my Journey^ 

Tho' 'tis with killing Grief 1 leave my dear, 

My fair Aurelia [To jtrmJ] Now, my Armtmdo. 

Arm. My Lord, *tis well : But ftill be on your Gaard, 
The dreadful Shock comes on— - 

Aur, This Day be gone! What means my Lordi 
Qh! Heaven, 
My boding Fears are come to pafs : I fee 
A Cloud of Woes juft ready to overwhelm me. 
"Is't poffible ! -bow can that Form divine 
Haroour fuch Treachery ! Is then Baffino falie } 
Say,- perjured Man, how often did you fwear 
This happy Day fhould make you mine for ever ! 
How cau you now forget your folemn Vows ? 
Why have I met with this inhuman Ufage ? 

Baf, Madam, my Prince's Orders 
Are abfolute : My Honour is concerned. 

Aur. Muft a vain Title be preferred to Love ? 
But no— You never lov'd—— 'twas bafe Deceit, ' 

Curs*d, curs'ddiflembling Men! Their flattering Tonguef 
Can feign a Pa£ion that will look like Love, 
Till by Degrees they get us in their Power ; 
Then wit-h bold Impudence they draw the Vizor, 
And fliew the Cheat that mock'd our credulous Hdpes. 
Faithlefs Baffino, 

How oft you fwore your Love could ne*er expire : 
How oft you fwore one Smile of mine had Charms^ 
Even above the Glories^of a Crown. 
Thofe were the Oaths I fondly did believe ; 
Thofe! Words convey'd a Poifon to my Heart, 
And even noW I feelits mighty Force : 
My Head turn^ ^iddy, and my trembling Knees 
Betray their finking Burde n - 
Alas f I faint, I die ■ ■ 

[She faints, Baffino nns nnd embraces her, 

Bajf. X)h ! flay, my Love, my Life, m/ Soul, my all s 
The Conflid's pafl, and I am thine again, 
But fhe is breathlefs ! Oh I ye rigorous Gods, 
Give back her Soul, or let my own be plong'd 
To dark ElyJmit'—^Yi \ my dear Aurelia ! \JJugs her. 

Arm. Is this your Refoltttion I By Heaven, I blufb 

. To 
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To call you Friend. Your Wife, my Lord, remember 
Your Wife- 



Bajf. Curfe on that Name- 



Urge me no more to foUov/ your Chimera's, 
Left you oblige me to break off that.Friendihip 
You blufli to ow n * Qh \ my Auriliai 

Arm. afide. How fweet is treacherous Vice ! how ea- 
Fond Man purAies his Ruin f [gc^V 

All Arguments were vai n y et ftill one Way remains. 
Which cannot fail, to ftop the Frogrefs of this impious 
His Wife, by my Diredion, comes to Venice: [Love. 
Her Sight will foon awake his flambering Virtue, 
At leaft it will retrieve Jureliah Senfes. [^Exit Armando. 
Jur. reeovering. Where am I ? Where's my Lord, my 
falfe^tf^wf 
Baf. Hefre, here, my Soul, my charming Dear. 
Aur. thrufts him off. Hold off— Approach me not— 
urge not my Rage, 
Or with this Dagger 1*11 revenge my Wrongs 
On thy perfidious Hear t ^ ■ B ut, oh \ his 
Heart's too hard, 

Even for tempered Steel— Therefore FU (heath it here. 
[Offers at her Breaft : Baflino /notches the Pagger, 
wed throFws hinfelf at her Feet in et diftraHed Manner • 

Baf. Oh ! hold — ^ forbid it Gods I 

I am the curfed Caufe, and I maft die. 
Oh ! who could bear my Load of mortal Woe ! 
Ye heavenly Powers beftow the Stroke of Grace, 
And rack Baffino : Let your vengeful Thunder 

Now cruih my guilty Head f-Or thou, Oh ! Parent 

Earth, 
Open thy Bofom, and conceal my Crime. [Tears theGreund. 
Aur, Is he then mine again ! [Falls down. 

Look up, my Lord, my Love, my Life ! 
My dear Buffino \ !Tis Aurelia calls. 
Let me for ever fold thee in my Arms, 
And beg thoul't never fpeak of parting more. 

[Embraces him* 

Bath rife and embrace in an ExtaJ^, 
Baffl Oh! never^ neve r * i ■ 

The 
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The Poles (hall meet, the San and Moon inreit 
Their wonted Motion eVe I part from thee. 
I fondly try*d how much I was belov*d. 
And iince youVe true, my Blifs is now compleat. 

Jur. Was't but a Trial ? then my Griefs are vanifh^df 
And I am loft in Joy— — Aj^Rw's mine $ . 

{Ti^ey embrace sigain^ 

Ba£\ Thine, thine for ever : And this happy Day, 
Shall end Aurelia^^ Fear s Ha ■ 

This Day, faid I, but whereas PiaceuiUi then ? • 

My Wife Placentia! Little does fhe think 
What Bafenefs I intend — Oh I racking Thought ! 
But *tis refolv^d. 111 change nor think no nu>re : 
1*11 Xxy to plunge, and reach the blifsfnl Shore; 
And if I unk, yet ftill this Hope's my Friend, 
ril fnatch my Treafure e're my Courfe I end. [^fide. 

jiur. My Lord, what makes you paufe ? 

Baff. The raviihing Thoughts of mighty Joys to come 
Kept me in Extafy and made me dumb ; 
When on thy fnowy Breaft difiblv*d I lie. 
What Monarch can there be more bleft dian I ? 

[Baffino kadi her of with a kngutfifing jttf'^ 

Enter Alonzo. 

Jlon. Sure, if my Eyes deceive me not, I faw 
Aurelia with the Count juft parting hence : 
DiifolvM in Love, and langniihing they feemM. 
.Damnatio n 
I cannot bear the Thought— I'll after 'em. 

Alonzo goi^* Enter Florella. 

f/cr, afide^ H a AhttKi^ here I I muft prevent a 

Dilcovery, 

Alon. fkrella here! (he comes opportunel y ( he 
may inform me of what I yet but fea f ■ ' Good« 

morrow, Florella : How fares my Love, my dear Aurelia f 

Flor. Signior, Good«morrow; you are an early Vifitant. 

Alofj, Not for a Man in Love i but anfwer me. How 
iocs Aunl\a^ 

. Flor. 
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Flor. Well in Health O nly fhe's now and then 
in a little Fit of Melancholy, fuch as ufually proceeds 
fiom timorous Doabts abourthat dreadful State of Ma- 
trimony. You know the Time draws nigh that gives her 
to your Arms. 

Alon, By Heaven ! 'Tis an Age, there's fix Days yet 
to come. "^ 

Flor, An Age, indeed, if he knew all. [^fift* 

Alon. But hafte, Florella; lead me to my De^r, 
She only can cofttraft that tedious Age 
Of Jingling Pain, and footh it with her Smiles. 
Say, is ilie alone ? 

Flor, Yes No 

Oh! Heaven! What fh all I fay ? [JJtde. 

She's, fhe's a 

Alon. H a W hat means this faultering Anfwer ? 
All's not right, and my Sufpicion's true. 
' Flor. Signior, my Lady is not dreft, and I fhall dif. 
pleafe her, in admitting even you, without her Leave. 

Alon. Ha— —not dreft-^ — Take heed you mock me 
not; 
Nor think to blind mcwitli your feigned Excufe : 
For in your guilty Face I read the Truth. 
Come, tell Ine who's with her ? is't not BaJJino? 

Flor. aftde. Oh ! Heaven I What fhall J fay ? 

Alon. Nay, nay, no Study : Lying will not do : 
I faw 'em part from hence, juft now I faw 'em. 
Harkee; fweet Miflrefs, how long have you pra£lis'd 
This fubtle Trade ? 1 fip.d.you>e much improv'd. 
Hell and Damnation ■ - quickly, tell me 
What did Bafftno give for his Admittance ? 
I'll double the Reward— *>bat fhe's not dreft for m e 
Oh ! damn'd, damn'd \Sex ! 

Flor,- Signior, what do you mean ? 

Alon. To fee Aurelia fee her inftantl y » ■ 
Nay by Heaven ! I wilF-: All Oppofition's vain ; 
For by th' avenging Power of Love I fwear, 
Tho' in BaJfirio\ Arms, I'll drag her thence. 
Only to cafl her from my Sight Tor ever : 
Nor fhall he live to triumph in my Shame. 
What tho' the Marriage Rites be not perfonn'd^ 

Yet 
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Yet I may call her Wife. Her Father gave her to me : 

And her own Vows have £x*d my Heart in her*s« ' 

Maft then Alomco be deny*d Admittance, 

Under that poor Pretence thatfhe^s not 6n& } 

Whil/l bafe Bafflno lies diiTolv'd in Pleafures 

On her perfidious Breaft—— Oh ! killing Thought \ 

She makes my Name of Hidband infamoas. 

Even before the Prieft has join'd our Hands. 

ril in« and if th* Affront I tamely bear. 

May Heaven deny me at my lateft Prayer. 

- SCENE IV. IjMliOvico's Lodgings. 

Ludoy'iQO /o/tu. 
. ZW. Who waits? 

£iif/fr Motmtame. 

Motmt, Did yon caU, eSir ?. 

Lud.Mouniaim^ run to Signiora ^MnfMr/Ar, and tell her 
X have done with her for ever, if.ihe does not fend this 
Evjeniag the hundced D^ats flie promifed to lend 
m e , jA nd harkee,. as yon come. back, acouaint 

Signiora CortiAra I ihall be bufy To-morrow, and de- 
fire fhe will pot off her Vifit till another Day. 

[IGiocAtng at the Dcor. 

M§unt. Sir, there^s fomebody at the Door. 

Lud. See who 'tis. 

Mount. Sir, a Gentlewoman defires to fpeak with you. 

Lud, A Gentlewoman I admit her W et!, • 
*Tis a great Fatigue to oblige the whole Sex. 

Enter Lucy. 

Oh ! what News from your Lady ? 

Lucy, This will inform you. Sir. - [Gives him a Letter, 

Lud, reads. Hum, hum, a Lette n ■ Thd* itma^ 

feem improper for one of my Sex to make the firfi Step ifi 

^ r^ yet you ought to corf/tder, that the rigorous Cou" 

finemint 
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fnement vje are under all the Year rounds ftutf, in fonm 
Meafure, excufe the Liberties wtf take during the Cami'vah 
If you home the Courage to meet me, IJhall he at four in the 
Afternoon in the Piazza d^Efpagna^ iwvifMe to ail hut 
yourfelf,^ ■ 'Well, I believe all Women in Venice are 
wild for Gallants. 

Lucy, Sir, what Anfwer fhall I return to my Lady ? 

Ltid, ajide. Egad 1 am in Doubt whether I fliall 

throw my Time away on this Intrigde or no— — — 
Harkee Child, ftep into the next Chamber, and PlI 
atafwer your MefTage inftantly— — — [£jr// Lucy. 
Let me fee ■ \Reads in his Tahle-Booi"] Monday, at 
Two in tlie Afternoon^ I am to meet Signiora SoUtm 

at her Nurfe*s rShe's a pretty Rogue, and (o 111 go— ^ 

At Three of the Clock, Signiora Dorinda, the Senator's 
Wife, at the Indian Houfe— — Pfhaw, (he's an old Ac- 
quaintance,—^—! fhan't go p At half an Hour ^aH 
Three, the Countefs fVrinile, who prefented me with a 
Gold'hilted Sword-— ^Silly Fool I does fhe think 111 
:1»eftow one of my Vifits. on an old {hrivelled Piece of 
Antiquity, for a trifling Prefoit, not worth alote dree** 
fcor^ Piflblcs A t a Charter paft Poor, inv* Sem- 

ilrefs Dot^ Stenhri, who topplics me with Linen,— ^ 
Oh I diis Vifit may be pot off for a new Intrigiie-i-And 
ib ril acqniittt the Me&nger. lExit Lndorico. 

The End of the Fhfl Ma. 

A C T 11. S C E N E L 

A Chamber in Signicr PizaltoV Houfe. 

Enter Ladj^ ViTzltz^ Lucy. 
Lady Piz, TTXID you deliver my Letter to Ludo*uico^ 

yj Lucff • 

Lucy^ Madam, I did % I found him in his Study, read-s 
ing the Lover's Watch, which he fwears does not at all 

agree 
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agree with his Conftitation. He hates f njundions of 
Love, like thofe of Penance : For the onci fays he, is 
no more pleafarable to the Body, than the other bene- 
ficial to the Soul* 

L. Phi. What a fine Gallant Tin like to have with 
thefe Principles ! Well — ^^vhat did he fay to a Sam- 
mons from a Woman ofmyQaality? Did it not make 
him wi(h the Time of Affignation were fooner than the 
Appointment in the Letter? 

tmcy. He faSt hamM over yonr Billet ; and paufing a 
while, he defired ^e to flay for an Anfwer in a next 
Room ; then commg to me, he alk'd me what Couci- 
trywoman yon were r For, faid he, if ihe flioald prove 
an old Acquaintance, I would nfe her damnably*-But 
when I had aifured him yoxx never faw the Outfide of' 
tiiele Wails, he began to have that Defire which all Men 
have to a new Face. 

L. Ac. Veiy weU; and what theli ? 

Luc. He flrait enquired whe^er yoa were Mack, 
brown, fair, old, yoim^. Maid; Wife or Widow ? I 
told him you was a wretched Wife to an old, impotent, 
rieb, eovetouii, ttoUe/ihir/^te; beautiful, young, gene- 
jws, and of a fisir Complexion. lAt has^'d me act 
thcib W»rds, feetnM traafponed with the I?ews, and 
fwore that in Intrigues a Wife was moil fuitable to 
fits Temper; for, &d he, th^tie^s neither khildrm to 
isther, mr Hoi^mr to re^ir : And where his Pocket 
and Liberty are <a(e, he 1% c6iitented to venture his 
Body and Soul. 

L. Pifi. Excellent MitxittLst 

Lucy. ItL flion. Madam, he fays he has had feveral 
Bills of this Nature drawn upon him of late, and how ^ 
much his Stock may be exhaofled, he knows not ; but 
however he'll meet you, an4 if he cannot anfwer yout 
Expefladon, he*il give you Earneft. 

L. Pix, You talk merrily, Giri'; I hope you did 
not tell my Name. I (hould be loath to trufl a Man of 
his Chara6ter with my Reputation at firft Dafli. 

Luc, No, Madam, I only told your Quality. 

L. Pi%, That's well : Oh ! Reputation, what feveral 
Sorts of Slavery do we undergo to prcferve thee I for to 

be 
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be thought virtuous, we are forced- to be conAantly rafl- 
ing againfl Vice, tho* our Tosgues and Maxims feidom 
^grec. 

Lucy. Alas ! Madam, that Pretence is grown too com- 
mon : For the Men now take it for granted, that a Lad/ 
is very near furrendering, when once (he holds oqt that 
Flag of Defiance. . 

L. Pix. Well — Men ufe us ^ very barbarously : They 
will neither fufFer us to be honeft, nor allow as to be 

thought fo Here, take this Key, and fccure ex^ry 

thing that concerns my Reputation : And if my Huiband 
wakes ere I come back, yen may cafily find fome Bxcufet 
to prevent his Enquiries : for the Carnival allows ns more 
Liberty, than at other times we dare pretend to 
I know thy Honefty, and will rely upon^t. 

Lucy, Yes» indeed* Madam» I am honef): at the Bot- 
tom. 

L. Pi%. Well, ril be gone: 'Tii about the Hour. 

[£;r, L.P/a!. 
£«/«r Pizalto. 

Lucy. Good Luck attend you, Madam Oh \ 

Heavens! here's my Lor d -Madam, Madam, 

Mada m Oh ! Lord^ what fhall I fay, now flie't 

gone? 

Pix. Hift, hift, Lucy: Don't, don't, don't call your 
Lady, for I have a Word or two to fay to thee in fri- 
vate, and have waited for this lucky Opportunity a 
great} while 

Lucy, afide. Now Venm be prais'd, I hope he has 
found fome Bufineis of his own, that may give my Lady 
an Opportunity to mind her's. 

P/«. Well, Lucy^ well, — canfl thou guefi my Bufmc6 
now ? 

Lucy. No, indeed. Sir— -But I'm certain, an oM 
Man's Bufinefs can't be great. \Afide. 

Pi%. {Gi^ues her a Looking-plafs.'] Here, Child, this 
will tell thee— Look in't, look in't, I fay Ah \ 

ah [ thou haft a pretty pouting Lip, a delicate roguiQi 

Eye ; fuch an Ogle, fuch a Caft Ah ! Rogu e 

Faith, thou'rt very pretty : And, in Ihort^ if any one 

rival 
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rival xky Lady, it will be thcc, Lue y E gad, I . 

have Fire in me, yet, 

Lttcy^ afide. O* my Confcience, and little too, i be- 
lieve : Yet I wifli he has enough to {tx\^ my Ends. Ill 
make my Fortune— —Lord, Sir, what do you 
mean ? i rival my Lady ? Heaven forbid 5 I would not 
injure fo good a Woman for the World- 

Fix,, Fmaw, pfliaw— Where's the Injury done to her. 
Child f Adod, I'll give thee a hundred Crowns. 

Lucy, No Injury, wy you, my Lord ? Why, I wonder 
you (honld be fo jealous of my Lady, and preach fuch re- 
ligious Maxims to her, when your own Principles are 
' quite oppoiite. 

Fix,. Look ye. Child, a Man may do that, which 
would look abominable in a Wife—A Woman's 

Reputation is a nice Thing 

Lucy. 'Tis fo a nd therefore 'tis but Reafon I 

ihould take Care of mine. 

Pi%, Prithee, no more of that : Thy Reputation fhall 
be iafe ; I'll marry thee to my Gentleman. 

Lucy, Gentleman — ^Valet! Faugb— And what Good 
will a hundred Crowns do me, when my Virginity is 
gone ? Indeed, If you lov'd me as much as you fay, 
and would make my Fortune, (for I ftiould love ex- 
treamly to be a Lady] I cannot tell how far you might 

perfuade me 1 know my Reputation would be Sfc 

in your Hands. 

Pi«. Make thy Fortune ! Why, IVe known fpme of 
our Nobles marry a Wife with lefs than a hundred 

Crowns But adod, thou'rt a charming Girl, and 

therefore I'll make it a hundred Pidoles — What fay'ft 
thou now, Lucy? Ah I adod, I muft bufs thee; \KiJfesh€r,'\ 
Ah! Rogue, methinks I'm a young, lufty, vigorous 
Fellow agai n T hou (halt find I am. Girl. 

Lucy\ a/Ui, I believe I ihall fail you, old Gentlemau. 
Well, my Lord, make it up a thoufand Piftoles, and 
I am your's, elfe 111 die a Maid, I'm refolv'd. 

Fix, A thoufand Piiloles, why thou ajt the moft uncon- 
fcionable Wench m Italy: Why, 'tis a Price for a Dutchefs 
in fome Countries. Come, come, prithee be reafpn- 
able, Lftcyf 

Lucy* 
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Lucy* Reafonable! why yoa don*t afk a reafonable 
Thin g - L ook you, you know my MJnd, I'll not 

bate a Penny-*— lUl warrant my Lady will give me two 
hundred ai leaft for my Difcovcry. [Going, 

Pix. afide. Udilife I ihe won't tell my Wife, fure, 
I'm ruin'd if ihe docs ; I'd rather give her two thou- 
fand ' '■■ Hold, hold, L»ry, fweet Lucy^ prithee 

come back Faith, thou'rt fo charming, I can 

deny thee nothin g Come, it ihall be what thott 

wilt Come now. Rogue, let's retire to thy Cham- 
ber——— 

Lucy. Nay, nay, no entring the Premifes, till you 
have paid the Purchafe. 

Fi%, Adod, thou'rt a Wag ■ Come in then, 

and ril difcharge the Debt : Thou art a cunning Gipfy . 

, {Exit Pi^tal. 

Lucy. You (hall have Reafon to fay fo, e're I have, done 

with you, old Gentleman ^For I am refolv'd to 

fliew you a Trick, and preferve tk^ Virtue. [j^fide. 

For did bafe Men within my Fewer fall, 
T* anjenge my injur d Sex, Vd jilt ''em alL 
And fwould hut Women follonv mjf Ad^vice^ 
^hey Jhoidd be glad at lafi to fay our Price, 

[Exit Lucy. 

S C E N E II. 
^be Piazza d'Elpagna in Venice. 

Enter Lady PJzalta fola, 

L. Piz. Not come yet ! ungrateful Man f muft a 
Woman of my Quality wait ? 
How have we loft our PowV iince the Creation ? 
When the whole World had but one fingle Lord, 
Whom every Creature readily obey'd ? 
Yet he, that mighty he, caught with a Smile, 
Flew to th'Embraces of the tempting Fair. 
But now each puny Sinner dare* to crofs 
A Woman's Inclinations——— 

Enter 
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Enter Ludovico. 

Oh ! are you come» Signior ? I fuppofe yoa have 
Soibie other Aflignation, that made you mifs 

My Hour ^Purfue it pray— m not interrupt yoo— 

Your Servan t [GoiMg. 

I hope he*ll not take me at my Word. X^Jide. 

Uid. Nay, nay, Sigaiora, why this Paffion? 

l^tofs her. 
You fent me a Challenge, and I, like a Man of Courage, 
am come to anfwer i t - ■ P ray don^t let a Quarter of 
an Hour break Squares— —I own it was a Fault to make 
a Lady wait ;. but Friends, Madam, Friends and good 
Wine are the Devil , Come I'll make vou amends. 

L. Piz. Friends and good Wine ! I (uppofe thofe 
Friends were Female ones— — 

Lud. No, Faith: You fhall judge of that— But 
fuppofe they we re - ■ Why fliould you be angry that I 
did not fly with the defired Haile, as long as I am come 
time enoueh to give you Satisfadion— ^Befides, I han*t 
feen your Face yet, and for aught I know^ it mayn*t re- 
ward mY Complement in coming now Prithee, Child« 

unmaik, and then I'll tell thee more of my Mind. 

L. Fix, The Devil take this FelloW"*— and yet me- 
thinks I love him for his IndifFerency— ^— [^4^.] You 
talk as if you were unlkiird in the Art of Love ' Don^t 
you know that Expedation feeds more than twenty tailed 
Pleafures ? 

Lud. Hu m f ome Sort of Fops it may : But Vm 
none of thofe— I never give my Opinion of a Difii till 
I Ve tailed ; neither do I care to (une often on one Sort of 
Meat without changing the Sauce-— -^But when that 
Cloud^s withdrawn, how long I fhall keep my Refo- 
lution I know not. 

L. Pix, Say you fo ! Why then the only Way to pre- 
ferve your Appetite is to feed you flenderly ; or only let 
you lee the food, but not to tafte, 

Lud. Faith, Madam, Vm no Camelion, but Fle(h and 
Blood ■ Therefore thefe Prefcriptions are of no 

. Ufe 
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Ufe— — One Sight of that dear charming Face of your's, 
would be more obliging to your humble Servant. 

L. Piz. mmajks. Well, Sir, what think you ? Is there 
any thing in this Face worth your Regard > 

Lud. Ah ! by Heaven, an Angel -Oh ! Madam, 

now blajne yourtelf for my Negleft, for had you fent the 
Pifture of her, in whom all thofe BeJuties center, I had 
in this Place waited the Coming of my Goddefs, or ra- 
ther flown on the Wings of eager LOve, .to meet my 
•Fair, tho' in the Arms often thoufand Dangers 
Say, my charming Angel, do you forgive me ? But why 
do I aik ? your Eyes aflure me you do ; at leaft Til force 
a Pardon from thefe dear, foft, ruby Lips. 

\KtJfes her In Extafy. 

L. fi%. Hold, hold ! been't fo lavifh a fparing 

Gamefter is the likelieft to keep in Stock ^whilft a 

profufe Hand at one Caft throws all he has away. 

Lui. To fear that, were to doubt your Charms, in 

which a Lover is fure to find conftant Supplies 

Eut we lofe Tim e Let's retire to my Lodgings, where 
I'll give thee the beft Proofs of my Love I can ? '■ 
• L. P/«. afide^ Well I He's a charming Fello w ■ 
Oh ! how happy are Wives in France and England^ 
where fuch as he fwarm ! 

Lud. Come, Madam, come »— -Why, what do 

you mean by this Delay ? Confider I'm a Man^ a mortal, 
wiftiing, amorous Man 

L. fix. And confider Tm a Woman 

Lud, afide. Ay, ay : That I know : At leaft I hope 
to find you fuch ■ or I would not be in fuch 

Hafte 

L. Pix, And have a Reputation to preferve. 

LuJf Oh J Lord, what a damn'd Turn'« here ? Re- 
putatron, fay you ? Egad, I find all Women make Pre- 
tence to that myfterious Word. l^^JideJ] What ! Arc not 
you married. Madam? 

L. Pix. Yes, what then ? 

Lud. Why then you have a Reputation to preferve— 
that's alL 

L. Pise. All, Sir, yes, and all in al! to m e* * Bo 

you confider whs^ Country youVe in, Sir ? 

Lud% 
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Lud. Ycs^ Faith, Ma4am; and what Conftitution I 
am of too. I know Murder is as venial a Sin here, as 
Adultery is in fome Countries ; And I am too apprehen- 
five of my mortal Part not to a\'oid Danger There- 
fore, Madam, you have an infallible Security i f 
J fliould betray you, T bring myfelf into Jeopardy, and 
of all Pleafures, Self-Prefervation is the deareii. 

L. Fiz, A very open Speaker, I vow- 

LuJ. Ay, Madam, that's beft— -Hang your 
creeping, cringing, whinin2, fighing, dying, lyinjj 

Lovers Pugli ! Their Flames. are not more darahle 

than mine^ itho^ they ma,ke more Noife in the Blaze. 

Sings : 

Hang the «whimTtg i^ay of Wooing^ 
Lwing nuas dejlgnd a B}ori, 

L. P/a:. afide. The Duce take me if this FcJIow has 

not charmM me ftrangely Well, the Carnival is 

almoft ever, and then muft 1 be (hut up like a Nua 
again ' Hey ! Hoa ! This Time will be io 
fliort 

Lud. Let's make the "better Uft; on't then, xay Dear. 
We will confider when we have norhing ^\{q to do, but 
;at prefent there's a Matter of the greatefl Momei)t, 

which I muft impart to you Therefore, come 

^ear Rogue> come 

Li. Ptz, {^Looking on herWaich.'] Hold — I have 
•outftaid my Time, and muft return Home inftnntly, to 
prevent Diicoveries. 

Lud, Faith, Madam, this is not fair to jaife a 

Man's Expedation, and then difappoint him ! Would 
you Jbe ferv'd fo yourfelf now ? 

L. Fix. 1*11 endeavour to difengage myfelf from my 
jealous Hplband, and contrive another Meeting. 

Lud, But will you be fure to meet me again ? 

L. P/«. I give you my Hand as a Pledge 

Lud, Kiffes it. And I this Kifs in Return —Adieu, 
my Charmer. 

L. Pia. Signior, farewel. . \Exeunt feverally\ 

Vol. I. C ^ Enter 
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Enter B&£&no, Alonzo. 



BaJ] Well, Sir, your Bafincfs 

Jlon, It is to tell you 

You are a Villain. 

Baf. Ha 

Mn, And that as fucli 
1 ought to have treated you before the Face 
Of lalfe Aurelia ■ But I fcorn to follow 
The barbarous Cuftom of my native Country. 
I feek with Honour to revenge my Wrongs ; 
Therefore, Sir, draw 

Bajf, This Aftion fpeaks you noble — be likewife juft. 
And let me know the Caufe that moves your Anger. 
By Heaven Td rather call you flill my Friend, 

Than be your Enemy Yet, if I wrong'd you, 

111 give you Satisfaftion 

jilon. Trifler, away Too well thou know'ft the 

Caufe ; 
And now would'ft footh my Wrongs with Flattery. 
But my Refolve is fix'd as Heaven's Decrees : 

And one of us mull fall Let the Survivor 

Difpofe of that bafe, falfe, perjur'd Aurelia , 
As both his Love and Honour (hall direfl. 
If my propitious Stars defend my Life, 

You (hall not die alone Th* adulterous Fair 

Shall bear you Company Now draw, 

Bajf, Oh \ hold.^ 
One Moment hold, I muft unfold this Riddle : 
Adulterous Fair, fay you ? 
Alon^ Yes : She's my Wife. 

Bafi. Ha your Wife ! 

Sure there's a Curfe entail'd upon that Name. \Aftde, 
What I your real Wife ? 

Alon, If the Command of an expiring Father, 
And her own Vows can make her mine, (he's fo ; 
Indeed the Marriage Rites arc yet to come. 
Which (lily (he delay'd thefe two Months pad. 
On (light Pji«fi&ce of finilhing the Time 
Of mourning for her Father- But 'tis plain, 

I was a Property to your bafc Love, 

And 
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And only deiign'd to fill up your Place, 

When furfeited you (hoold return to Turin. 

HeU— Furies ! Draw, or in my juft Revenge^ 

I'll pin you to the Eart h 
Baf Oh f Woman ! Woman ? lAJuft. 

Yes, [ win dra w ■ But ere the fatal Stroke 

Is paft Recal, I fwear Aureiiu^ Virtue 

Is clear and fpotlefs, like Dianas felf : 

Nor was I prompted on this early Vifit, 

Bat with Defi^n to take my laft Farewd, 

Having laft Night received my Prince's Orders 

To hafte to Turin ^Therefore if I fall, 

I hope (he'll meet with Mercy Now come ow. 

Alon, Hold, hold, my Lord; Oh! could I credit ihis, 

I would afk Pardon, and entreat your Friendlhip. 
Baffl 'Tis true, upon my Honou r ■ 

Bat if you doubt my Words, Pm read y" 

Tho' I have Reafon to decline this Combat, 

At leaft at prefent ■ Oh ! Placentia / [ Afdt. 

Oh ! my Plaantia ! why ihould I abufe thee ? 
Alon, My Lord, you feem diilurb'd— — - 
Buff. Oh! Alon%o! Alonzo! 
Should I acquaint yoii with my wretched Fate, 
You'd find that Life itfelf is 'grown a Burden, 
I cannot bear, iinoe I can ne'er be happy. 
But 'tis a Story that mull ne'er be told. 
Let it fuflice, to fettle your Repofe, 
That Turin holds the Caufc of my Misfortunes. 

Alon, Then I am happy : [,^JtJe* 

My Lord, I wilh 'twere in my Pqwcr to (erve you, 

I'd do it as a Friend « 

Baff, Generous Sir, I thank you ; 
A« far as I am capable, I am A^on&o's, [Exit Alonzo. 
Oh I Force of .treacherous Love I to gain my End, 
I wrong a Wife, a. Miftrefs, and a Friend. 

[Exit Baflino. 



The End rf the Sscond Act, 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

Aurelia's Lodgings. 

Enter Aurelia, Florella. 

Aur, f\^ • ^ow I tremble for my dear BaJJjno f 

yj- Hafte, fly, Florella, bring me News he lives. 
Or elfe expeft to fee thy Miftrefs die. 

Flor. Madam, be patient 

Confult your Reputation, and confider 

That the lead Noife you make on this Occaiion, 

Kefledls upon your Virtue—— 

Jur. Away, away ^Talk not of Reputation, 

When Love's in t'other Scale — But what can fhock my 

Reputation 5 
Heaven's my Witnefs, I ne'er lodg'd a Thought, 
For Count BaJJino that could wrong my Virtue. 
Perhaps the Gods purfue me with their Hatred, 
Becaufe I break my Promife to Monxe, 
But then, why did they not fccure me his ? 
Why niuft weak Mortals be expos'd to Paflions, 
Which are not in our Power to fubdue. 
And yet account for what they prompt us to ? 

But I will think no more Almighty Lore, 

Now hear my laft Refolve if angiy Heaven 

Refufed to guard my dear Bafftno\ Life, 
Aurelia too ihall fall, and leave his Murderer 
Accurft for ever 

Enter Alonzo. 

Tlor. Oh ! Heaven ! where will this end ? 

Aur, Ha \Afide. 

The Gods have fent him to decide my Fate, 
How now ! how dare you meet my angry View? 
Or think I'll e'er forgive the bafe Affront 
This very Day you offer 'd to my Fame ? 

Mon, Jull Heaven refufes not a Penitent, 

Therefore 
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Therefore I cannot think that fair Aurelia, 
Whofe Charms are all divine, fhould fail in Goodnefs. 
Oh ! let my Love atone for my rafii Deed : 
The Count and I are Friends^ why fliould Aurelia be 
more fevere ? 

Jur. He lives, bleft News ! 
Do then rafli Adlions fpeak your Love to me ? 
Moft I in publick bear with your Infults 
Before I'm yours ? what muft I then expert 
When the ftriA Ties of Marriage fhall confirm 
Your jealous Paffions } 
No, yon have taught me to avoid the Shelf 

I was juft running on ^know, bafe Alonzo, 

That from this Moment I refume my Freedom* 
I difengage you from your former Vows, 
And will henceforth be Miflrefs of myfelf. 

Jlon, Ha [jffide. 

This fudden Coldnefs has another Spring 

Than my raih Carriag e ■ ■ O h ! my jealous Fears i 

But I*m refolv^d to trace her winding Thoughts^ 

And fetch the Secret fort h ■ 

Madam, I hope you do but trv my Love : 

I cannot think AurtUa would be falfe. 

Befides, you can't recal wliat's regiiler'd in Heaven. 

Aur. Then ftay till we come there — r— There you'H 
have Witnefs. 

Al^. Witnefs ! 
Oh ! faithlefs, perjur'd Woman, can'ft thou think 
Upon thyfelf, and bid me call my Witnefs ? 

Yes, you are mine By all the Gods you are. 

And (hall there be a Power on this Side Heaven, 
To ftop my Blifs ? N o by my Love I fwear. 

I now can guefs at your perfidious Meaning, 
And tho' that cowardly Villain flily thought 
To blind me with a Tale his Guilt had fram'd, 

'Tis plain he is your Minion yet wants Courage 

To own his Treachery. 

Aur. Detracting, flahderous Villain ! 
How dare you treat me thus ? 
Oh ! for the Look of a fierce Bafilifk, 
To punifh this audacious Infolehce I 

C 3 Alon. 
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Ahm. Marry thee I No by Heavens, Pd rather 

Be rack'd to Death And for thy vile Injoftice, 

None fhall enjoy thee, while this Sword is mine. 

[Lcc^s hold on his Sivord. 
Nor (hall your Lorer 'fcape, to ferve your Luft, 
Till he has forc'd a Paflage tjiro' this Bfe aft. . 

{^Points to his Bredfi^ 
Aur. Ohf my Bafftno. \^AJide. 

Oh ! cruel Man \ Are not you then .contented 
To wreak your Spite on poor Aurelia ? 
Why muft your Rage involve the Innocent ? 
Oh ! let me fall your Paflion's Sacrifice j 
Let my Blood wafh the Stain you fix on me. 
But do not blaft your Name with bafe Revenge,- 

Alon, By Heaven f (he doats on him ! Oh f canning 
Woman ! 
But this Pretence won't ferve to fave his Life j 

I'll not be caught again No, Syren^ no. 

Baffina dies— Nor will I leave to Fortune 
The vengeful Stroke, but take a fafer Way. 

Aur, Oh ! Heaven ! [Kneeis. 

What Words IH^U 1 invent to footh his Rage, [-^<*. 
And fave my dear Baffino ? Oh ! Alonxjo. 
My once-lov'd Dear, will you not hear me fpcak ? 
Oh! I conjure you by our plighted Love's, 
Whofc Purity outflione the Stars above, * 
Hear me this Time, then ufe me as you pleafe. . 
Alon. Oh I Woman, Woman ! 
Aur. If e'er Aurelia 
So much as in her Thoughts did wrong Alonw^ 
May fuddcn Death purfue her perjur'd Steps ; 
Heaven forgive \AJide. 

The Perjury, fmce I've no other way 

To fave Bajfino'% Life. 

Alon, Aurelia^ rife-' ^aifing her* 

Oh ! coold I credit this, how happy were Aionzo ! 
But fomething tells me that thou art forfworn i 
And yet thou feem'il as fair as Truth itfelf j 
How is it poflible that Guilt can look 
With fo divine a Face I 

Aur.. 
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A/-» Oh ! kill me inftandy : kill me, I beg yoa, kill . 
mci 
Let me not linger out an Age in Pain, 
For fuch is every Moment of your Anger j 
I cannot bear .to live in your Difpleafure. 

Jlon, By Heaven fhe's true- 
Hence frivolous Fears be gon e (he's only mine. 
Come to my Breaft, my bright Aurelia^ come. 

[Embraces her% 
To that foft Shrine that holds that Sacred Image, 
Which triumphs o*er my Soul, and grafps it all, 
I knew my boundlefs Treafure, and the Thought 
Of loiing thee had raised my Love to Madnefs. 
But now I'm calm — ^No more fliall that fierce Paffion^ 
Rbde Jealoufy, diflnrb my peaceful Mind. 
Do but forgive the Fault? my Rage committed, 
And you will find oar Loves will grow the purer ; 
Jnft as the Sky looks bright^ when the Storm 
Is chas'd away, and Phabus fmiles again. 

Aur* Since both have been to blame, let it fuffice. 
We both repent, and will offend no more. 

Alott, Oh! never, never, 
I'll ne'er fufpeft you more— Only refolve me this— 
Jur. What is it? 
Alon. Why was Bafflno 
Admitted to your View, and I denied ? 

Amr. He came to take his Leave, and *t bad been rud« 
Not to admit a Man of his high Birth 
On this Occafion ; nor was you denied. 
But thro' Woman's Fears of your Sufpicions. 
She thought you would mifconftrue the Count's Vifit, 

As you have really done 1 blam'd her for it. 

Indeed, this is the Truth — I hope 'Alon%o 

Believes me now 

Akn. Believe Thee ! Yes As willingly as Martyrs 

A State of cndlefs Joy. 

I will fo love, my Dear, that all Manlcind ' 

Shall look with Envy on our mutual Blifs. 

I'm like a Merchant toll at Sea by Storms, 

Who his laft Courfe with Pray'rs and Toil perforiSis ; 

And the rich Cargo fafely brought on Shore, 

C 4 He 
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He hags it thus^ and vows to part no more. 

{Embraces her^ 

Aur. So in a ilowVy Mead a Serpent lurks. 
And the unwary Traveller furprizes. 
Where he fufpefts leaft Danger \ Curfed Cheat. {^Afid^. 
Oh I that I could difclofe the fatal Story I 
But it muft never out— —I beg, Alonzo^ 
Yon'd leave me for a while, and reil fecure. 
You have my Love . 

Mon. Then the bright Sun in dl his circling Tarir, 
Cannot behold a Man more truly happy. 
What you command, I readily obey. 
Farewel, my Dear. {Exit Alonzo. 

Aur. Where art thou now, Aurelia ? 
How wilt thou Ycape that dreadful Precipice, 
On which thou aft hurried on by thy fatal Paflion ? 
With confcious Horror I deceived Alonzo ; 
I hate this bafe Treachery, but *twas unavoidable : 

The Truth had been more fatal 

More fatal I ■ No For I muft never wed 

My dear Bajfinoy whilft Alonzo lives. 
^ Oh ! the diftraaing Thought I what (hall I do ? 
Why! ^le Aurelia: That's the only Way, 
To keep thy Vows to both — Ha — —die, faid I ? 
But whether then ? who knows what Punilhroent, 
Juft Heav'n prepares for guilty Souls like mine. j^, 

liut I mud think no more, lell 1 grow mad with Thougfii^ ' 
If there's a Power that guards us here below. 
Oh ! look with pit>'ing hyQS on poor Aurelia: 
Appeafe the Tumuks of my anxious Fear, 
And load mc with no jnore than I can bear* f 

\_Exeunt Aurelia, Florella, 

SCENE II. Lady Pizalta^j Lodgingt^ 

Enter Lady Pizalta, Lucy, 

' L. P/x. Well, thou'it an admirable Girl ! What would ' 
hnlf the Lauics in Venice give for fuch a Servant ? 

Lucy. (Afide.) Truly you have Reafon to fay fo, for 

'tis not the firft Intrigue I have managed for you 

Oh? dear IVIaJam, your Ladyfhip does me too much 

Honour— 
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Honour— But how do yoa like your new Servant, 
Madam ? - 

L. Piz, OK f above all Men livirg, Lvcy: He has the 

mod bewitching Converfation I ever met with Say, 

is there no way to contrive a fecond Meeting ? For Tni 

impatient till I fee the dear Man again ^The End 

of the Carnival draws near, which is indeed the End of 
Life to roe : For then mull I be coop'd up with Age : 
Condemned to an eternal Coughing, Spitting, Snoring 
and Ill-nature— Then let me make the bcft of Life 

fince Hell cannot have a worfe Plague in Store 

than I have felt already. . 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, I pity you : And wi(h 'twere 
in my Power to free you from this old wither'd Log, but 
tho' that's impoffible, ytt I may do you fome little Ser- 
vices to make Life's tedious Journey pleafant Let 

me fee, I have it What would you fay now. 

Madam, if I fhould contrive a Way to have your Lover 
in your own Chamber? 

L. Piz. That were worth a King's Revenue 
Speak, quickly, how, how, good Lucy F 

Luc, why, thus : He fliall put on my Cloaths, and in 
my Place attend you. 

L. Piz. Rare Contrivance f but my Hufband, Lucy ? 

Luc. Oh ! let me alone. Madam, to manage him : He 
is defective in Sight, you know ; and not miftrulling any 
thing, will not be over curious : But if he fhould, I have 

a way to bring you off My Life on't This Plot 

may be of Ufe to my Deiign, I'll manage it with Care. 

L. Piz, Oh f the Pleafare of hearing my Hufband lie 
coughing and calling me to Bed: And my anfwering 
" him, Vm coming, Dear ; and while he imagines me in 
the next Room undrefTing, Vm happy in the ^rms of my 
Ludtyvico. Certainly there's as much Satisfadlion in de- 
ceiving a dull jealous Hoiband, as in getting a new Gal- 
lant; were it not grown fo common — each Tradefman'a 

Wife muft have her Gallant too and Tometimes 

makes a Journeyman of the Apprentice e'er his Indent 

tares be half out *Tis an infufferable Fault, that 

Quality cj^n have no Pleafare above the VuJgar, except 
C s it 
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it be In not paying their Debts. Well, dear Lucy, ladfiiift 
thy Contrivance Abont It inftantly 

Lucy. (A^e ) About it inftantly ! is that all ? I muft 

have my t'other Fee firft. f will. Madam ; and 

you may expedt your Lover inftantly. But, Madam, 
what's to be done with your brocade Night-Gown yoo 
tore laft Night ? it can ne'er be mended handfomely. 

L. Pi%, Nothing to be done without a Bribe I find, 
in Love as well as Law-'— Well, Lucy^ if you manage 
this Intrigue with Care and Secrefy, the Gown is yours. 

Enter Page. 

Tage. Madam, .ray Lord defires to fpeak with you, 
- Lucy J Madami I'll go about your Bufinefs : Your 
Ladyfhip's very humble Servant. [£*/> Lucy. 

L. Piz. Tell him I'm coining [Exit Pa^e.] Now 

by way of Mortification, muft I go entertain my old 
jealous Hufband. ' \^Exit Z.a^ Pizaltft^ 

SCENE III. the Piazza. 

Enter Ludovico finging. 

Gitve me hut Wine, that Liquor of Life y 
\Anda Girl that is 'wholefome and clean ^ 

TiAjo or three Friends, but the Devil a Wife^ 
And Td not change State with a King. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. What ilnging, Signior ! Well 'yott^e a pleafant 
Gentleman 

Lud. Ah [ my little female Mercury t what MeiTage 
bring'ft thou ? Ha ^will thy Lady blefs me with ano- 
ther Sight Ha Ho w ^ ■ When ? where? I 

am all in a Flame. 

Lucy. Come along with me^ Sir^ I'll help you to an 
■ Extinguifher prefently. 

Lud. If thoumeaneft thy Lady, with all my ^cart- 
But 
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But I can telljthee, ihe'll rather prove Oil, thnn what 
you fpcak .of— —But, fay, where am I to fee my 
lovely Charmer ? 

Lucy, In her Chamber 

Lud, Good ! But how the Devit can that be done ? 
Lucy, Nay, without the Help of a Conjurer, I affure 
you ; if you dare take me for your Pilot, I'll warrant 

you Succefs in your Voyage Fll fet you fafe in the 

liland of Love j 'tis your Bufinefs to improve the Soil. 

Lud, I warrant thee, Girl ; do you but bring me there 
once, and if I play not my Part, may I never more know 
the Pleafure of an Intrigue. 

Lktv, Which, if I miftake not, is the ftreateft Curfe 
can fall on you— Well, you muft fufFer a fmall Meta- 
morphofis : What think you of perfonating me a little ? 
Thatis, dreffing in my Cloaths, and waiting on your 

Millrefs in her Bed-chamber — Ha 

Lud, Egad, Pm afraid I (hall make but an auk ward 
chamber-maid, I'm undifciplin'd in drelfing a Lady's 

Head-- 

Lucy. Oh ! Six, your Commiffion won't reach fo high 
as the Head : I believe my Lady will extfufe little Mat- 
ters : You can undrcfs, I fuppofe. 

Lud. Oh ! the beft and the quickeft of any" Man ia 
Venice. But a Pox on't — Can'ft find no other way ?■ ■' 
I, I, I,- " ^- I like Petticoats in their proper Places, but I 
don't care to have my Legs in 'em. 

Lucy, And fo you refolve againft it ? Ha 

Lud, No, not abfolately relolvfe, Child : But — a 
Lucy. Bat what, Sir! 

Lud. Nothing — I will follow thy Diredions, whatever 
comes on't. Now lead the way, for nothing iuits better 
with my Humour than a Friend, a Bottle, a new Miflref* 
and a convenient Place* [^Exii Lucy, Ludovico. 

SCENE IV. Pizalto's Lodgings. 

Enter Pizalto <whh a Bond in his Hand, 

Piz. Well — My Wife's a fine Woman f a very fine 

Woman I But a Pox Ihe's a Wife ftill, and this young 

• C 6 Jade 
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Jade runs in my Head plaguily : Well here 'W 

under my Hand ; a Thouiand Piftoles A great Sum 

for a Maidenhead, as Maidenheads go now-a- days— • 
Ah, had I been young now. 

A Fiddle and a Treat had hare the Prize awar^. 
But when nue old Fools doat^ they make us pay. 

Enter Lucy. 

Oh F are you come ? Here, here, Luey : Here's a For- 
tune for thee, worth twenty Maidenheads, adod ! I have 
not fo much Money by me at prefent, but there's Sccu- 
i;ty. IGives her the Bond. 

Luey. Your Lordfliio's Bond's fufficient -—Well, 

but that I am fatisfied my Reputation is fafe with your 
Xordfhipf or twice the Sum ihould not have prevail'd— 
Go to my Chamber, my Lord, 1*11 but ftep and fee if 
my Lady wants any thing, and III be with you in- 
ftantly. 

Piz. You won't ftay, LucyP Ah, Girl, bufs thy Lady's 
Chucky; now, do no w ■ 

Lucy, Oh I Lord ! not herd, we (hall be discovered. 

Piz, Well, thou art a cunning Sinner : make liafte» 
Lucy^ doft hear ? ^Exit Pizalto. 

Lucy, YouVe in mighty Hafte, old Gentleman ! but IE 
ihajl deceive you, ' 

il^ E fid is gained; 1 have nty Fortune tnadif^ 
Man has not me, hut IbanjiMan bftng'd^ 



7be End of tbt Third Act. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

Armando'j Lodgings. 
Enter Arntando, Placentia. 

Pla.f\a\ Armando! 

\j Thoa more than Friend to the diftrefs'd 
Placentia I 
Say, how fhall I regain my loft Baffino, 
My falfe, perfidious Huiband ? \Weefu 

Arm. Dear Madam, moderate your Sorrow : 
Referve thofe Tears to move Baffino\ Hearty 
Mine is all Pity : You may reft fecure 
Of all the Arguments a Friend can ufe 
To bring him itack to your endearing Arms* 
Virtue's not quite extinguifhM in his Breaft, 
Therefore I hope the Sight of bright Placentia 
Will rottze his flumb*ring Reafo n 

Pla. Oh! Bajpno! BaJJino! 
Oh! wretched Woman ! Oh! that I had^Iy'd 
£*er I had known him falfe : Then I were happy \ 
And tho' contented with his fecond Choice^ 
He with a pitying Sigh, perhaps, had grac'd 
My Memory— 

Oh? all ye Powers that virtuous Love infpire, 
Aflift me now : Inform my vocal Organs 
With angel Eloquence, fuch as can melt 
His Heart of Flint, and move his former Kindnefs» 
(Afide.) But if that fail, I will remove the Caufe 

Of both our Woes ^Yes, that happy Charmer^ 

That Rival of my Love fhall furely die. 

Arm. Doubt not of the Succefs ; What Heart of Steel 
Could ere refift fuch Beauty drefs'd in Tears \ 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Count Ba^no enquires if you are within. 
Pla, Oh! Heavens ! how I tremble ! 

Arm, 
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Arm. Lucky Opportunity : — fhew him up^ 

Madam, be pleas'd to ftep into that Clofet, 
Till I can found the utmoft of his Thoughts, 
And (hew him naked to your fecret View. 
Then when he's in the Height of impious Paffion> 
You like a Bolt from fleav*n fhall rufti on him, , 
And ftrike his Folly dumb. 

Pla, Almighty Powers, whofe providential Care 
Is ever kind to virtuous Innocence, 
Oh ! help me now in this Extremity. \Umt PlacentiaL 

Entir Baffino^, ^ 

- Bajf. How does my Friend Armando ? 

Arm. 4V!y Lord, Armando'^ well. 
And wifhes you were fo. 

Bajf. Doft thou difcover ought that gives thee Caufe 
To doubt I am not well ? Indeed I think 
I am in perfed Health 

Arm. My Lord, I Ihould be glad 
To find that Fever of your Mind abated 
In which Heft you laft 

BaJf. (AJide,) I muft diflemble now, 
Elfe ril ne'er gain my Ends — my dear Armand^f 
That Fever thou fpeak'ft of, is now fucceeded 
By. a cold Ague-Fit: The bare Remembrance 
Of my unlawful Paflion fliakes my Soul. 

Arm^ Such fudden Cures have often prov'd perniciotM, 
And we have Reafon to fufpeft a Wound 
Too quickly heal'd 

Baff. Not when thou krww'ft what Balfam I applied. 

Arm.' There's fcarce a Balm for the deep Wounds of 
Love, 
Befides Poffeffion, and I cannot think 
You have enjoy'd Aurella. 

BaJf, I fwear I have not— - 
But I enjoy my Reafon, my free Reafon : 
And who poffeffes that, can never cherifti 
A Thought againft himfelf : For fuch I call 
Whatfoever keeps me from my lawful Wife, 
My dear flacmia. to whofe Arme Til £y 

', • With 
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With aU the eager Hafte of a fond Bridegroom. 

There I fliall revel in the virtCioOfi Pleafures 

Of a chafte Bed— Oh ! my Friend Armando f 

My dear Flacentia's Friend-! can'ft thou forgive ? 

Indeed Tm penitent, and will offend no more. 

^rm. My Lord, thefe are the Words you fpoke before : 

What greater Reafon have I now to think 

You'll keep your Promife ? 

BaJ^. Pride, Honour, Jaftice are come to my Aid, 

And Love too feeble to withftand >m til. 

Has left the Field to my vidtorioas Reafon. 

Pride, with the Profpeft of my future Greatneis, 

Allures me to return with Speed to Turin, 

T'obey my Prince's Orders. 

Honour and Juftice tell me I'm P/acentia's, 

And that Aurelia is Alonzo\ Bride. 

To him Ihe gave her Virgin Vows : Nay, more. 

To him her dying Father did bequeath her j 

He loves her too, and Ihall not be depriv'd : 

My Paflion is fubdu'd, and Fm refolv'd 

Myfelf to give Aurelia to Alonzo, 

Arm. If this be true, then you are my Friend again % 
But how came you to learn Aurelia s 
Engagement to Alonxo ? 

Baf, I have it from himfelf, who an Hour fince, 
With eager Fury fought to 'venge on me 
His injur'd Love, and challenged me to fight : 
I chofe with Juftice to defend my Life, 
And quit Aurelia, rather than to vanquifh 
In fuch a Caufe — Alonzo ftrait embraced me, 
Caird me his Friend, and vow'd I fhould not go. 
Till I had feen him join'd in folemn Marriage 

With bright Aurelia 'This I readily granted, 

Canft thou believe me true ? 

Arm, My Lord, I do believe yo u ■ 
And am o'erjoy'd to hear your Refolution: 
By Heaven ! there's more Clory in fubduing 
Our wild Defires, than an embattl'd Foe. 
Now do I wiih his Wife had never come* [Ajtde. 

Baff[ Armandoy thou'rt my Friend, and on that Score 
I muft defirc you to repair to Twnn^ 

With 
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With all the Speed yoa can, to bear thefe Letters 

To our great rrioce, and beg he will excufe 

My ft ay for three Days more—- — ^And here this Letter 

Bear to Placentia fpeak to her the kinded 

The fofteft Things thy Fancy can fuggeft. 

I ihall make good thy Promife 

My dear Placentia ! Oh I that (he were here. 

Panting and warm within thefe longing Arms ! 

'Tis a long Age fmce I did fee her lafl ! 

Bat come, my Friend, you mud this Hour fet forward. 

Arm, With all my Heart : But 'twill not be amifs^ 
Before I go, to fix the ViAory, 
Which conquering Virtue in your Breafi has'gain'd j 
And if what you pretend be real Truth, 
I have a welcome Prefent for BaJJino. 
Madam> come fort h 

Enter Placentia. 

Bajf. What do I fee ! my Wife I This was a lucky 
Plot : \^Afid€. 

Hypocrify did ne'er befriend me more. 
This was not like a Friend — ^why fhould Armando 
Difturb her foft Tranquility of Mind, 
And give her ocular Proofs of my Difloyalty ? 
Oh ! my Placentia ! my beloved Wife ! [^Embraces her. 
Oh f that I fhould e'er think to wrong my Dear ! 

Pla. My Lord, wafte not a Sigh on my Account i 
My Joys are infinite, fince you are mine, 
And what is pafl I cafdy forget. 
Nay, let me beg for Pardon : For I know 
.1 have offended you in coming hither. 
I fhould have waited this Return of Virtue ; 
Or, if abandoned, filently have mourn'd 
My Lofs, without upbraiding my lov'd Lord, 
All this I fhould have done, but mighty Love, 
Too powerful for Duty to withHand, 
Guided my Steps to Femc c ■ * 

In hopes my Prefence would retrieve your Heart.. 

BaJ', Gods I that this Woman were Aurelia ! [Afitk, 
Thou Wonder of thy Seic 1 thou left of Women I 

I 
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I blaih to chink that thoa haft heard my Folty: 
Yet ilnce your Love cancels your jufi Complaints, 
You make me doubly blcft : And I'll reward 
This excellent Goodnefs with eternal Fondnefs. 
Oh ! that thou hadft been here I Not all the Beauties 
That Venice holds could have diverted me ; 
No> not one Moment from my dear Placentia. 
liOBg Abfence is the Bane of new-born Love, 
But Fate fhall ne'er have Power to part us more. 

F!a. Oh ! my dear Lord, your Goodnefs is too great: 
^ And Pm o'er-paid for all my Sorrows paft. 
Armando^ fay, is not he wondrous kind \ 

Arm, Madam, I told you Virtue 
Was ftruggling in his Bread ; and that it might 
O'ercome his vicious Love, I thought your Prefence 
Was requifit o ■ And now, my Lord, I hope 

You will fordve me, fmce all the Endeavours 
I us'd before had been in vain. I once 
Defien'd to let Aurelia know your Marriage ; 
But then perhaps fhe would not have believ'd me : 
Let this plead my Excufe in fending for Placentia 
Without your Knowledge. 

Bajf. I muft not let him fee I am concerned. [AJUe. 
I know !twas Friendihip all,^ well-meaning Friendfhip : 
J only am to blame : But Til retrieve 
My Credit in your Heart, and ftill deferve 
The Name of Friend— And thou, the beft of Wives, 
Shalt ne'er have Caufe to doubt my coniiant Love. 

Pla. Oh \ my BaJJino ! this Excefs of Kindnefs 
JExalts me o'er all Mortals, if you're true. 
There's not a Blaft within the Power of Fortune 
Can (hock my Happinefs. 

Bajf. Thou ihalt ne'er find me falfe, I iwear thoQ 
(halt not. 
Oil ! that I could engage 

She would return to furin with Armando ; [AJtde^ 

For if (he ftays, I never can enjoy 
My bright Aurelia, and by Heaven I will, 
Altho' ten thoufand Lives (hould pay the Purchafe. 

Pla. My Lord, you feem diil^rb'd. 

Baf It troubles me 

Yott 
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You can't appear in Fem'ce with a Train » • . 

That may bdfpeak the Rank you bold in Savey^ 

Pla. to Arm. Oh ! Arnumdo ! 
He is fo kind, I wi(h I ne^er had come I 
What if I offer to return with you ? 

^rm. Madam, you will do well : 
For I myfelf cannot fufpeft him- now, 

Pla. my Lord, let not my Prefcnce here difturb yoa J 
I doubt your Love no more, and to convince you, 
I will go back before 'tis known Pro here. 
Befides, 'tis fit I fhould prepare all things 
To welcome you at home. 

Baff. (ajtde.) Bled Opportunity ? 
Fortune I thank thee : Would my Dear then feave me 
So very foon ? Alas f 'twill be an Age 
E'er 1 return to Turin : Three long Days ; 
No, my Dear, no ; I will not part from thee. 
At leaft this Ni^ht, my Love i 

P/a. Will then Armanih flay ? 

Baff, No, my beft Hopes, he inflantly departs 
With Letters to my Prince. 

Pla, Then fufFer me to go this very Momenta 
Three Days will foon be o'er, and your Return, 

Shall make me fully bleft If I fhould flay 

'Twould look like bafe Diftruft, and ,1 can't think 
BaJJino would be falf c 

Baff. (afide.) Oh ! Heaven f that I were not ! 

Arm. Indeed, my Lord, I think you're truly happy. 
Scarce does any Age produce fo^good a Wife. 

Bajf. Qh ! that I could reward this wondrous Good- • 
nefs ! 

Pla. My Lord, what makes you figh ? 

Baf. To part from thee : But fince 'tis your Dcfire, 
It (hall be fo. Armando, to thy Charge 
I here commit the Treafure of my Soul, 
Take Care of her, and think that on her Safety 
My Life depends. 

Arm. My Lord, I hope you do not doubt my Care. 

BaJf. Dear Friend, I do not— i- 
May Heaven's Blellings ftill attend my Love, 
My dear Placentia, [Embraces, and goes to lead her off. 

Pla*. 
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P/a. As many more guard my Baffim. 
Bajfl (afide.) A Aidden Horror feizes all my Limbs : 
I tremble at the Thought of this bafc Dee d 

\Pulls out his Handkmrclnef, and drops a Littery njuhUh 
Armando takes up. 
Ha— Tears uncall'd for bathe my guilty Ey ec ■ ■■ 
Gods ! either give me Virtue to withftand 
This impious Love» or Courage to purfue it 
Without Remorfe ; for I'm but half a Villain. 

\Exemet Baffino, Placent. 
Arm, opens the Letter, A Letter ! and to Aurelia ! now 

Curiofity prompts me to know the Subjed What's 

here ? 

Reads. / have d&fpatch'd Armando to the Court of Sa- 
voy, and found Pretence toftay behin d 
Falfe treacherous Man ! 

^bis Night I give a Jdajk at my Lodgings, nvhicb^ 
I hope^ <will di<vert Alonzo, till the Priefi bets 
joined ottr Hands ; and iMle ail the Company are 
engaged in Mirths III Jte^ to the dear Arms ofm^ 
di'uine AureHa. • 

Ok f Villain, Villain I Monftrouj Villain ! 
Oh ! poor Placentiaf But I will prevent 
His Policy, and** break his wicked Meafures. 

[^Exit Armando. 

SCENE II. PizaltoV Lodgings. 

Enter Pizalto y&/a/. 

Piz, Why, wh'aj makes this young Jade day fo lone ? 
Adod, this is to pay before-hand— Ha— — methintis 
I hear a Laughing and Giggling in my Wife's Apart- 
ment ; I mull know whence their Mirth proceeds. 
Hof here*s Lucy coming-— —Harkee you-, pray, why 
did you make me wait fo long ? Nay, Vm refolved you 

fhan't efcape me now ^ Goes to the Door, and fulls 

in Ludovico in Lucy V Cloaths, wohofe Commode fails off in 
the Struggle^ and difco<vers his bald Head. ] Oh I Bene- 
dicite ! What have we here l^ A Man difguis'd in my 

Wife's 
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Wife's Chamber! and I unarm'd ! Oh! Curft Mi- 
nute ! Speak, thou wicked Prophet, thou Son of Ini- 
quity, what cameft thou here for ? Ha Thou Prieft 

of Baal, to offer Sacrifices on the Altar of my Wife ? 
Oh f my Head f my Horns weigh it down to the Ground 
already Within there, bring me my Sword and 

Lud, A Pox on all Petticoats —What a Devil ihall 
I fay now ? Oh !* for a Sword ! that would be of more 
Ufe to me now than my Tongue. 

Enter La/fy Pizalta. 

Pix. Oh ! thou wicked fallacious Woman ! 

L. Piz. What ails my dear Chucky ? Why doft thon 
call for Arms, Deary ? 

Pix. To cat down that vile Creeper which over-runs 
thy Garden of Virtue — 

L. Pix. [afide.'] Now Impudence afiifl me. 
Ah f Heavens ! What's here I A Man in Di&uife ? A 

Thief it muft be Raife the Servants— Oh ! Hea- 

Ten! we might have had all our Throats cut in our 
Beds— Now for Lucy, for I am at a Lof$ to come off. 

[Afoie. 

Piz No, no, I warrant, you know he is more gentle 
in Bed. 

Lud. [afide.] Oh ! the Devil, what does fhe mean ? 
Death, Hell and Furies ! if I come off now, catch me 
at this oport again, and hang m e 

Enter Lucy. 

L. Piz. Oh ? are you there, Miftrefs ? How came 
this Man here in your Cloaths ? Ha! Gentlewomanr-^ 

^Lucy, [afide.} How confidently ihe alks the Q^eftion, 
poor Lady I as if fhe knew nothing of iti Now muft I 
bring her off— For Reafons you muft not know. Madam. 

Piz. Ah ! Thou wicked Pair of Bellows to blow the 
Fire of Iniquity ! Why, thou art the very Cafement 
thro' which thy Miftrefs fucks the Air of Abomination— 

TeU 
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Tell mc, I fay, how he came here, and for wha t 

and be fure it be a fuLftantial Lie, or 'twill not pafs. ; 

Luty. [afidt.l All my Hopes are in herlmpudence. 

Lucy to Pixal, Harkee^ Sir, one Word with yo u ■ ■ i* ■ 
Do you remember oar Agreement To-aight? 

Fiz. Why, what of that? ha 

Lucf. Then imagine what I defignM that Gentleman 
for: Tm honeft. Sir, that's al l 

Piz. I'm honeft. Sir, that's all — [^Mimicking her Tone,"] 
Honcft ! with a Po x What \ and fo you honelll/ 

provided a Companion for my Wife in my Abfence— « 

Lucy. No, 8ir, I defign'd him for your Companion in 
my Abfence— This is the Bulinefs he was dreft for : ' 
Therefore no more Words^ but believe my Lady honeft, 
or all ihall oat. 

Piz, Oh ! the Devil ! this (han't pafs. Huffy Do 

you think I'll be cuckolded, jilted, bubbled, and let it pafs 
for a Cbrtfimas Gambol. Adod, give me mv Bond 
again, or or— [HoUs up Us Cane. 

Lucy, No— —-hold there, Sir : Women and Lawyers 
ne'er refund a Fee : But 'tis your be& Way to be j^atient 
BOW, I'll not take Blows. 

L. Piz. Why all this Whifperiag ? Why mayn't I 
know the Budnefs ? 

Piz, I am miftaken if you have not known too much 

Buiinefs already : But I am right enough ferv'd ■ ■ < 

I had more Ground before than I could manage ; I had 
no Need of my Neighbour's. 

Luey. Right, my Lord ; Ground that li^s fallow will 
breed Weeds in Time ; but you'rs is clear yet, 

Pifc. Damn your Jefts : I fliall expe^ a better Account, 
do yon hear? I'll find a Servant to fee you out of 
Doors. \To Ludovico. [Exeunt Pizalto and Lady. 

Lud. Well, this was an admirable Lift at a Pinch—- 
She has brought me offnow— — And if e'er they catch 
me at this Mufic ^again, I'll give 'em Leave to make 
an Italian Singer of m c ■ No more Intrigues in 

Pifguife.. ■ if it had not been for the Waiting- 

Woman now, I might have been hang'd for .a 
Thief. 

Lucy, What all amort, Signior, no Courage left ? 

Lud. 
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Lud, F^th, not much / I think I have foft 

my Manhood with my Breeches This Tranf- 

fbrmation may fuat with Gods, bat not with Mortals of 
my Humour- Come, prithee, good Miftrefs 

Lucy^ help me to my proper Shape again; for tho* 
I have a natural Inclination to Petticoats, I hate ^em 
upon my own Back. {AFlouriJh ofMuJic ^Uhin. 

Lucy, Hark ! I hear Count BaJ/ino*s Mufic : He gives 
a Maik To-night; yon are already dreft forMafquerade^ 
won't you flay and take a Dance } 

Lud, ^gad> I'd rather dance a Jig with thee elfc- 
where : Faith thou'rt a pretty Girl — and haft a good 

deal of Wit too ^But then. Pox on't, thour^t ho- 

neft, thou fayeft, thou cannot fwallow a Pill, isxcept 'tis 
gilded over with Matrimony. 

Luc y • And that turns your Stomach, I warrant. 

Lud. Why, Ay : Faith my Stomach is damn'd fqueem- 
iih in thefe Matters : Yet, egad, if I could find one with 
half as much Money as thou haft Wit and Beauty, I'd 
marry, and live honeft. 

Lucy^ That is, you'd marry her Mone y 

Lud, One with the other. Child : There's no living 
upon Love thou knoweft— —— Tho' Faith I could 
live well enough top. 

Lucy, Well,.Sippofe I help you to a Lady with a round 
Sum ; you'd keep your Word, and marry her? 

Lud. I am a Gentleman, I fcorn to break my Word. 

Lucy. Wellj^Sir, come to the Maflc, and I'll engage 
you a Miftrefs, if you are not over-curious. 

Lud. With all my Heart : 

I'm nowlrefolv'd to leave this Wenching-Trade : 
For no Man's fafe upon a Hackney Jade ; 
Th' Allay of Danger makes the Pleafure Pain, 
A Virtuous Wife will always be fame. 

Tb^ End of the fourth M. 

ACT 
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A C T V. S C E N E L 

A Mask in BaffinoV Lodgings. 

Baffino, AlonzOy Armando, in a Difgulfe ; Placenda in 
Mans CUaths, Signior Pizaito^ Lady Pizalia, Lucy» &c. 

Jn Entry tfthrie Men, and thrn Women of fever al Natiom* 

Baf. Y Can't imagine where I dropt my Letter : 

X Pf ^y Heaven it be where none can ever find iC« 
Gods ! Let me once enjoy- her, then call on me 
Your Store of Plagues^ and I will meet 'em all. 

Enter Ludovico, fingtng* 

Lud, Ah! Miftrefs Z.«f; / Tm come thou fee'ft-^' — I 
exped thou fhalt be as good as thy Word, Child— is 
the Lady here ? 

Lud^ The Lady is forth-coming, if you are Hill in 
the fame Mind ? 

L. Piz. My Lover here ! Harkee, Lucy. 

Lucy. By and by. Madam, I am catering for myfelf 
now — ^ ^Well, Sir, will two thoufand Piftoles do ? 

Lud. I maft humour her [^de.] Ay Child. 

Lucy, Why then I take you at your Word, Sir, and 
can produce the aforefaid Sunt [To Piz.] With a lit- 
tle of your Affiftance, my Lord. 

Lud. (afide.) Hum A pretty Wife I am like to 

have Catch me there if you ca n 

P/«. Ha How's that ? 

Lud. How ! Miflrefs Lucy^ worth two thoufand Piftoles? 

Lucy, hy : And I have a very good Pay-mafter for one 
Half of it too— Do you know this Hand, my Lord ? 
[T^j Pizalto.] (Sbe^s the Bond,) ^ 

Pi%. (afide.) Confound your jilting Sneer. 

Lud. Ha, ha, ha What, a tho'ufand Piftoles a 

Difti, my Lord ? I hop« you don't change often, ha— — 
h a 

jP/«. 
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Piz. Huffy, 111 be revcng'd ^Tis all falfe, 'tis 

counterfeit. 

Lucy, Ha— ha — But it liad been current Coin, if I bad 
fuffer'd you to put your Stamp upon' t ' i n my Bed- 
chamber, my Lor d 

L. Pix, How, Miftrefs, have yon trick'd my Husband 
oat of a thottfand Piftoles, and never told me of it ? 

Lufy. Nay, Madam, don't frown Remember 

you have trick'd him out of fomething too, which I 
never told him of— Don't urge me to more Difcoveries. 

Lud. (afide.J So- Here's Trick upon Trick ; 

But, Faith, you (hall never trick me out of my Liberty. 
I'm not fo fond of a Wife to marry a Chamber-maid^ 
tho' with ten Times as much Money : And fo, fweet 
Miftrefs Abigail^ your humble Servant. [^Exit Ludovico. 

L. Piz. (afide,) The Jade has me upon the Hip — I 
muft be filent. 

^i&f orCv has her Hujhand^s ^Bedahus^d^ 

C>an neer expe^fiefiouidbe better uCd. [Exit« 

Luej^ H a ' W hat ! my Lover gone f With all my 
Heart: Better now than after; for whjlft I have my 
Fortune in my own Hands, I Ihall have no Need to 
Aie for a feparate Maintenance, and jget nothing for it 
neither. 

Arm. to Pla, Now, Madam, go : May Heaven be 
propitious 
To your Defigns-: I'll ftay and watch BaJJino : 
And when he goes, will follow with Aionzo, 

Phu Oh ! my fick Fancy frames a thoufand Forms, 
Which tell me that our Meeting will prove fatal^ 
And warn me not to go, Svhat (hall I do ? 
Mud I bear calmly my Bajffinoh Lofs ? 
Why do I tremble thus ? 

Sdre it can't be the Fear of Death— ' — No, for if 
I go not I muft lofe him, and that's more 

Than Death to me and if I go,"^ I can but falli 

And Life without him is the greater Woe, 
Therefore 111 on. 111 ufe the fofteft Words 
Th^l Tongue can frame to footh her into Pity, 

And 
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And dHTaade her from this impious Marriage. 
If I fuccecd I am compleatly happy. 
If not, rd rather die than live with Hate, 
But firft, curft Rival, thoa (halt fhare my Fate. 

[Exit Flaceatla« 

A flouriflf of MuJUk. y 

'Bajf. Tis now the Time ^But whither do I go ? 

Shall I a Maid, a Wife, a Friend betray ? 

No matter-^—; 

All Arguments are vain, where Love bears Sway- 

\Exlt Baflino. 

A S O N G. 

When the Winds rage^ and the Seas grofw high^ 

They bid Mankind he^-are. 
But ^wnen theyfmooth and calm the Skj^ 

''Tis then they luould enfnare* 

So. the bright Thais Kindnefs Jho^s^ 

By fro-wnifig on her Lo'vers, 
Far Ruin only from her fo^ws^ 
Whenjhe her Charms difco^verj, 

Piz, Come now,. Gentlemen and Ladies, be plcas'd 
to walk into the next Room, and take a fraall Collation 
— But Where's my Lord Ba(Jino? Come, Gentlemen, 
he's gone before us. 

Arm, Where we will quickly follow. (Aftde.) Alou%o^ 
a Word with you — \Exit Omnes. 

S C E N E II. 

A Chamber in AureliaV Houfe. 

TiAJo Arm-Chairs, Aureliay&A?. 

Aur, I wonder much at my BaJJino"^ Stay : 
Oh ! Love ! how fwiftly fly thy Hours away 
Vol. L D When 
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When we are bleft ! How tedious are thy Minutes 
When cruel Abfencc pacts twx) longing Lorecs I 

Enter- Floj?cila. 

Is my Bafftno come ? fpeak 

Flor. No, Madaiii, a. young Stronger defires to fpeak 
with you: He fays, you are not acquainted with his 
Name^ 1?ut will fopn with bis Bufinfifs^ whi(^ is- fooae- 
thing of gfbat Import^ that cai> be. told to none b^t 
yourfelf. 

Jur. A Stranger Bqfmefs with ne / I know of nom 
I have with Strangers — Heaven ! what's this I 
I feel a fuddcn Throbbing in my Heart, 
iAs if 'twas confciouspf k>»e fat^ News — [jffide^ 
Woinanifh Fear s Admit him — (Exit FlorcUa^ 

it iBuft be 
One of BaJft»o*s Friends^ whom he intyaA^ 
To be a Witnefs of our Marriage Vo\vs. 

, Enter Placentia, ' /« Man^j *Cloaths. 

Pla, Madam, I was infbrmM that Count Bafino 
Was to be here — ^and having Things t'impart 
That much concern him, 1 made bold to come- 



Jur, Sir, I cxpcft him ftraight — if you're his Friend 
I will account you mine — Be plea*'d to fit. [Botlf-Jtt, 

Pla. My Brother, Madam, is extremely h^ppy 
Jn beine wvonr'd by fo fair a Lady »- 

Jur, Your Brother, Sir ! is then my Lord your bro- 
ther ? 

Pla. Madam, he is. 

jfur. Then I may call you Brother too ; 
For al] the folemn Vows of Love have pafs'd 
'Twixt him ahd me— 'And. blif$ful ^ynef^v/zits 
With lighted Torch to tie the facred Knot, 
Which mall be don^ this Hour- ^ 

PJa. This Hour J fay you ? Oh ! Madam, have a 
Care : 
You tread inch anted Ground, and e'er you know » 

.What Path you take^ jou're hurried to JQeftrudlion. 
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jhr. Where lies the Danger ? 
Pliu Oh ! Tis a fetal Tale, yet 70U mttft heir it j 
Therefore frnfinKm your Courage to your Aid, 
For you \viil need it all, whilft 1 relate 

The fatal Story 

Jmr. A\t] hdw I tremble! 
Say, is he dead ? has any srarderoQS Villain 
Km^d my Baffliti^r 
P/a. No — he is well tn Health : bat his diftemper^^ 
Mind 
U^» wild and feverifh Difpo^tion, 
Longing ta tafte, what tafted will undo him. 

Jur. Your Speech is all a Riddle : Pray fpeak plainer i 
Bat yet, e'er you proceed, if Count Eajfijio lives, 
I care not wincT niuft follow, fince he's mine. 
Pla. No, he's not yours-^Nor ever mull. 
Aur, 'Tis faKer— — ^-There's tiot a'Pow'r on Earth 
can part 4is : 
Perhaps, 

You think my Blood too l>afe to mix with yours 
But, Sir, your Brother loves me, and in Love 
All Ranks are equa l "^ 

Pla. Ne ^— -►I wifh that were all : 

But there's a greater Obftacle— He — is*— married^-^ 
Oh ! Gods I unfortunately married ! 
Jur, Married I 

Pla, Yes, «■ ■ ■ " Married t o my Sifter, 

To ray unfortunate, abandoned Sifter. 
Oh 1 do noc you cOnfph-e t'undo her quite ; 
it is -enough, fhe's falfe Bajpno^s Wife. 

Aur. Gods f Married ! 
And is it pofSbfe « Oh! faithlefs Men! 
Oh I Truth [ Oh ! Juftice ! Whither are you fled ? 
Now aU my Fears and Horrors are explained. , 

PU. Vm glad I reached this Place ia Time, to hinder 
Tlwfelfi^ that muft have waited on your Marriage, 
Now it is in your Power, both to be happy, 
And, in fome Meafure, make vc?f Sifter lb. {^Both rife^ 

Aur. A Paradox in Nature Bid Aurelhi 

Be happ^, when- yoti rob her of )ier Hekven ! 
Her dear BaJJino J 

"D z Indeed 
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Indeed your Sifter may be counted happy, 

Jf fhe's his Wife-r-Ha— .Wife— By Heaven ! 'tis falfe— 

No, no — He has no other Wife but me 

He is not married, you bely him bafely 

He cannot be fo treacherou s ■ 

Pla, Madam, I fwear, whatever I faid is Truth- 
Do but defer this Marriage for a Day, 
And if I don^t produce convincing Proofs, 
Mav all the Plagues a Woman can invent 
Jail on my perjured Head 

Aur, Defer our Marriage — No, by Heaven I will not.' 
I can't fufpedl him — Neither do I think 
You durft maintain this Story to his Face. 
■ Pia, Madam, I dare ; nay, which is more, I'll die. 
Or vindicate my injur'd Sifter's Honou r - 

Aur. Bold Arrogance ! 
Oh I That he were but here to anfwer the Affront I 
Perhaps he may have wrong'd your Family : 
Debauch'd your Sifter ; for which you would force him ' 

To marry her ? But, I muft tell thee. Boy, 

He's niine already : nor would he forfake me 
To hold Command o'er all the Univerfe. 

Pla Oh ! Heaven ! muft I bear this ! 

Aur, Nay, expeft more, if he fhould find you here, 
*Tis not your being Brother to his Miftrefs, 
That will fecure you from his juft Revenge. 

Pla, Revenge ! Nay, then away with all Difguife, 

Pity be gone And in its Room fell Rage 

Take place, that I may daOi that haughtv Infolence 
That dares to treat me thus — Know, Maaam, 
I am his Wife — his lawful wedded Wife. 
With borrowed Shape I came to try your Virtue, 
Which I have found fo light that the leaft PufF 

Of wanton Love will blaft it Elfe my Vifit 

Had met a better Welcome — Here with Sword in Hand 

I'll wait his coming, . IDraws. 

And as he enters, pierce thy haughty Breaft. * 

I know he loves thee, and therefore 'tis brave 

Revenge io let him fee thy dying Pangs : 

Thy parting Sighs will rack him worle than Hell. 

Aitr, His Wife f Oh ! Infolence ! 

In 
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In vain you wafte your Breath, it moves not me : 
So much I love him, fo much I'm belov'd. 
That ftiould an Angel from yon Heaven defcend. 
To tell me he's marry'd, Td not credit him. 
Kill me if you dare — He will revenge my Death : 
That plcafing' Thought gives Courage to my Soul ; 
To live without him woulfl be Death indeed ! 
No — he'll ne'er leave me for a common Thing, 
For fuch I'm fure thou art 

Pla, Common ! Proud Wretch— by Heaven that 
Word gives Wings 
To my RevengQ — Vile Creature, die— [Stahs her. 

Aur. Help,— Murder, murder— 

Enter Baflino. 

Bajf. Ha— That to thy Heart \Kilh Plac] Wer't 

thou a Demi-god 
And darft attempt this Shrine, thus (hould'ft thou fall — 

Fta. (Falling.} Oh! Baffino\ Oh I 

Aur, Oh ! hold, my Lord, what has your Raihnefa 
done \ 
I only (hould have dy'd T il not upbraid 

Your Trcachery-^No, 'tis the Hand of Heaven 
That guides the Stroke that takes my guilty Life, 
For being faithlefs to Alonxo. 

Bajf, Talk not of Death, my fair, my dear Aurelia \ 
That very Sound does harrow up my Soul. 
But who art thou, whofe facrilegious Hand 
Durft to profane the Temple of my Love ? 

Fla, I am your Wife — Your loving Wife Placentia. 
Oh ! pardon this raih Deed ; blame jealous Love — 
And grace me with- a Sigh, that 1 may die contented. 

B^. My Wife ! and kill'd by me ! 
Under what Load of Miferies 1 Hand ! 
Oh ! Horror ! Horror! Infinity of Guilt f 
Hurl now^ your vengeful Bolts, Almighty Powers, 
On my devoted Head ! 

Oh I I have wrong'd you both : Deceiv'd youJbafely : 
Thus proiirate on the Ground, let me beg Pardon : 

[Throws himfdfon tbt Ground. 
D 3 I 
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I do not ask it with DeiigjQ to liv«. 

Jur, Oh f dear Bfijffin^ live : 
And try to fave her, for Ihe's iunoccnt : 
We only are in Faul t 

I iirg'd jny wretched F^te with iflripiQ£iJ« Laiiga^git^ 
For which I beg Forgivenefs : Generous La3y, 
Let not my Soul depart wit;h Guilt o.ppre&. 

Pla. As I forgive you, fo may Heaven n^. 

Bajf. Oh! Pjacential Oh! my Wife* 

Aur, One thing more, and Fm happy >» >* » ■ ■ 4 
Were but AIohko \tTt^ that J might a& 
Forgivenefs for my FaHhood I fiat, ^last 
My Spirits faint within my frozen Veiosj 
And every Thing feems double to my Sight : 
Oh ! How I dread the uncertain future btate I 

Bajf. Unhappy Maid ! Oh ? my once dear Aurtliaf 
Curft, Qxa^Bafftno / Oh f Biy Wife ! How dare 
I ftand die View of both thefe injur'd Women \ 
Oh I Heaven I Why name I Heaven ! Heaven tirill Mt 

hear 
A Wretch like |»&-^-^ — Np, even Hefl wtDUP TowBcnt 
Proportion^ to my Guilt — Oh ! my ?Ucgj$$Ut Oh 1 

Fla. Oh ! )»y dpiW Lord, J panwt fe^ y4>*i 49Ui< 
Live, Hve^ my U>r4 ; \9- h$fPy wJbca r« J494- 
Nay,, for yoiw $*.kp* I wiili Akre/itt t^p 
May live to ma^e you happ yin wi ^n 

Baf. Ohf holdt . 
Heap not mor^ Cur&s on me by^ yoar Kin^piefs ; 
I with that ii^ iinight live, jt>ut not for me^ 
Only to clear me from, iier guilty Blpod * '^ m m ^w,^ 
Oh! Pla£fiftti4i! 

Pla. Rife, myLord^rife: Do not ind^^lg^ yoiK W#e^ 
Your Si|;hs atone &r aU» ;md i^ake e'^ Ikitk a pka- 

fa re - ■ ^ 
I fee him coming, he will fpon be her e * ■ * ^ 

Bajf, No, I will ivever rife : ne'er fee the Pay. 
The Sun would hluih to ihine on fuchan impious Wfftcl|. 
Here let me lie> and tear with thefe curft Hands 

jyWi the Qround in a ^ftra&eiVofm^. 
A Pafla3;q thrQ* the Earihi, ^d hide my Fac« fojr ever. 
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jRon. (Within.) Where whereas Ais Vfllain ? Whcic'f 

Baffina ? 
Jar. 'Tts Al(mz6^ Voice. 
Oh ! fly, my Lard, Ay ftDm hh juft Rcrcngc* 

Enter AloniO hafiily^ 



Baff. Fly 

Where ftiaU I fly from Jtiftice ? No, Heaven is kind 
lo fending him to help my Journey forward. 

^m. Where's Bajfino ^ 

Bajf. (Rifing.) Here Sir, I Hand. 
* JIhn, Then thci« Hands a Villain — ^— -Ha-^what 

Do I fee ! ^j^r^innarderM ! " 

Oh ! treacherous Mlid, thy Love has coil thee dear, 
Think on thy broken Vows, and call to Heaven fo* 
» ^ercy. 

Th>' Dea^h I iviTl revetgc, becaafc I bv'd thee once. 

iur. Oh ! Aknxoy pardon me. 

JSjm. to Buff. Now Vfflrin, now wiial Slory, tvhat 
Pretence 
Canft thtm invent to avoid my juft Revenge ? 
Oh ! that I ne'er had liU'ned to thy Tongue ! 
Thy bafe perfidious Tongue 1 Then all thcfe Mdrdcr^ 
Had been prevented, and thou curft in Hell 
Thou monflrorts Fiend 

Baff, You talk too much— -Let's fee what you ean do ; ^ 
Thus I return your Villait i ■ 

Alon. Take thy Reward. S^TbeyJight, Baflino/«//i^ 

Enter Armando. 

Jrm. Hold! hold: Oh Gods! I'm come jCoo late. 
What has my fatal Friendfliip done ! 
H a P lacentia too— curfl: Letter ! 

^af. My Friend Armando} Oh I I blolh to fee theft:- 
But let me have your Pardo n n ow I need it. 

Arm, Oh I firft pardon me 

For I have been the Caufe of all this Mifchlef. 
Whilft my ofiicious Friendfliip ftrives to fave yon, ' 
I briiig you aB to thb unhappy End. 

b 4' Say, 
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Say, can you pardon mc ? 

Baff, Ido— — • 

And Oh I my Friend ! had Virtue been my Guide, 
As it was thine, I ftiU were truly happy, 

Aur, Where am I ? " 
Why do I hover thus 'twixt Reft and Mifery ? 
Oh f good Alonzo, fay you pardon me, 
And let me die in Peace, elle full of Horror 
My guilty Soul muft wander in the Shades 
Of ^oomy Night, and never, never reft. 

jilon. Thou^iaft my Pardon, and with it this Promife 
Never to love again 

Aur, Oh ! you're too ^kind-— and 1 wan^-^ 

Breath to thank you Farewel. [Dies. 

Baff, Oh I P lucent ia.! [Embraces ifer. 

TTius in thy Arms my Thread of Life fliall break. 

Pla. My Lord, my Hulbarid, Oh ! come nearer yet. 
That I may take a parting Kifs, to fmooth 
My Paffage to the Realms of endlefs Night. [Kifftng him. 
So — Now-i-I di e m uch happier than I lived. 

Parewel — ' [Dies. 

Baff. Farewel. fair Excellence ! Thou bcft of Wives \ 
But I fhall quickJy follow — ^Yet before I go, 
I beg, Jllonxoy let my Death atone 
For all the Injuries my Life has done you. 
Oh ! fpare my Memory, when I'm no more. 

4ion, By Heaven ! 
1 fee fuch Virtue ftruggling in thy Breaft, 
As makes me wi(h I could prevent the Flight 
Of thy departing Soul 

BaJJ'. No, no— I would not live : 
Hadft thou not come, my Hand had fet me free, 
But now 1 fell more nobly, and lefs guilty. 
My Friend, my dear Armanda^ 
Hafte to inform my Prince^ Bajpno refts ; 
But hide, if poffibk, my Shame : And let 
One Grave hold both this wretched Corps and mine. 
Oh ! my Placentla [Dieu 

Alon. Unhappy Pair f But far more wretched me ! 
For 1 muft live, aiid live without Aurelia ! 
Tho' I'm convinc'd fhe lov'd me not, I can't 

Banift 
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Bani(h her Image from my Love^fick Mind, 
Oh ! that I ne^er had feen the charming Fair f 

Jrm. The Gods are jud in alt their Punifhments : 
And by this fingle Aft, we plainly fee 
That Vengeance always treads on Peijary ; 
And tho^ lometimes no Bolts be at us hurrd, 
Whilft we enjoy the Pleafures of this World ; 
Yet a Day awaits, a Day of general Doom, 
When guilty Souls muft to an Audit come ; • 
Then that we may not tremble, bluQi, or fear. 
Let our Defires be juft ; our Lives nnfullied here. 

[Exeunt owunr. 
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PROLOGUE. 

By a GENTLEMAN. 

WHAT Havuirdt Poets run, in Times like thefe^ 
Sure to offend^ uncertain 'whom to pUafe : 
If in a 'well-'work^ d Story they afpire. 
To imitate old RomeV or AthenV Fire, 
It -will not do\ for ftrait the Cry Jhall he, 
*Tis a forced hea<vy Piece ofBomhafiry, 
If Comedy s their Theme^ *tis ten to one 
It dwindles into Farce, and then ^tis gone. 
If Farce their Suhjea be, this Witty Age 
Holds that hehnjj the Grandeur of the Stage. 
Our f male Author, tho^ Jhejees lubat Fate 
Does the E'uent of fuch Attempts fill 'wait i 
With a true Bridih Courage 'ventures on. 
Thinks nothing Honour, ^without Danger ^won. 
She fain 'wot^dfoe'w our great Fore-Fathers Days, 
When Virtue, Honour, Courage, 'wore the Ba^s ; 
Fain fwoud Jhe kindle up thofe fading Fires, 
That 'warm'd their NvbU Blood to fierce Defires. 
When the Bold Hero, after tedious Wars, 
With Bleeding Wounds adorn d, and Glorious Scars, 
From Conqueji back returned ivith Laurels Cronvn'd, 
Where from the Fair, their juft Re<wards they found. 
She thinks* t a Crime in any one tit dare. 
Or hope to gain a Conquffi o'er the Fair, 
Who ne'er coiCd boafi a ViSory in War. 
Let but your Arms abroad fuccefsful pro<ve. 
The Fair at homi ftfoll frown your Toils njiAth Love. 
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OV fee Gallants U has been our Potfs Cart, 
T$fiftVi 'whatBfoui in tbfir Peffe^liin are^ 



EPILOGUE. 

By Nature Cowards, foolifh, ufelefs Tools, 

Made Men hy Taylors, and by Women, Fools t 

jf Fickle, Falfe, a Singing, DaDcing Cr^w, 

Nay nofiu nve bear tbef<ve Smiling Mafters too ; 

Juft nonjo a Frenchman in the Drejfing-room, 

From teaching of a Beau to Smile^ njuas come^ 

He JhenjS'dfi've Guinea s Wasn't be rarely paid^ 

Thus all the World hy Smiles are once hetrafdi 

The States- man Smiles on them he tuou^d undo, . 

The Courtier s Smiles are 'veryfeldom true. 

The LoverV Smiles too many do helie^ue. 

And Women Smile on them they luoud decei*ve ; 

When Tradefmen Smile^ tkejfafely Cheat ivitb Eejei 

And fmiling Lawyers never fail of Fees. 

The Doctor s Look the Fatienfs Pain beguiles^ 

The Sick Man lives, if the Phyfician Sniles : 

Thus Smiles ix:ith Inter eft Hand in Hand do go^. 

He fureji firikes, that Smiling gi<ves the Bloav i 

Poets, <with us this Pro^>£rb do dejy. 

We li'ue hy Smiles, for if you frown w/ die. 

To pleafe you then Jhall he our chief Errdeanour^ 

Andall<we ajk, is but your Smiles for e*ver. [Going. 

Hol d I f ergot, the Author bid me fay ^ 
She humbly begs ProteSion for her Play: 
'*Tis Tours She Dedicates it to you all. 
And fure you"* re too generous to let it fall i 
She hopes the Ladies nuill her Caufe maintain. 
Since Virtue here has been her only Aim, 
The Beaus, Jhe thinks, ivon't fail to do her Right, 
Since here thefre taught 'with Safety ho^w -to fight* 
She's fure of Fanjour from the Men of War, 
A Soldier is her darhng Charader\ 
To fear the Murmurs then <woud he abfurd^ 
They only Mutiny ^when not prefer d» 
But yet ^ I fee Jhe does your Futy dread. 
And like a Prifoner, ftands ivith Fear half dead^ 
While you are Judges, do her Sentence gi*ve. 
If yotire not pleased, Jhe fays Jhe cannot li've* 
Let my Petition then for once prevail \ 
And let your gttCrm Claps hit Pardmfeal. 

DragMb- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Co/. Manly, in Lo'ue nvM Clarlnda. Mr. Coiy. 
Capt, Bellmein, ^// FrienJ. Mr. Booth. 

J/r William Mode, a Fop, in LoveS 

nvitb Ciarindfl, imd cwmtenanced hy > Mr. Bowman. 

ber Father. \ 

Ogle, a Fortune-hunter, a amceiteJj 

Fel/<nu that fancies every Bodf is > Mr. Pack, 

in Love ivith him. j 

CarefuU, Father /» Clarinda. Afr, Fieldhoole. 

WOMEN. 

Clarinda, in Lovf wth M^nly. Jlrt. PriAce. 

Emilia. A«-a^», «»«r/r.A W»^}jy^.,, p^^^. 

come out of tb£ LouHtry^ «) 

JWir/. Plotwell, formerif « Mififefi «p J .jr. » ^ 

Bellxnd*. J4i5ri. Lee. 

JizAi/ ^ Clgrinda. 
A Serjeant, Drummrit and Str^v^mtf^ 

Thp SCENE LoNDow.. 
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BEAU'S DUELr 
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Soldier for the Ladies. 



ACT L SCENE L 
SCENE, tbi Street. 

Sifter Colonel Manly,. 

Colonel, 
|OW do Men laboor to fool themfervcs f 
WJiat Pains did I fptrc, or Excufe did 
I not (nveht, to perfuade my Friends 
I was gomg another Way, to get rid of 
their troablefome Ceremony, that wou'i 

have waked on me Home j and all this 

for an Opportuaiqr only of taking a Turn or two bcforp 
tills Window. 

Oh Love ! How powerful arc thy Ciiarms, thus to 
unman, and fend me like a Boy, gaping after imaginary 




^^0 



f ot all the Hazards of a Soldier's Li& coold fo much 
aflfeA me, as dte dreadfiil Apprchcdfipn of difpleafine 
AisCiri. *■ a 

What- 
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Whatever I do, whether I eat or drink, whether I 
fleep or wake, whether Fm at Home alone, or abroad 
in Company, my Thoughts are ftill of her : She's al- 
ways prefent, I caa fee nothing but her ; I can hesur 
nothing but her, I can think of nothing but her; and 
in diort, I care for nothing but her. 

'l*is Happinefs enough for arry Man to love and be be- 
loved by fuch a Woman ; Ihe's fo Beautiful, fo Agree- 
able, and fo Loving ; yet fo Virtuous, fo Chafle, and fo 
Conll-int, that if her Father's rigid Qppofition were re- 
mov'd, nothing could add to the Bieffing which Hes in 
Store for me. 

Enter Capta';n Bellnieiji, go's 'wit^^in tnjjo or three Yards of 
the Doory then Jtcpsjhort, looks up*. 

Capt. Ho, thi.> muft be the Houfe — But what the 
Devil am I the better for't, tlTe Doors are lock'd. Win* 
dows barr*d, my Millrefs afleep, and*I may return like 
an Afs as J came, without fo much as being dream'd 
of — Can J^ovo, that never fails its Votaries at a pinch, 
infpire no Stratagem now ? Egad 1 was never more able 
to offer him a plentitul Sacri&ce ; and did tny Miflrefs 
know with what warm defires I come, (he'd meet me 
half Way, or (he deferves to die a Maid. 

Co/. The more I think F ilill perplex myfelf the more ; 
like a poor Fly in a Spider's Web, by labouring to get 
loofe, I work myfelf fatter in the Toil. 

And why (hould J ftruggle any longer with what I 
can't mailer? or defire to be without what I'm per- 
fuaded is the greateft Bleffing in the World ^ 

I am refolved I will love on- [Turns Jhort upon the 
Captain.} Ha ! a Man, and if I midake noc, mad BelU. 
mein, whom I left at the Ro/e ; he's upon fome amorous 
Defign, but is too open to hide any thing from his 
Friend. I'll accod him. 

Good-morrow, Captain, I commend your early In- 
duftry, you are chufmg fome fortify 'd Piece of Virtue to 
lay a manly Siege to. 

G^/. Ha! Colonel, Good-morrow to you with all 
my Heart : No Faith, I never Aay the Formality of a, 

Siege i 
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Stege / *tis your honourable Lovers are forced to undergo 
(hat Drudgery ; whene*eic I meet any, as I rarely do« 
that refift the Shock of my iirft Aflault, I fairly draw 
off to the next, who are fure to furrender upon more 
eafy Terms. 

Co/. So you take all by Storm, plunder the Garrifon^ 
^e their Qnarters, and march off in Triumph. 

C^/. WEat I do can*t be comprehended by conftant 
puling Lovers. 

They can^t bear thofe flrong Joys we fuck from our 
lufty Draughts of Love; like weak-fighted fiifds, they 
fly about in Twilight of Pleafure, not able to bear the 
Meridional Heat and Pleafure of it. 

One kind Glance crowns your Hopes, and raifes yotti 
to the highefl Happinefs ; but then a Frown, or lour 
Look, Colonel, throws you down again to Defpmir. So 

that 

CcL Have a care Captain, how far you launch out in 
this Strain, left you be too like our modern Widows, who 
exclaim moft againft a fecond Hufband, when they are 
juft upon the Point of having one. 

Caft, So that from my laughing tt honourable Lovers 
as you call them, you would learnedly infer 1 am one 
myfelf. 

CoL Nay Railery apart, it has been ierioofly obferv*d 
that you aro " 
Capt. What? 

Coi. Very much altered of late. 
How ! Faith I think myfelf the fame Man, I have 
the fame Appetites, the fame Deiires; that ever I had. 

Col. Ay, but you faunter about in folitary Places, 
avoid your Acquaintance, and when you can^t efcape 
them, are more uneafy than a rich Mifer with a bor- 
rowing Friend ; And here now I £nd you out of your 
Way, addrefiing yourfelf to fenfelefs Wood and Stone. 
Caff. Ay, my Friend, but this fenfelefs Wood includes 
a more beautiful Daphne than e'er the Delian God pur- 
fued ; a Girl fo bright, fo fparkling, and what recom<^ 
mends her much more to me, fo coming, [Embraces him.1 
that had (he lived in the Days of Venus^ fhe would have 
rivard that Goddcfa and oat-done her too in her own 
Attributes, 

C9L 



. CqL Have a Ca» yoa iont mifplace your Woiftip^ 
for to my particular Knowledge no fack Perfon lodges 
in tkis Ha^fe> 

€ml>t. Td vBOfwoxa jUH-ticiilar Knowledge l«cli a Ferlbn 
does lodge in this Houfe^ and in the Room that looks 
Olit at that WiedtPw too. 

. CoL Ha! Ciarlnda lodges ttiere, \n tmei bnt tkat 
ihe's inch as he defcribes 19 6d fo ■ ■ ■ yet ihe's a Womiafly 
and where Diflembling grows fo much in Ulc, Perfe^* 
km muil be a Stranger. VM for a while lay hj the im- 
plicit Lorrer far th^ morei xnquifit^ jealous Man, anii 
try ktm farther. [^Ji^-'\ Well, f may be decehred, but 
how do you know yoa are lb too f 

Copt. Why Faith, finte I know yo* to. be an honeft 
Fdlow, and a Man of Hon€Rsry I don^ care if I trttft 
vou wath the Secret, opon Coaikion yoar Affiftance 
Ihan/t be wanting upon Occafion. 

Cti. *SHfe I diall be 4irawn in to help him away wkh 
my Miflrcfs \^M^ ] If ihe be fuch as you deferibe, X 
bdieire yMi wiU have no great Occafioti for Mp. Bat 
to the Purpofe. 

Coft. Why ym maSi know, t}iat in tfiis Hoafe lires a 
damu'd politiFe iU-natnred old Fellow. 

CoL I know it too well, or by this Time his Daughter 
hadboenoutof yonrReachk [4^« 

Capt. And that there's a young Lady^ ins Daughter^ 
Niece, or fomething. 

Col, Ay, very probable. Wliat then ? 

Capt. Why, that likes my Feribn, that's all. 

CW. How do yon know this? 

Capt, Know it? I have infallible Signs of it 1 Ihe 
makes Affignations wjtk me, and keeps them ; receives 
my Addrcflfcs, Letters and Songs, nay fings them too ; 
Md if thefe ben't Signs die Hkes me^ the Devirs in*t. 

O/. Well, bat her Name— HI yet believe ClaHnda 
kmoceat, and 'ds ibme one elfe he miftak^s for her. 

[JfiJe. 

C^p0, Nay, now faith, Colonel, yon are unreafonable, 
yCMi know 'tis not fair to tell NaiAes. 

Cj/. Not tell me her Name ! tlien I (hall think yon 
trifed with JBie ail this wWle, and fcom the Friendfhif 
I off(?r, 

Gar//. 
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C«f#. rU fftCker tdl y«a all I kfN>w» but as for her 
jKaffiac, Faith and Troth f know no more hers than {he does 
ntse i her ^ilefire t« he iinkoow9 heiielf, made her the lefs 
prefling^ I fuppofej fo that we fredy oafs among oorfelves 
f»Ceiad9fi and C/ti* as you may iee oy this Son^, if youUl 
be at the Pains of reading it } \m the laft f Tent her, 
Juid tfao* inoonfiderable in itfelf, receives ffom her Voice 
incftifludyle Value. 

Co/. O* ny Soul, the wry Song I heard Clarinda fing, 
'«i« &e fail all Poubt. 

Cz/>/. What, ti. »,ftand C9bnel! Ha! What means 
all this Concern ? 

C»/. 'Tis £<»: yoa« ray Friend j that Woman yoa ad- 
mire I know to be the noft ciin«iAg» treacherous, and 
falfe Difiembler, A4y worfe, if worfe can be, in the 
World; I would advife yon tt> proceed with Caution ; 
for Hufbands, Captain^ too late repent,, when they caa*t 
quit the ill. 

Capt. Ho, if it be only my Dangers that difturb you» 
J'Jl ioM «afe yi^u of thai Tnonhk ; Marriage is not the 
CiMi^ i ter^ im devcr j^mk fp four 4 Thought to mm 
our more pleafant Converfation. 

C9L ii^«y« Mrmitrjyi whfii theft dioei aB this tend 
»i 

<^. f ha<b that'^ unreafeoaWr ugaisi why ikochiiii^ 

MChMg hfiS^ little harmlefs Mirth or fo. 

C^i. Q^myimA he d«fig«9 to debauch her. [^to. 

C^. if a { dK CMpnel rn hi» Dumps a^ain, there^a 

Ipmitwe ift't f doa'it wBderfttiuL [4^4k 

C0/. Harkee, Captain, I know you have Courage, and 

9hf3iy^ t«#k y!94 ^ a Man ef Hioopar, therefore think 

jt wwth fl»y whi^? fa rell yons tbsa W^^an yoa have heem 

f^ fr«# wii& h <exie I have r i^g Time loved, therefore 

expetfl you'll give me unqu^ionable Proofs of what yofl 

have faid, or meet me w>th your Sword, and fo leave you 

Ao prepare yo^rfelf for whicii you think moft proper. 

Capt, Hsy d«y I Hav« I he»n aU ihu while making 
a Confident of my Rival, and telling eay Secrets t© the 
finly Man I o^gbt to hide tUem from ? Now I perceive 
^kU 'ftr« wade hi«l f« XeJty, but h« ihan't part tbm. 

Looheeii 
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Lookee, Colonel, to (hew how much I value your Friend- 
ihip, ril confent to what you propofe ; and tho' Fighting 
may be of lefs Trouble, yet for your Eafe V\i undertake 
to make out what Tve faid. 

Co/. Upon that Condition Til call you Friend again ; 
but if you fhould fail, you had bed look to it. 

Copt, Here's fome Company coming this W^y, Iet*s 
retire till they pafs, then I'll tell you our whole Intrigue, 
and leave you to judge whether I have Reafon to t&nk 
as I do. [They fwitbdrifw. 

. Enter Sir William Mode. 

Sir PTilL Le Reviere. ILaric] Sir [Sir Wi/L'] Blifter 

roe if yota don't fpeak plain Eng//^ ! I (hall have the 
World think Vm fuch a Sloven as to keep an EngUJb 
Valet : do you hear, if you don't mimick 'em better I 
fhall turn you away. 

Le Re*v. Me vil take al de Care imaginable, Sir. 

Sir miL Veiy well. Is the Mufick all come ? 

Le Rev, Ves Sire, here be de Fidle, de Hautbois, dc 
Conrtel, and Bafe Vial, dey be all defpofe for to receive 
your Command. 

Sir fFsH. 'Tis very well d*hear, do you marlhal them 
in Order before this Window, and fee they be ready to 
ftrike up as foon as I give the Word. [7%« Colonel and 

Cuptmn appear* 

Copt. What the Devil's here, another Lover ? What 
think you now. Colonel ; your Miftrefs mult be more 
than Woman if (he can hold out againft fuch a formsd 
Siege. 

&L This Fop I know too well to be jealous of, and 
know her fo far from encouraging him, that her Father's 
Authority which countenances him, can fcarce procure 
him common Civilty from her. 

Copt. Hift,. the Thing opens. 

Sir fFilL Well 'tis an unipeakable Happinefs we Men 
of Parts enjoy^above the reft of Mankind : By our good 
Management we make our Accefs to every Thing we ad- 
mire, eafy and certain : How many thick-flcull'd Fel- 
lows are content to dream of their Miftre(res, while I 
take a more fecure Method, and wake her in the Morn-^ 
ing with harmonious Mufic* 

I 
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I wonder how the Ladies can fuffer thefe idle Fellows 
that take no more Pains to pleafc them ; for my own 
Part, I believe I have fomething extraordinary in me 
that makes me fo acceptable to all the Women I come 
in Company with. ^Well Mufic I 

I hope yoa will all fhew yourfelves Matters in yoar 
Performance ; come llrike u p : Ah f merciful Apollo, 
what a hideous Noife you make ; there*s a Sound fitter 
to florm a Breach with, than approach a Lady*s Slum- 
bers. Play fome foft Air, a Concert of Flutes would 
have done well. 

[JVhile the Mufic flays he ufes a great 
many oddPoftttres i feeing the Door open the Mufic ceafes, 
and he rum to meet ClarindaV Maid,"] 

Col. How, the Door open ? 

Sir fTilL Ha ! my dear Angel, How does my Goddeis 
receive my Morning Sacrifice ? 

Flo. As (he does every thing that comes from the in- 
^ comparable Sir William Mode, with particular Marks of 
Favour in private, tho' (he's oblig'd to lay great Rcftraint 
on her Carriage in public, to appear cold to him. 

Sir Will. But, methinks, (he need not be refervM, fince 
I have her Father's Confent. 

Flo, Ay, 'tis that makes her fo; for his crofs Humour, 
ihou'd fhe fhow the Affedtion fhe really has for you, wou'd 
make him run counter to what he fo eagerly purfues now 
out of mere Oppofition : For he never oppos'd Colonel 
Manly, till fhe exprefs'd fome liking for him ; and now 
fhe fears, fhou'd (he own her Love for you, 'twou'd 
prove as fatal to her Hopes ; therefore begs you, by me, 
to take all Indifference in public for particular Marks of 
Favour. 

Sir Will. Well, I'll take your Advice; and fweet Mrs, 
Flora, let me intreat you to accept of this fmall Acknow- 
ledgment for Favours I have receiv'd by your means. 

Flo. Oh f Lord, Sir, I vow I'm aftiam'd ; but I fhall 
be always ready to do you good Offices with my Lady; 
Sir, your Servant. > [^Exit. 

Six Will. Adieu, Aneel,— here Mufic, ftrike up a 
merry Ramble, and lead to my Lodgings. [Exit. 

Col. O Woman ! Woman I Now Friend, I believe 

all 
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all you fiud^ and a great deal more ;. yet wJio cou^d^- 
pe£t with io much Beauty, fuch Hgly FaI&(»od. For 
thee, or^auy Man, fhe might haveiome Plea^ but thif 
Cgn. of a Man f to fall fo low argues a very deprav'd 
Appetite : S'death, f can*t bear the Thottg}ics oa'u 

CaPt. Hiive a litde Patience, and every fmalt Difcovery 
win help you forward to yaui: loil Liberty : Befi:>r« To- 
moriow Night I'll lay foch cojxviadng f roofs befioio. 
your Eyes, a» (hall infallibly complete your Cuf e« 

CoL What's here, another ScreBad&? More; Love£a> 
yet ? ' 

Enter Toper, Singrn^, 

The Devil a hit care- Tfrr a Wifo^ 

So r Bave but JVine and » Fire % 
A Wench nuben I pieafi tryi F^lfion tt eaje. 

The Devil a Ifife I ifire. 

Caft^ Ha, ha, drunken Toper ^ reelinK home after. sc 
Niaht^s Debauch ; fure he's no Lover, twou'd be im- 
poliible for the blind God to find his. Heart for the Fmnfis^ 
of Wine; beiides, 'tis fo iodifFercnc to every Thing elie, 
there^s no taking it but with aiBottie, 

CoL H^ To^er^ thou, holdeil thy own yet, I fee. 

Top, Colonel^ gpod Morraw, I.wifti you holdycmr own, 
Boy^ for I met a thing jn the next Street may chaiice un- 
deiminej'our Fousuiatian, one who fays hexan do more 
iu one Night, than you in all the Days of the: Week. 

CdL What do yoa mean ? 

Top. Why I met Sii l^iL'imm. Mode big with Soceda 
peturning from Clariuda^ who, he fa|M^ encoaragss hi» 
AddrelTcs in private, and only favours you in public, la 
egg her Father on to Cpntummation with him;, and tiiis 
]^, puixhas'd with a Senenade. 

Col. S'deathy does he boaft of his Sttccefs, andnmfi 
my Misfortune be the Subjed. o§ theCoxcomb's Hallevy ? 
Am I publiibU to the World aft a Blind forhis^DteS^s ? 
Hell and Furies, 'tis not to be borne : I'll after him im* 
mediately, and were every Vanky abooit him a. Hercules^ 
Xd force my Way thro' them aill,. taib>pthat foulBwiadi 
of his. - IGoing. 

Capt, 
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Cd^/. HoId» hold, yon wiU but widen die Sore yon 
defign to b^al ; \viiM be no l»i:d Matter fpoa ^e Cox- 
coiaJb*s IruiJLfQj ImpertincnQe to take another Occafion 
for Quarrelling, and then pay old Scores ; or if it be 
my Lack &i& to meet the Opporuinitx, you xaey be Aire 
I'll thfow ia a hearty Th];«i(l.fer you. 

Top. Nay, Sir, yoa may fave yowfclf the Labour of 
Qaarrellin^j, iox he won't aitfwcc fixpe^tteo, I ailura 
you. 

Capt. A Coward; Nay« tkea he ihall dance a Mtaaet 
the length of the Streefi^ while 1 beat Time oi> hie 
Bacl^-fide. 

CpL Haag hm» Wa not worth our RefentmeM : 
Pr'ythee Ti^ptTy what k he, fknr I have but bai«iy feea 
him ? 

T^pir. In ^ firft Placew he's a meve CompoiMid^ of 
Powaesy Paiat, and AffedatioD, fo perfunv'd, yon may 
fmell him a Mile ; he thinks every Woman in Lo¥e 
wkh hiii^ and wiU aUow na Man to claim a fhare in 
ought above a Chamber-maid ; or (land CompetitieB 
with his Parts or Perfon. 

Caft, And yet not iight, fay you ? 
Ti^r, Fight f no, no, he hates the Sight of a drawn 
Sword, as modi as I do that of an empty Bottle. He 
will fometimes pretend to Courage, as fome Women will 
to HonoiMT and Hoaefly, the' their Indinations tend to 
neither, no more than mine to Matrimony. He has 
4Coo/. a Year, which he fpcnds in Intrigues, fine Cloaths, 
and Muiick. And he has ^way^ as many Fidkrs at his 
Heels, as a General, Oflcers at his Ltvu. 

CoL Whofc Attendance is better rewarded, I fancy, no 
douKt they tafte the Fruits of their Labours fweetly. 

Toper, Tmy Confcience, I believe they de£erve it, for 
who becomes his Favourite, muft ufe as much Flattery 
as wou'^d porchaie a Maidei^ead, tho' the Woman's do* 
j6gn was Marriage. Oh ! that Fortnoe fhbaM be fo 
liberal to fuch a Fool, whent fo osany hoaeil Fellows fit 
in a Coffee -houfe all the £veimg» for waat of Money 
to go to the Tavern. 

Col. Riches are the coiomon ChSJtce of Knaves and 
Fools, Fortune is rarely favourable to-aMftfrof Senfe ; 

'tis 
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"cis with Difficulty and Danger they purchafe a Snille 
from that fickle Miftrefs, but Fools are dill her Care. 

I ihall take more Notice of this Fellow the next time 
I fee him. 

Toper. Which- may be this Morning if you will, for 
lie juft now invited me to an Entenainment of Mufic, 
that is to be perform*d at his Chamber, by fome of the 
beft Mailers ; there will be Champagne, Boy. 

Caft, Will you go. Colonel ? 

Coi. Not I ; the Converfation of Town Ladies, who 
entertain you with the Opinions of Mty Fools of their 
Wit and Beauty, and how managed by them to their 
Ruin, wott'd be a thoufand Times more acceptable to 
me, than the medley Chat of Fops and Fidlers. 

a/. Then you won't go ? 
No, I'll expeft you at my Lodgings. {^Ext'f. 

Toper, But you will, there's Champagne, Pox o'the 
Company. 

Capt, And Mufic too, if that be good, the Company 
be hang'd. [£jf/>. 

SCENE changes to ClarindaV Lodging 
in her Father's Houfe. 

Enter Claiinda, and her Coufin Emilia, undrejsd^ €u 'wak'^d 
by the Serenade. 

Clar. Dear Emilia, you aflc fo many Queftions, pr'thec 
have fome Pity; and fpare me a little. 

Em. Dear Coufin, do you pity me, and anfwer me a 
little. 

Clar, I have anfwer'd you, thefe three Days you have 
been in Town, more Queftions than all the Aftrologers 
and Philomaths in London cou'd refolve in a Month. 

Em. And I have as many more to alk before I can be 
fatisfied : I'd fain know tie Caufe of all this Aiteration, 
why fo much Uneafinjefs, and fo much Spleen ? Never 
pleas'd bat when you are difpleas'd, nor like your 
Company ; but when you are alone. In fhort, I have 
obferv' d ■ 

Clarm 
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CAn-. Wliatkaveyo«'obferV*d, Coufifi? * 

Em, Why, that voar Father is never well, bat when 
talking «f Sir WilHam ; Bor yoQ pkas'd, bat when you 
are tkinkit^ of fomebody elfe. 

Clar. Oh, How inqoifmve are Girls ! 

Em, Oh« How referv'd are Lorers ! 

Clar. Pr'ythee, Coufin, learn to be more ferious. 

Em. Pr*ythee, Cobiin, learn to be more frw. 

Clar. Then you pofitively believe I am in Love. 

Em. Pofitively. 

Ciar. And with 

Em, Another- guefs Man &an yoor Father deligns 
for you. 

dor. And nothin g ■ 

Em» Will perfuade me to the contrary. 

Clar. Why then I am ; and fince *tis in vain to hide it 
. from you, Emilia^ Til try you with ihat Confidence I 
hitherto thought you too young for. 

Em. Alas, fhc little thinks I have as great IniTigues of 
my own as any (he can truft me with, tho' 1 have beon 
but three Days in Town. [Jjl^f. 

Clan I am as you fee, Coufin, hefieg'd Night and 
Day, by two as different as Night and Day ; one in 
the Head of innumerable Fopperies and Inlolencies at- 
tacks me with the Aflju ranee of a Conqueror, before he 
enters the Field j being fupported by the harih Authority 
of a rigid Father. The other, after a thoufand obfequi- 
ous Demo nitrations of Love at refpeftful Diftance, courts 
to be admitted mine, rather than feeks to have me his, 
* Em. Tmy Confcience, were it my Cafe, J (hou'd not 
be at a Stand which to chufe, there being fuch apparent 
DiBnerence* 

Clar. Nay, there is more yet; for one is Generous 
and Brave, the other Cowardlj? and Pitiful ; one Judici- 
ous, t'other Impertinent 5 one Ccnftant, t'other Whimfi- 
cal ; one a Man of Senfe, t'other a Blocl^head ; one 
admir'd by all, t'other ridicule by all. ^ 

Em. One, I fuppofc, is the Gentleman that gave the 
Senrenade, Siir William, of whom I have heard fo much 
fince I came to Town ; but t'other, Clarinda^ I fear js 
so where 10 he founds f^h M^n a^war but as they fay 
cbe Phoenix does, not above one in an Age, 

Vol. I, E Clar.^ 



74 ^^^ Beau's Duel : Or, 

Clar. And that ours has one in him> the judtcious 
part of Mankind bears Witnefs. 

Em. Lovers, Clarinda^ like' People in Motion, fancy 
every thing thejyr fee, mov^ as they do ; and may be 
from the Knowledge of your own Principles and Refo- 

Kitions, you form your Notion of his Now cou'd I 

almoft £nd in my Heart to difcover my own Intrigue, if 
•twere only to let her fee, there are Men that equal, if 
not exceed^ hers, but that I*m afhatn'd of its Forward- 
nefs in fo (hort a Time. [Afide,'\ But how comes it, 
Coafin, that we never fee this Man ? 

Clar. Before you come to Town, my Father forbid 
him the Houfe, with any farther Pretentions to me, upon 
Sir WiUUnC\ Account, to whom his Honour was engaged ' 
before he faw him, or elfe I believe his Follies wou^d 
have out- weighed his Eftate 5 for he, you know 

Em^ I know too^much of him, for I have feen him. 

Clar, So you have t'other too, he was one of the two 
that bow'd to us t'other Night from the Side-box, and 
of whom you have fmce been fo inquifitive, tho' I never 
let you into the Secret till now, 

km. Of one of thofe ? I know a Secret which I believe 
you are a Stranger to, and which I wou'd nt)t for the 
World difcover, till I know more on't. [Afi^e.'} If that 
be he, I like him as well as you can ; but I think a 
Gentleman of Sir fFi//iam*s Eftate fhou'd not feem fo 
contemptible. 

C/ar, O dear Coufin, don't name him, for befides the 
particular Averfion I have for him, 'twould beget in the 
World a very flender Opinion of my Senfe, fhou'd I en- 
courage fuch a Fop. 

Em. O quite contrary : Befides, Cpufin, if you hate 
him, you can never eet it in your Power to torment him, 
more than by marry me him* 

C/ar, That would he making myfelf uneafy, purely 
to trouble another : No, no« I muft have fome Contri- 
vance to expofe him, and our Neighbour Mrs. P/otivell 
ihall help me in it. 

Em. Does that Lady ftili continue her Perfecution of 
Fops ? 

Q/ar' With as much Addrefs and Succefs as ever j and 

her 
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tier pleafant Accounts of her feigned Intrigaes, makes 
her very entertaining Company ; (he hates Sir WilHam 
Mode^ and I am fure will aflilt in any thing. I never had 
a Wronger Temptation to Difobedience than now ; Love 
' and Merit plead on Muniys Side, Reafon too approves 
jny Choice ; the other*s an empty Nothing, a xtitxt 
Talker ; weUl (hew his right Side^ expoTe him, fhall 
.we not, my Dear ? 

Em. With all my Heart; I love Mifchief fo well. I 
can refufe nothing that farthers that. 

^hi' End of tU First Act. 

A C T II. S C E N E L 

S C E,N E Sir William'j Lodgings. 

Enter Sir William in a Night-Gotwn^ looking in^his Gla/s, 

Sir Wtli. ^T^HIS rifing^arly is the moft confounded 

X thing on Earth, nothing fo deftrudive to 

.. the Complexion. Bliiler me, how I ihall look in the 

Side-Box to Night, wretchedly upon my Soul. [Look* 

Jng in the Glafs all the lAjbile.^ Yet it adds foraething of 
J3L languifhing Arr, not altogether unbecoming, and by 
Candle-light may do Mifchief ; but I muft (lay at home 

. to recover fome Colour ; and that jnay be as well laid 
on too J fo 'tis refolv'd I will go. Oh ' 'tis unfpeakable 
Pleafure to be in the Sid«-box, or bow'd to from the Stage, 
and be diftinguifh'd by the Beaus of Quality; to have a 
Lord fly into one's Arms, and kifs one ? s aiTiOroufly as a 
Miftrefs : Then tell me aloud, that he din'd wiih his 
Grace, and that he and the Ladies were fo fond of me, 
they talked of nothing elfe. Then, fays I, my Lord, 

his Grace does me too much Honour—-. Then, my 

Lord, Pox on this Play, 'tis not worth feeing ; we 

han't bje^n fe^n at t'other Houfe to Night ; and the La- 
E 2 * ' dies 
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dies will be (iifappointed» not to receive a Bow from Sit 
William. He, he, he, fays I, my Lord, I'll wait upoa 
yoCir Lordfhip, Thea fays my Lord, Lead the Way, Sir 
William, Oh, pray my Lo|d, I beg your Lcrdfhip^s 

Pardon Nay, ^iv Willi am^^—VtscY my Lor d 

[Enter La Reviere.] Pray Sir Willian>--^^x2,y VKy Lord. 

\^Ai he fays thisfe*veral Timesy La Rcvicre enters hebind 
. him^ but as hedejigns to pafs hy him, is ftill prevented 
by his turningfrom one Jidtto f other ^ as he aSs himfelf 
or the Lord, 

La Re<v, Hey ! What the Devil is he conjuring and 
talking with invifible Lords \ He's in his Airs, fome 

pleafmg Imagination hurries him out of his Senfes 

But I muft to my Cue. Hem, hem. Sir, dere be one 
two Gentlemen below, come to wait upon you dis Morn. 
ing ; fal I fhow dem up ? 

Sir Will. No, my Lord, by no Means, I know better 
things. 

La Re*v, What then am I a Lord ? Egad I never 
knew my Quality before, \^^fide. 

Sir Will, Pfhaw this Blockhead has rous'd me from the 
prcttieft Entertainment in the World. \^Afide.'\ Well, 
what would you, Sir ? 

La Rev. I vov'd tell you. Sir, dere be one two Gen- 
tlemen wait upon yoji. 

Sir TFilL And let 'cm wait till I havedon^— I had^a 
thoufand fine things to fay upon that Occafion, . but this 
rude Fellow has frighten'd 'em all out of my Head. 
l^ffide.] Well, iince my better Diverfion is over (hew 
'em up. 

La Revs Yes, Sir. lExti La Reviere, 

Enter Captain Bellmein, and Toper. 

Sir Will. Gentlemen, I'm your moft humble Servant, 
Mr. Toper, 1 am extremely yours, for the Honour you 
have done me in bringing your Friend ; I lay under fe- 
vere ApprehenfionS that nothing could engage you but a 
drinking Bout. 

Tifp. Paith you were in the Right ; for if your Cham- 
paign had not more Charms than your Mufic, your 
f idlers might have play'd by themfelves for me. 

Sir 
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Sir WiH. Oh kow unpoHAM ! how barbaitms that is ! 
Capt. BelL Why do yea expcf^ any other from him ! 
He admires no Mafic like Wine rattling in the Throat 
ef a Flaik, with a Choras of Drawers at comings Sir. 

Sir WllL And that to me is the moft naafeous thing 
under the Moon, impair my Vigour. 

Tof. Impair my Vigour f ha, ha, very pretty. Faith ; 
Pr'y thee where did'ft get that Affirmative ? 

Sir lUfi, 'Tis my own, at the Purchafe of fome Days 
Study ; for to ufe another Man's Oath, is, in my Opini- 
on, as indecent as wearing his Ooaths: And to be in 
the Road of the Vulgar, is beneath a Gentleman, who, 
in my Judgment, ought to be as much diftinguifh'd by 
his^ £xpre^3As, as by his Coach and Livery. 

Capt. Bell. Ri^ht, Sir ; for (Tnce every Body that has 
Money enough, fets up an Equipage, a Gentleman 
ought to find out iome other Way of diHinguilhing 
Jiimfelf. 

Svtma. O'my Confdence, they will ape as in that 
too; foth'ey arc fo proud erf' following their betters, that 
they even tread npon their Heels ; not a formal Cit, or 
aukward Lawyer's Clerk, that won*t court the Cook* 
wench a Quarter of a Year for Oil and Flower enough 
to garnifh out his Wig fbr a Day, that he may impu- 
dcntly mimick a Bean ; if Hwere not beneath roe^ I 
Could kick fisch Animals to a Jelly. 

Top. How ! kick *em to a Jelly— ^— Why I have feen 
of that kind you talk of,, brawny Fellows that cpu'd 
kick and cuff too ftoutly. 

Sir JFilL Ay, that may be, but 'tis not a Gentleman's 
Bufinefs, that always wears a Sword, and has fome half 
Dozen of Footmen at his Heels, to kick and cuff; nor 
ftand and confider whether the Mechahick be arm'd or 
not ; 'tis enough that he is, or but thinks he is affronted^ 
•to atone for the Life of a Scoundrel. 

Capt. Bell. Now wou'd this Afs, rank Coward as he 
is, if not curb'd by the Law, kill a hundred Men, 
honefter and ftouter than hirafelf, only becaufe they don't 
wear Swords, or are not fo finical. \4fi^^t 

Top. I fhould think, S\t William^ thefe honell reople 
that wear ho Swords, very harmlefs, becaufe they carry 
no Inftruments of Mifchief abojut 'em^ 

E 3^ Sir 
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Sir Will, Inflruments ! their very Hands, their dh'ty' 
Cloaths, are Jn^umeots of Mifchief. Lookee, Sir, I'll 
make it very plain to yoo, I may lawfully kill a. Man ill 
my own Defence that comes arm'd /« Terrorem, to rob 
me of £fty Pounds. 

Capt. Bell. Right. Sir. 
. Sit mil. You allow that? 

Top. We do. 

Sir fFilJ. Then I'll prove the reft in an Inftanti I have 
a new Suit on that coft me £fty Pounds, here comes thun- 
dering by a dirty Dray-man with his Cart, that puts me 
in bodily Fear, and ruihing rudely by, daubs- all my 
Cloaths, fo that I can't wear them any more ; now here'a 
fifty Pounds loft>y this Rafcal's dirty Cloaths, if I don't 
prevent it by running him thro' the Body. 

Capt. Bell. Howl kill a Man for wearing dirty 
Cloaths, ha, ha, ha, the Law makes better ProvifiQn 
jfbr Mens Lives. 

Sir m/L The Law fliou*d make better Proviiions for 
Mens Cloaths too ; for the Infolence of the Vulgar is 
infufferabl^, and if one or two of them were made £x« 
amples, the re^b wou'd be more civil. 

One Night after Play, I waited on a Lady from th« 
Box to her Coach, comes a clumfy Cit with a paultry 
Ma(k out of the Gallery, rulh'd againft me, threw xiown 
the Lady's Page, brufti'd all the Powder out of my Wig, 
then cry'd ha, ha, ha, we ha\^e ruin'd the Beau j had I 
been a Lord, I wou'd have run him thro' the Guts ; but 
to be try'd by a Middhfix Jury is the Devil. 

Top. Ay thefe Vulgar, a^ you call them, have a 

greater Refpeft for one another than to fufFer that Man 
to efcape that kills one of them. . But I fuppofe your 
principal Concern rifes from your Lofs of the Lady's 
Favour. 

Sir Ar///. It had no fuch EfFcd on her, I affure yon. 
Sir ; wherever 1 get footing in a Lady's Efteem, I ftand 
too firm to be juftled out by a Cit : As for Inftance, I'll 
give you another Adventure of mine. Being engaged 
by Appointment to meet a Lady at fVhites^ and detain'd 
by fome extraordinary Bufinefs, the Lady chanc'd to be 
there in her Coach, as foon as I arrivedjn mine j fo that 

lighting 
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lighting out of my Coach to go to hers, a nafty FelloW. 
ronning jaft againft me, almoft beat me backward 1 and 
jtho^ he did it defignedly, yet cried. Zounds, can't yea 
fee ! Your Wig blinds you, does it I So taking one Side, 
gave it fttch a Tofs over my Shoulder, that, had not the 
Lady been pafHonately in Love with my Perfon, the 
Diforder I appear*d in might have fpoii*d my Amour. 

Enter Ser^ant^ and ^nkifpers. 

Capt. Belt. Incorrigible Coxcomb ! Pox on him, J*m 
weary of him, there's no Variety in him. Come, ihall 
we go ? 

Uop, No, pr- ythec flay a little till we fee what b«come».> 
of the Mufic. 

Capt. BelL Of the Champagne you mean, 7oper, ha, 
ha, ha. v 

Sir If ill. Ah I Gentlemen, I'm the moil unfortunate 
Man this Day alive. 
. Capt. BeJl. Why, what's the Matter? 

Sir iniL A curft Mifchance has robb*d me ' - 

^op^ Not of your Wine, I hope. 

Capt. Bell. Nor your Miftrefs ? 

Sir Will. No, but of Mr. ^uawer. 

Top. Why, is he dead ? 

Sir If///. Not quite dead, but an unlucky Accident 
has put it out of his Power to oblige us with his incom-^ 
paraole Voice. 

Capt. Bell. Is he run tjiro' the Body ? 
* Top. Or drunk before Dinner ? 

Sir Will. No, no. Gentlemen, but he has fcalded his 
Mouth by drinking his Chocolate too hot this Morning,' 
and can^t iing. 

Top. Ha, ha, ha, a fad Mifchance indeed. 

Enter Servant and 'whijpers, then goes out and brings in 

a Letter. 
Capt. BelL Pr'ythee, Toper, who is this Fellow he 
laments fo much ? Some Rafcal, that finding his Weak- 
qefs,. impofes on him. 

Top. No, 'tis an intimate Friend of his, one as whim- 

fical as himfdlf, and truly fit for no other Company ; he 

. E 4 ^ made 
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made Aift m »Moatfa'ftTinrtop«rclafe tbc Dcfj^eUoitt 
of moil of the QttaliQr in Town, in fpite of ^mc £x^ 
oellcnce he has in Muic j and oomr is bcet>me£^ £atcr* 
tainment for {ach Fopt as t3iis» who^ aftpv the fbddeft 
Engagement, will be pat off withtrifling £xcufes» {'^i^dn 
. Sir Mf^J//, You fee, Gendemen, howl fpend my lile, 
I divide the mateft Pktt of it betMneea Lore and Mafic t 
And, to make amends for the Difappointment of one. 
Fate has fent me fome new Difcovery in t'other.. A" 
new Amour enfeeble me; for, upon my S^ol, Gcstle- 
men, I never faw.the Hand before; and to oodyxbcv 
you of its novelty, I'll open it fairly before you. [i& 
cpeMSf mid Toper iodts 9<vir his SJboMer.J RfMds» Sir 

William, I beg the Favour you'd meet me A y, 

39 J faid, Geimemen— -^Pr'ythee 7op€r read oot. 

[While he reads. Sir William cafers ahoisti 

T^. A fiilbt'doax do you call it? *Tis the moft maf* 
Cttline one J ever faw, and invites to foogber Fatertaa^^ 
ment than you in»gmt;: ^39 a ^ry pretty SfllecUbux 
trttly : * &iMl^ I noad it QUk, Sir Jil7^ji;» ) 

Sir Will, Ay, pr'yther, dear 7$per: 

Top. Sir William, I beg tbe Favoor yoa*d meet^ *ie 
behind Montague Honfe, at Six To-morvow Morning, 
with vour Sword in your Hand, in order to anfvtvr what 
ihall be alledg'd t^adbifl you, by yours, as you ufb me, 

Capt. BelL A Billet-doux, do you call it f Wby %s a 
Challenge. 

Sir Will, Ha ! [Takiftg tkg Lettm*, smd locking sh^on rV.] 
*Tis fo, impair my Vigour ; now faiifter me, if I did 
uotthinic it as plain a Billet-doux as ever I read in all 
my Life. Where did the Porter fay he brougkt thi» 
Letter from > 

Serv. From WilPs Coffee- houfe. Sir, 

Sir Will, The DevU be 6vdi \ ^hy, what have thefe 
Men of the Sword encroachM upon our Privilege there 
too ? What Bufine& can they have amongft' us Beaux and 
Poets— What fhall I do?' For in (hort, I won't ftght 
a Man I don't know and, Gentlemen, I vow I 

don't remember I ever faw thii Mr. Roughly in my Life. 

Top. Oh! he^sadamnd fighting Fellow, your o»]y 
way is to fend Kim wordyou'll meet him on Calais 

Sands : 
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Sands : Duelling, is unfafe in England for Men of Elites,. 
he'H hardly be at the Trouble of goipg over % fo that ir 
he will fight yeOy he muft draw upon you whene'er he 
meets you; if fo, you'll have both the Mob and the Law 
on your Side ; and if you kill him^ you need not care a 
Soufe: 

SifWii!. Say you fo. Sir, 1*11 take your Advice, and 
tnfwer it immediately. 

Capf. Bell, I think Mr. Tofer has given you Counfel 
as nicely » as if you had given five Guineas fos a Fee. 

Sir Wiil, Tm infinitely oblig'd to him. 

Capt. BelL Sir IVilliem, 1 kifs your Hand. 
' ^op. Good-by, Knight. 

Sir Will. Gentlemen, your mod obfcquipus Servant. 

[Exeunt federally ^ 

SCENE II. CarcfuIV f«?tf^ Ogle /^^4- 
ing up at iK 

Enter im the ether Side Bellmeift emd Toper. 

BelL Who the Devil is that Fellow now ? I think irt 
my Confcience this Place is become the Parade of 
Lovers. 

7op. What, don't you know him I Why 'lis Ogtt the 
Fortune-hunter. 

BelL A Fortune-hunter f 1 fiiouM fooner have takers 
him for a SJxecp-ftealer. 

Top, He was an Attorney's Clerk, but his Father dy- 
ing, left him a fraall Eftate ; he bought out his Time, 
and fet up for a Fortune: There's fcarce a Match-maker 
in the whole Tmvn, but has had a Fleece at his Purfe.; 
nor fcarce a great Fortune in Town, but he'll tell you haa 
receiv'd his Addrefles. In fliort, he's a Medley of Fop ^ 
Fool, and Cpward, Pr'ythee let's fpeak to him, he ipay 
divert us a little. ■ 

BelL With all my Heart. 

Top. Mr. Ogle, your Servan t ■ ' 

. Ogle. Ha ! Mr. Toper, I kifs your Hand S?tv 

I'm yours. [To Bellmein^ 

Tef. Wiiat makes you fauntering here I In my Con- 
E 5 - Science 
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fcience I believe you are in Love with the great Fortuoe 
of this Houfe. 

OgU, Why, really Mr. Tofer^ to be ingenuous with you 
. I am, and not without foxne very good Grounds neither, 
I afTure you. 

B,elL How ! this Coxcomb encouragM too. \^AJi(k» 

Top, I was in hopes to have wifti'd you Joy e'er now ; 
I think the lafl time I faw you» you told me you was Co 
be married to my Lady Rich,, 

Ogle, 1 did fo ; but fure I am the moft unlucky Fel- 
low living, the poor Lady died e'er (he could have an 
Opportunity of declaring her Mind to me ; and truly I 
believe 1 may, without Vanity fay, (he died for Love. 

Top, What, did you never i'peak to her ? 

Og/p. Never. 

Sell, How ! never fpeak to her, fay you ? Why how 
the Devil did you make Love then ? 

OgU, By a third Perfon, Sir. 

Bell. I beg Pardon^ Sir— Great Perfonsj I remember, 
do court by Proxy. 

Ogle, I had feveral Letters from her ; Mrs.. Couple was 
intimately acquainted with her : You know Mrs. Couple, 
Mn Ti^er f 

Top, Oh very well. Match-making is her Buiinefs. 

OzU, V\\ ihew you what (he us'd to write to me, 

[PuUing out a Letter. '^ Here. no, hold, this is from 

a Baronet*s Lady, with whom I had an Intrigue : This 

is it no ■ this is from a Mei chant's Wife, a City 

Animal, that pretends to a nicer Tafte than thofe of her 
Xevel, and wou'd fain have a thild with the Air of a 
Gentleman ; but I bcgg'd her Pardon, I left her to the 
Brutes of her own Corporation, for I will have nothing 
to do with the Body Politic. 

Top, Ha, ha, ha. 
• BelL Ridiculous Monfter I 

Ogle, For if you obferve, Sir, a Tradefman .is the 
xnoft litigious CuckolJ living, he ne'er confiders the 
Honour a Gentleman does him, but valueb himfelf upon 
his Charter, and moves for Cofts and Damages, when 
ike ought rather to be thankful for the Favour. 

Bell, You are very fevere upon the City, Sir, but 
where arc the Letters you was about to (hew us ? 

Ogle. 
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Ogie. Ha ! upon my Life, Gentlemen, I pot ^em 1 
my Scrutore this Morning. Boc, as I was laying, M 
Couple had a hundred Guineas of me, for the Mana; 
ment of that Buiinefs ; and if the Lady had not di 
I'm certain ihe had been my Wife. Well, I fliall n< 
forget what languifliing Looks (he'd caft at me 
Church I then put up her Fan to her Face and iigh, 
much as to fay, yon are the only Man can make 
happy. 

BeU. Ha, ha, ha, extraordinary Symptoms, fait 
*twas very unlucky that you con'd not come to the 5pe< 
of her. 

Ogle. ^Twas my ill Fortune, but I am fo us^d to I 
appointments, that I bear them the ea£er ; what I hs 
met with, wou'd have broke the Heart of fome Mc 
the Lady Wealthy was perfeAly forc'd from me by ] 
Uncle; elfe I'm convinced ihe had now call'd , 
Hu/band. 

T9p. Why, what Hopes had yOu of her \ 

Ogle, Hopes ? why the greateA in the World } 
prais'd me to eveiy Body (he thought knew me ; 
(aid I had the handlomeft Foot and Leg (he ever i\ 
the beft manner of Dreffing, and the gebteeleft Carri ; 
S he faid, (he could hardly believe me an Bng \ 
frtan, without doing Violence to her Reafon. 

Bell, I fhou'd be glad ^ that every Engiyb-hcm BI» i 
head wou'd difclaim his Country. [^AJtde,'] Truly, : 
I'm partly of the Lady's Opinion. 

Ogle. Sir, your very humble Servan t 

Bell, But, Sir, was you not faying, you had : 
E. eafon to walk before this Hpufe ? 

Ogle, I was fo. Sir. 

Bell, Do you know Mr. Carefuts Daughter, Sir 

Ogle, Oh, ytry well, Sir ; tho' I believe, not fc / 
as ihe dfefires, and J hope to do, in a little time. 

Bell, Say you fo. Sir ? 

^op. Then you are very well acquainted. Sir. 

Ogle. Ves, very well acquainted, Sir. 

BelL Pray, Sir, can you introduce me ?' 

Ogle. Faith, Sir, hot very well j for I neret fp i 
the Lady in my Life. 

£ 6 . \ 



/ 



$4 5^^ Beauts Duil : O, 

BflL How ! iterer fpoke to her: Why, I underftbcxf 
;fou> tfaatyoa was well ao^ainted, Sir, Ha, Ka. 

Oj'^. Why, fb I am. Sir WKy is it notpofliWe \» 

.be acquainted withoiu fpeakifig, Gentlcinen ? Why ft 
Friend of mine lay all Night with a Lady, and ne^er 
fiw her Face^ nor knows not who fhe is to this Mo- 
ment ; now f think feeing is of greater Confeqaence 
than rpeaking. But you fhall hear how far Tm ac- 
quainted with this Lady ; I lodge at her Milliner^s, yoit 
•nkofif know, and I have ieveral Times pa(s*d throagh the 
«Sliop when (he has been in't, a|id as focm as my Back 
has bcon tui-n'd, ihe has always taken an Occafion to 
commend me, and fay' fomething extraordinary in my 
Praife, which my Landlady never fail'd to tell me, but 
vrith fuch an Air, as if (he was defired to tell me. Then 
if ihc fees me walking her e a s I generally do every 
Morning, fhe flrait repairs to the Window— —Thus 

do you lee dand you there Now fuppofe -me the 

Lady ^yoo look up at my Window, and walk thus, 

do you fee?— —Then I run to the Window tha i> ■ 
clap my Arms a-crofs thus-r-— and hang^ny Head thus-» 
turn my Eyes languiihing thu s a s who (houM fay, 

if it were the Culom for Women to make the firft Ad- 
dre^TeSy I woa^d now beckon you up. 

Bell. And is this all the Hopes you have ? 
. Ogle. Why, is this nothings Gentlemen ? 

^op. Nothing at all} and Six to Foar the Lady never 
thinKs on yoa. 

'Ogle Not think on m»— -Egad if fhe don't marry 
me, fhe's the arranteft Jilt in Chriftendom. 

Bell, How, Jilt! 

Ogle. Jilt! Ay Jilt: Why what the Devil n^d ihe 
have made any Enquiry after me, praisM, or look'd at 
.xne ; if (he wou'd not have me> why did fte give me 
Encouragement. 

7op. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bell. Muft a Woman be oblsgM to marry xvery Man 
fhe looks at ? 

Ogle, I am not every Man, Gentlemen^— *— Egad I'm 
refofvM ril write to her ; Til know what (he means by 
her infinuating Carriage, Til to the Roff and write my 
Letter, if you'll go with me. Gentlemen, you ihall fee 
what Anfwer flie'U fcnd,mc. 9>?. 
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Top. Egad I'm rcfolv'd to have good Diveffion with 
tkis Fellow ; pr'ythee, Caotain, will you go with us ? 

BeiL I xBuft pay a Vifit to an old Miibefs of mine 
that lodges hard by, but Y\\ come to vou. 
- C^le. To be jilted! Egad 1 can't bear the Thoughts 
on*t ; come. Gentlemen. 

The SCENE changes to Mrs. Plotweir> 
Lodgings. 

Mrs. Plotwell folu. 

Mrs. Plot. I grow weary of perfecating thefe Block- 
heads ; the very Idea of a Gallant is naafebus to me r 
Oh ! That all Women would but treat the Fools as they 
deferve, would they take my Advice, no Fop, whofe: 
Impertinence tended to the Prejudice of Virtue, lhoa*d 
'&ape^nexpos'd. 

Their different Turns of Vice Idjbonv, 
Thai this cenfoHous Town might know 
The greaiefi Monfier in the Worl£s a Bean. 

Enter Bellfneinv 

- BelL The Vaftity of Fops you fay you'd (hew>^ 
That all Intriguing Belles might know, 
There*8 Danger in a noify Beaa. 

Mrs, Plet^ HaF Who's this that Eccho's my Sound 
fo jnftly, yet fo much inv-erts the Senfe ? 

BeiL One that omits no Pains to invert as many o£ 
fQVLT Sex as he caii« A trve try'd old Friend to Love. 

{Emhracing her.. 

Mn^'P/ot. Ha! Czaptam Bel/mein. 

Bell. My charming Plotwell, as blooming, young, arid, 
feir as ever, as beautiful as Martyrs Vifions, and full of 
Pleafure and Delight as Dreams of longing Boys. 

Mrs. Plot. Oh Lord I Give me Breath ■ let me 
have a little Air, or I (hall die — fo— well, where have 
you been all this while ? And how have you fpent your 
Tsne ? Lord I think I have a thousand Queiliens ta alk 
in one Breath, 

BelL 
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Bell. And I have as many to afk you, but can^C (pare 
Time now ; feme more preffing private Bafinefs wou'd* 
take me wholiy up, fitter for the next Room ■ Shall 
v/e retire ?. [Puliing her, 

Mrs. P/ofw. No, ftand off; if we retire, it moft be 
upon Cpnditions agreed to before hand. 

Bel/, With all my Heart, Child ; I was never better 
conditioned f^r a Lady's Service in all my Life, lookee 

here ^here are Conditions, TShenvs a Purje ofGold'^ 

Obferve the Conditions, and let's be happy j the' I 
never thought you mercenary till now. 

Ms. P/c/Tu. Tm nbt fo much difpleas'd with your 
miftaking me, as I (hould be with any one elfe ; for be- 
fides ibme Allowance for your Humour, your Abfence 
from J own fo long, may excufe- you from the Know- 
ledge of my prefent Principles and Defigns ; and as 
great a Libertine as you piofefs yourfelf, I know the 
awful Luftre of Virtue has always met with due Refpeft 
from you, and that Refpedl is the only Condition 1 re- 
quire you to obferve. 

BelL Ha, hy. Why what the Devil is here, my old 
Miftrefs fetting up for Virtue ? For Heaven's fake, what 
do you mean. Madam ? 

Mrs PlotiAj. As 1 fay, Sir, that I am no more what 
you once knew me ; fince your Abode in Ireland, my 
Uncle, who kept m« from my Eftate, is dead, thank 
Heaven, and I am now Miftrefs of a I^ortune fufficient 
for my Ufe ; and, had I poiFefs^d it fooner, I never had 
been what I was : But now, I fcorn Mankind on Terms 
like thoie ; all innocent Diverfions 1 freely take.; I keep 
the bert Company, pay and receive Vifits. from the 
higliell Quality, People who are better bred than lo 
examine into paft Conduft. 

Bell. Hey I 1 find then that Reputation is never loft 
but in an en^pty Pocket ; well then thou'rt grown vir- 
tuous, and I muf> never hope for the BlefTmg again. 

Mrs. Plot-w. Never j but talk as free as you will, do 
but obferve the Rules of Modeftyj I like your Com- 
pany and Converlation as well as ever, I'm not fo ri- 
gidly virtuous to appear a Saint, I can launch cut and 
Uugh witlryoa fometim^s^ nay^ perhaps contribute to 

your 
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joar Mirth. 1*11 give you a (hort Account how I have 
pafs'd my Time, in expo£ng to pablic View all the 
Follies of your Sex ; that Part of them, I mean^ whofe 
Vanity brought them under my Laih, fuch whofe tiffany 
Natures are fo eallly imposed upon, to have the com- 
moneft Drabs in Town topt upon them for Women of 
Quality. 

Be//, This Town does abound with fuch as yod fpeak 
of. 

Mrs, P/ot. Oh ! did you but fee with what Variety 
'tis furnilh'd, and how univerfally all Men are infedled 
with an Itch after Quality, you*d be convinced there's 
not one, from the Gentlemani of the Bed- Chamber, 
down to the Groom in the Stable, but thinks himfelf 
fufiiciently qualified to deferve the Favour of any Lady 
in St. James %, J pafs^d upon one for a Countefs, upon 
another for a Dutchefs, another a Baronet^s Lady, and 
fo forth — ha, ha, the poor Fools were loft in a Cloud 
of Ignorance, raised by the Hurry of their own Ex- 
pe£tations. 

Be//, Why, truly it would furprize a Man that never 
conversed with ought above a Pit-Maik, to be invited to 
a Lady's Bed, ha, ha, Jia. 

Mrs. P/ot. Such aiikward Addrefs, and the Means 
every Man finds io recommend himfelf by, one for Se« 
crecy, t'other Wit, a third his Perfon, fo every Fool finds 
fomething to think valuable in himfelf. 

Be//. There's your weakly finicking, dancing, {in^ing» 
witty Fop, who values himfelf upon writing Billet-ooux. 
Mrs, P/oinu, And thinks his Company lo very agree- 
able, that he perfecutes People to Death, before the^ can 
'get rid of his troublefome Impertinence. 

Be//, His chiefeft Talent ccnfiih, in the Repartee of 
an Intrigue, But then there's your old hardened Sinner. 
Mrs. P/ot. Ay, he cries up Secrecy and Security, his 
Years, Wrinkles, and diftorted Body, are fufficient De- 
fence ^gainft a flanderous Tongue ; he vajues himfelf 
'more for what he has been, than for what he is, recom- 
mending himfelf ppon his Knowledge aud Experience. 

Be//, And his great Judgment in the happy Manage- 
ment of an Intrigue. But the Man of Senfle* 

Mr?, 
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Mrs. Fht, Him p1\ Women osght to (hui^ tBat feaar 
coroing under his Power ; ke ^proachcs fecureiy. 

Bill, Addreiles cunningly. 

Mrs. Fht. infinaates himfeJf flily into a^ Lady'*s> 
•Favour. 

Bell. Then fcizcs his Prey at once* [^En^acing her*. 

Mr^. Flat, Oh Lord, hold ofF. 

Enter PlotwclPj Maiiy and njoh'ifpen her. 

Bill. Pox take her for coming Co unluckily, this Dc^ 
nial of her's gives me as much Defire as a new Face that 
fhe (hou'd grow fo unreafonably Virtuous. [AJicle.'\ 
Well, Madam, you have Bafin«fs I fee. I'll talce tny 
Leave, fome other Time Pll hear it out 

Mrs. Plot. My Bufmefs, at prefent, is for the good 
of your Friend Manly, and I don*t know but we may- 
have Occafion for your Head to help us out. 

BelL My Head, together with the reft of mv Body, is 
at your Service, Madam, whenever you pleafe to com- 
mand yoor humble Servant, [ffAv/.. 

Mrs. Plot, Clminda deiires to fpeak with me at her 
Father's Houfe, fay you ? 

Maid. Yes, Madam, inftantly. 

Mrs. Plot, I'll wait on her. 

SCENE changes to a 7avenr^ 

Toper and Ogle fealing a Letter. 

Ogh, Here, Porter, carry this Letter as ^s dire^ed^ 
and bring me an Anfwer. 

Porter. Yes, Sir.- [Sir William Mode tvithin.'^ 

Sir. JVill. Here, Drawear, fhew a Room, -and fend 
your Matter to me. 

7ep. Ha, that's ilf(?<//8 Voice, a good Hint, I'll hava 
rare Sport with thefe two Puppies [^fi^i* 

Ogle. I think I heard Sir William Mfde'sVoice, Pry 'thee 
T^er defire him to walk in. 

Tap. Not for the World f 

Ogle, No^ Why prayi 
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T^ I kaow not, b«t (bme Body has told htfn tfist 700 
are his Rival, and he fwtars'he*!! cut your Tkroat 
whcrc-ever he ^^ts you. 
; Ogk^ How; 1 his Rival ? Where, pray you ? 

Top, In Clarinda^ I fuppofe. 

O^/^. But is it pofllblte Sir WiUi4m liode ftou'd be my 
Riv^, aad never tell me on*t ? But he's foch an egregious 
Coxconb^ that he gives me no Pain. 
■ 7*^. He caird you Fop, Blockhead, Baboo n and 
faid he*d make Mince-meat of yo«. 
: Ogle. Oh,imjpoifible, Sir, becou'dnotneanme. 

Top. Do you think I lye, Sir? 

P^Zf. Oh, by no means. Sir. 

Tcp, Had^ny Man faid fo much of me, I wou*d have 
made the Sun fhone through him; and I think you 
ought to fend him a Challenge. 

Ogk. What, challenge my Fnend ! By no means^ 
Sir ». Why, Sir, he^smy Friend. 

Top. So fliuck the worfe % 'ya« ought to refent m 
AffiMMt'fxtNn hkn tile 'mora %9 that. 

Ogle, Oh, Sir, you don't know us, we never mmd 
what we fay of one another : I dare fwear he nevef 
SBsanX it an Aflhuu. ^ ' 

" Top. You Lye, Sir, \^ did mean it an 'Affront. 

Ogle. Sir, I heartily beg you» Pardon ; I believe he 
did, becaufe you fay it^ Sir, elfe I /hoold tfot believe it. 

Tip. Sir, I fay you muft fight him, and TU carry 
the Challenge. 

€>gk. ThatVa fere Way that I challenge him, but 
how to come off as fure, hang me if I know : Look 
yon, Mr. To/per^ I have not 3ie ready Ufe of both 
my Legs, for. Dancing at a private Ball t'other Night, 
I cut fomething higher thin uftally, and pitch'd upon 
a Cheny-ftonc, whiQh torn'd my Foot lb violently,, 
that I vow I have been kme ever fince, fo that pofitively^ 
I can't- fight. 

Top,, Zounds, I believe you dare not fight him. 

Ogle, Pardon me. Sir, I dare fight any Man, that will 
but give me Time to prepare myfclf for a Duel ; for 
I think there fhoaki be a Diet us'd for fighting, as well 
as Runnbg. 

Top^ 
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fep. Ha« ha, ha, well, I find .what yott hint at ; Fll 
«Agdge to bring you oiF fafe. 

Ogle, As how pray ? 

Top. Why as thus ; do you challenge him, and, whe% 
you meet, draw your Sword, 

Ogle. But fuppofe he draws again. 

Top. Then I'll ilep in and pare yoo» to jrou are good' 
Friends s for 1 don't defign you ihall fi|4it in Earneft. 

[Jfide. 

O^Ie. A very good Projedk. 
' fop. Come^ come, write three Words to him upoa 
this Paper. 

Ogle. Bat you'll be fure to part u». 

Top. Ay, certainly. [Ogle «wWiVj.] Now I wifh Bell- 
mein was here to (ha^e the £)iverrion. 

Ogle. There, Sir, there's enough. 

Top, Let me fee ' Sir, yon muft reficn all Preten- 
fions to Clarinda, or fight <ne immediateTv, I wait in 
the next Room for your Anfwer. Ogle, 

So, very well ; do you ftay here, Til be back in 
a Minute. 

SCENE changes to another Room in 
the fame Houfe. 

Sir William and the Tanjem-Mam. 

Sir Will. This Hermetage is not brifk. 

han. Upon my Word, Sir WiJliam, there's no better 
in London, 

Sir Will. It is not fo good as the laft yon fent me. 

Lan, It is the very fame. Sir. 

Sir Will. Well, fend me in four Dozen. 

Lafi. And how much Champagne, .Sir William ? 

Sir Will. Four 'Dozen oi that too, i^d four of Bur- 
gundy. 

Lan, You ihall have it. Sir* \Exit. 



Enter Toper. 
Top. Sir Will, I'm your humble Servant. 



Sir Will. 
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Sir WilL Mr. 7»//r, your Servant : Pray how did yoo 
know I was here ? I am not ufually found in a Tavern. 

Top, I heard your Voice, Sir William ; juft as you 
cnterM, I was engaged in a Quarrel of yours. 

%\sWilL Of mine? 

Top. Ay : Sir IViUiam^ 'tis a damn'd foolifli Buiinefs ; 
I wou^d have made it up, but I found it impoffible ; 
fo that being your Friend, 1 undertook to dehver you* 
this. [Gives bim the Letter. 

Sir miL How's this ! A Challenge from Ogle f Ccr- 
tainly the Fellow's drunk, or he'd never do this. 

Top. No, that he is not TU promife you, he's fober 
enough, but in 2^ damned Paffion ; he fays you're a Fop, 
Fool,^ nay Coward ; if I might advife you, you (hou'd 
fight him inftantly ; 'Zdeath, were I in yoar Place, Sir 
WilUamy fuch a Dog (hou'd not dare to look, nay, 
think of a Woman I defign'd to marry. 

Sir WilL I hate fighting, but dare not tell this 
bluflering Fellow fo, [Afide.'\ Nay, I know he's a 
Blockhead, and a Coward too, but what Courage Love 
may have infus'd into him, I know not— Why what the 
Devil he faid not a Word of his Pafiion to me Yeflerday, 
h^din'dwith me. 

. Top, He did not know it then, but now he fwears 
he'll fpoil your handfome Face. 

Sir IVilL Oh Lord ! I had rather be run through the 
Body, enfe.eble me ; O! my Soul T wonder what makes 
Men fo flout f 

Top. ril tell you Sir William^ Courage is nothing, 
nothing at all ; now if you look big, talk loud, and be 
very angry, you'll frighten aMan that can't do fo as well 
as you, fo you are reckoned a ftout Man ; and he that 
can do it better, is a ftouter Man than you, that's all. 

Sir Will is that all ? Whv then Tm refolv'd to be 
ftout, enfeeble me : But fuppofe he (hould draw ? 
Top. Why then I'll ftep in and part you. 

- Sir WilL A very good Piece of Contrivance, impair 
my Vigour. 

Top, Be fure you get the firft Word, ior there's Ad- 
vantage in having the firft Word. 

Zuter 
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Entgr Drawer. 

Drawer. Did you call. Geotlemen ? 

^^A Ay : Is JVlr. Og/f bdow ? 

Drcrwer. Yes, Sir. 

y-?/. HoW, ril fetch him myfelf. ' tEx. 

%\xWilL Now am I coofoundcdly afraid, left tliU Fel- 
low fbould let as %lu ia ear neft. 
^^^'^^ ^^P^^ ^^Ogle, /^ ijobom he Speaks at enterittg. 

Top, Be ftire yo» fpeak aagrily, as if you wou*d not 
hear what i fay. - 

Ogle. Be fare you part us theii^~-Sir, I fay I will 
hear of no ReconciUatioo., except he refi^n Clarinda. 

_. . [Toper runs to Sir WilUam. 

Top. He's io a damn'd Paflioii^ your Hand te your 

Svvof a quickly. Sir Wiiliofn, ftAt norfiing, I'll ftand by yoo. 

[As/oon as they fee ouM Mother^ they nm aniiimhrmci.\ 

^irm/L Air. Oglei 

0|r/^. %\i WilUam! 

Sir ^//. liear Mr. 0^/r, Pm glad to (ee yoa. 

vy. Zounds haT« I takea aU this Pains for thi^— 
Harkce, Sht WiHiam, Daam yoB, draw upQii him, or I'll 
draw upon you; do you hear, no Reply, but draw, do 
you hear. r-/ > 

Sir Will, Oh Heaven I I mdl draw in ihy own I>«- 
^%} ,*^ ^'® ^*"^ ^^'ic*'* Icfs Dangtr in Ogh, than in 
«J» ,^eUow [£)r4Ki«.) I tWnk, Mr. Ofif, you fent me a 
Challenge j aft now by Mr. Toper, and haTing paid the 
Ceremony due to FViends and Acquaintance, you muft 
draw. Sir, and return my Compliment. Ill be fare to 
Jiave fomebody to part us tho\ C^*^- 

• \^Runs and knocks at the Door 'with his Tooi, 

7<?^. Harkee, OgU, you have ruin'd yourfelf by letting 
friro get the Advantage ; draw, draw Sir. 

Ogle., Draw, Sir ; why, Sir, my Paihon was over upon 
my Faith. Ho, here's Polks enow, I'm rcfolv'd to 
draw now. ^ IDra^s. 

M frier /wtf Draivers, en» runs to Sir William, toother ta 

Ogle, and holds V«. 
• Sir WilL Ah, fland off, I had rather be run thro' the 
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Guts than you ihoald touch xnt with your dirty Apron, 
'twill daub all my Cloaths j oiF Scoundrel. 

[Toper hoIJs Ogle. 

Ogle. Let him come, let him come, one Thruft wili 
decide our Difpute. 

Sir l^iii. Pray give tts Way, 'twill foon be ended. 

Mnter Bellmeln. 

BelL Heyday, what's here, .Swords drawn? Nay, 
then I'll make one in the Number, [Dra^sA Why, 
what the Devil do yoa hold the Gentlemen for ? Let 
'em go, and give one another Satisfadlion. Z'death, 
m fight that Man t^at ihall bat offer to hold 'em. 
\Tahs off the Dranvers and Toper.] *Why don't you fight 
now. Gentlemen? 

Sir IVilL A Pox take him for his bratifh Civility, 
[When they are at Liberty they fiand and look at one another j\ 
Harkee, Mr. Ogle, do you Come along with me, and 
well contrive fpme way to make thefe Fellows believe 
we dare £ghc. [Be goes to Ogle, and ffeaks in a icw 
Voice.'] 

Ogle. Agreed. n 

Sir IVill. Come, Mr. Ogle, you fhall go along with 
me,* we'll find a more convenient Place to decide this 
Bufinefs in, where Friends Ihall not interrupt ; you fhall 
hear of a Duel, Gentlemen, tho' it is not proper to fee 
it. Your humble Servant. ^ [Exit. 

Ogle. With all my Heart, I dare .fight you any 
wher e ' ■ ' 

T9j^ That's a Lye ; pr^ythee order thy Footman to 
watch 'em, I fancy they'll have fome comical Stratagem 
to deceive us. Ha, ha, ha» 

Bell. With all my Heart ; d'ye hear, be fure you take 
Notice whfere they go, and bring me Word. Pr'ythee, 
h«w did'f! work 'em up to this ? [Exit Servant. 

Tof, With a World of Pains and Difficulty, I afi'ure 
you ; but there is no fear of their doing one another any 
Harm in a fighting Way, Is not that Colonel Manly 
yoBder? 

Bell. 
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Beli. Tist and I have fome Bofioefs with him : Will 
you walk ? 

*rop. My Bufmefs, at prefent lies another way; elfe 
IM be glad to drink a Bottle with him. 

For thti* nve roar and raie^ and Broils comnence^ 
Yit gi've me for a Friend^ a Man ofSenfe. 

ne End '$/ the Second Act. 

ACT m. S C E N E I. 
SCENE Careful's Houfe. 

Careful /olus, nuith Ogle'/ Letter. 

Caref. X T E R Y fine, I fee my Daughter is refoIvM to 
V have Strings enow to her Bow ; Death, to 
give Encouragement to a Dog that has neither Wit nor 
Money to recommend him ; good Mr.. Oghy if I catch 
you ogling there, Fll hamflring you, I can tell you that 
for your Comfort ; I'm glad I got the Letter before her ; 
my Spark's very familiar, methinks ; [Reads,'] Madam, 
Tm informed you entertain 5/r William Mode; ^/Jo, J 
dejire to hno^w the Reafon ijuhy you encourage me, I am not 

.to be fooVd (who the Devil is this Coxcomb) if you 

clear not this Imputation ^ 1 Jhall believe you defign to jilt me,^ 
Very complaifant, truly a nfnver per Bearer, as 

you njalueyour Admirer,, Ogle. Yes, I have anfwer'd per 
Bearer with a broken Pate, and I wifh yours had been in 
his Place. Lord, Lord, who would be plagu'd with 
Children ? I'm refolv'd fhe ihall marry Sir miliam To- 
morrow ; why, fhe'll have as many Fellows aC her He^ls, 
as her Colonel has Soldiers waiting for their Pay, why, 
what a Medley of Suitors has (he ? Fighters, Fools, and 
Fops-. Well, fmce you are fo fickle, Miftrefs, I'll ^x. 
70U prefently, or marry myfelf. Mr. Toper was wiftiing 
me to a Coufin of his, who will be in Town To-day ; 

adod, 
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adod, if tlii» perverCe Bagvage make one Scrapie of 
obeying my Will, Til have her, and try if a Mother-in- 
Law won^t hamper her ; but TU in« and fend for Sir 
IF////i»n immediately. * • [Exit, 

The S t E N E changes So another Room in 
the fame Houfe^ Clarinda and Emilia drejjing " 
in Bofs Cloatbsj Mrs. PlotwcU wish Sbem. 

Clar. Here, here, on with yoor Manhood quickly. 
EmiL I fear, Clarinda^ this Mafquerade will not bo 
reputable for Women of nice Honour. 

Plot. Oh, don't fear that, iince you only wear it to 
do yourfelves Jufticc; for Jnftice can never be dif- 
honourable. 

Clar. Yott are not infenfible, Coufin, how refolutely 
my cruel Father perfecutes me with this Fop; therefore, 
iince poor Clarinda is in all this Danger, I, my own 
Knight Errant, and thou my trufly *Squire, will march 
En ca^valier^ and deliver the diftrefs'd Damfel, by beatine' 
the Giant into a Pigmy ; then be our own Heralds, and^ 
proclaim our Viftcry to my Father, and hollow the 
Coward fo loud in his Ears, that we will ihame him out 
of all Thoughts of this Fool. 

Plot, If that don't do, my Plot ftiall ; Toper has broke 
it to him, as I told you. 

. Clar. I readily fubmit to any Propofal of yours, and 
wiH rely on your Contrivance. 

Plot, You may command me/— ——but be quick 
and drefs ; who told you of tliis Duel ? 

Clar, Sir William's Valet makes love to my Woman, 
thro^ him we diicover*d the Time and Place, but I know 
not the Grounds of this Quarrel. 

Pht, That, I fuppofe, is your Ladyfhip ; for Mr, 
Ogle publickly declares you are in Love with him. 
Clar, Ogle t who is he ? 

Plot, A foolifh Fellow about Town, he lodges at 
Mrs. Commodes^ your Milliner. 

Clar, Oh Heavens f I believe I have feen him pafs 
jthro' the^Siop, but never bad Curiofity enough to aflc 

his 
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his Name. In Love with kirn ! I ihoiild as focm be tn 
Love with a Weaiel« Ha, ha, ha, why, is he Sir if^ 
iiams Aotagottift ? I faocjr we fhall have rare Sport. 

Plot. 'I'hcy are as Hke two Peas in every Thing bat 
Eftate, and in that Sir William out-does him, 

Clar. He is the very Qpinteifence of foppeiy; bis 
Name and Nature fuits exadly, for he^s a nice Ohferver 
of the Modes ; his Valet is forced to cotmterfeit TLFrencb- 
mim^ or he would turn him away. 

EmiL Ha, ha, ha, Ridiculous enough ; well, thus 
dreft, now what are we 19 do}' . 

CUr. Why, when we are fated with their fordid Fop- 
pery, well kick 'em into better Manners. 

Emilx How^ kick, ClarimiaF if theyih^uld retdro our 
Compliment, I fhall <}uickly difcover my Manhood to be 
counterfeit. 

Plot, Never fear it, they won't iight with a Moufe, 
I dare fwear, if it were out of a Trs^, 

Clar. I know Sir WiUiafit% a Coward, I had beea 
often told fo, and to prove it, I fent him a Challenge, 
as from one Mr. Roughfy ; his Man faid it pat him into 
fiich a Conflernation he &ou*d never foreet him, he fent 
me word that he'd meet me on Calais Sands, and <give 
me Satisfa^on, Ha, ha, ha. 

Plot, Ha, ha, ha, a good Excofc - ■ Indeed, 
he's fit for nothing, bttt to fet upon one's Cabinet, to 
watch one's China. Well, I wi(h you g^od Sport, and 
am your humble Servant. [Exit Plot. 

Clar, Tm refolv'd, ere V\\ be forc'd into the Arms of 
a Perfon I loathe and defpife, the Pafiion I have for Colo- 
nel Manly will tempt me to make \nm my San^uaiy. 

Emil. I muft tell her of his FaKhood, the Thoughts of 
which have turned ail the foolifh Paffion I had conceivM. 
[Afide.'] Take Care, ChrMa; you ben't deceived in 
him* 

Clar. What mean yoo, Emilia ? 
' Emil, That he is falfe. 

Clar, Falfe ! Impoffible, how know you this ? 

Emil, I have the beft Proof in «he Woiid of it, ocular 
Demonffaration. He makes Lo^ to me ; nay, don't 
ftaot ; had 1 not beea too nuich four F^ricnd. Clariitda; I 

^ had 
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had not let you into the Secret 5 for, upon my Word, I 

don't think him difagreeable. 

Ciar, Oh Heavens ! ihe^s in Love with him f and 
therefore would ilily perfuade the into an ill Opinion of 
him. [^Jule.} How know you 'tis he, Coaiin ? 

EmiL I am fure that Genueman that bow'd to os in 
the Side>box, the firft r^ght X came to Town, has evcr- 
fince purfiied me with moft violent Love ; and I muft 
confefs I lik*d his Humour fo well, dbat I could not be 
difpIeasM with his playing the Fool. 

Clar, Where did you tee him next ? How got he an 
0]^rtunity ? 

EmiL You know the next Night I went o«t with only 
my Woman. 

Clar, I rememben 

EndL Why then I went to the Play in a Maik, on 
purpofe for a little Diveriion, and *tw.as my Fortune to fit 
next him in the Pit, where during the Play-time, he enter- 
tained me with the prettied Difcourfe in the World, and 
when *twas done he wou'd not part with me till 1 had 
promis*d to w^te to him, and I could not help keeping 
my Word, if J was to be hang'd,- . But finding 

him falfe to you, I hate him ; this Letter I have writ to 
upbraid him. [Shenjjs a Letter* 

Ciar. How's this. For Mr.. Ce/adifft ? 

Emil, Ay, we pafs upon one another for Celadon, and 
Chioei for my Part I did not enquire his Name becaufe 
he ihou'd not afk mine. 

Ciar, Did he never afk your Name, nor tell you his ? 

EmiL No, and I fuppole that was liis Policy to pre - 
vent a Difcovery to ydu. 

Enter Clarinda'/ Maid, gi'ving her a Letter. 

,Ckr. Ha.! 'Tis from M««^^ What's this, [i^^^/j.] 

The pri*uate Encouragemti^t pu give that Fof Sir William, 
is not fo ciofely managed to efcape a jealous Louvers Eye that 
fees you every nKihere i- to be decei^i/d touches my tenderefi 
Part, effecialh from one I thought my own j hat •'we are 
fuhjeB to M^akes, I find i that I am fa in you, my Eyes\, 
my Ears, are allWitneJfes. IJhaii take what Care I can^ 
not to he trouhlefome toym^ fince I find yon »tf hmger rvalue 
the Peace of Manly, >: 
Vol. L F Oh! 
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6k ! 'monftnKM, perfidkms Mankind f Oh, I perceive 
your Drift, he charges me with this ¥q(A, on Purpofe to 
find Pretence for kit own Falftiood ■ ■ I t is a poor 

Rxcofe v b ut what won't Men fall into, when they 

quit their Honour ; Oh ^at I had but an Opportuni^ 
of opbraiding him to his ¥9ce. 

Emf^ That yom fhall ; he knows not yet of the Dif- 
coTcry, rU write to him to come here, I have Ao Reaibn 
to fafipe^ fats *diibbeying the Summons^ no more now, 
than formerly. 

Clar. Did he tlfe to meet you then ? 

EmiL Moft panfkually But I'll in and write ta 

kim, and be hm in a Minute. - {^Exit. 

Gar, Well) it is impoflible to dive into tke Heart of 
Man, for fure he has the Face of Truth, nay, I can 
hardly believe ke*s falfe yet, ib deep an ImpreifioA did 
his &emii^ Honefty taanp upon my Soul. 

Re'tntiT Emilia. 

EmiL I have fetit it away, and I doubt-not bat to con- 
trince yon of the Troth of what I fay j'but come don't 
think on't now, btrt let's begone, methinks I long to 
bully thefe Cowards, pray Heaven they prove f o ■ 

diar. Duce on't, this will deftroy half the SatisfaAion 
I promis'd myfelf from this Frolick ; but come. 

Jfivijucceed in Proteus' Artful School, 

the World Jhall fay ^ a 'very B^atis a F$9L [Exeunt. 

SCENE Hfde-Park. 

Enter Sir William and Ogle, with Filej, Pwnfs, and 
NsgZt-cafs. 

Sir ^/i/. Here's a Weapon, Mx.Ogle, will decide the 
Quarrdl as well as e'er a Sharp in Chrifiendom^ and 
without Danger. 

Ogle, An admirable Contrivance, Sir PFH/imm ; for 
now dieyUl hear of a Duel, and we reckon'd fiick &il- 
fyl Artifts, that neither cou'd o'ercome* 

Sk Wm. Rights I think a Gentleman ought to wear 

a 
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St Sharp, for a Terror to the Vulgar, and bccaufe *tis 
the Famion ; but he (hoaM never ale it btit as an Orna-> 
ment, and Part of kis Drefs. I hope to fee it as much 
a Fafiiion to fight with Files, as 'tis to fence with thexn. 
If I was a Member of Parliament, I'd brinor jn a Bill 
againfl Duelling ; I*m fare the Clanfe would pafs, for 
there's a Majority i« the Hoafe of my Conhitotion. 
Come, approach, Sa, fa. 

Enter Clarinda ami BmUta *wiih their SfWdrJs dtawif, 

Clar. Hold, Gentlemen, l*m bound in Honour to 
part you ; ha, what's this ? 

Emil, Files, upon my Honour, ha, ha, ha. 

Siiffl/l. Why do you laugh. Gentlemen? I think 
this the niceil way of deciding a Qiiarrel, the other is 
fit for none but Bullies and Soraiers, that ret their Bread 
by't ; 'tis eafily feen this way who has the moft Skill ; 
aond pray, what is got by the other more rude Method^ 
but a fcandalous Charafler, or a fharaeful Death. 

Og/e. And by my Confent, he that draws a Sword out 
of the immediate Service of the King, ftiould be hang'd. 

C/ar, Say you fo. Sir! Now hear my Sentiments, he 
that would not draw a Sword upon any juft Account, 
fhould be kick'd thus, and thus. Sir. • [Kicks him. 

Sir. fFilL What do you mean. Gentlemen ? 

EmiL Only to rub your Courage a little. 

Ogle, What's that. Sir? 

EmiL You don't hear well. Sir, I'll lengthen your 
Ears a little. [Pulh him by the Ears. 

Sir IVilL I wonder that you, who look fo like a Gen- 
tieman, fhou'd be guilty of fuch ill-bred Aftions ; Fye ! 
kick and cuff! Exercifes for Footmen; Pray learn better 
Carriage 0^ us^ 

Clar,- I'd as foon leam Manners of a Mufco'oite^^ 

^irWilL Pray Sir, who arc you? And what Affah^ 
led you hither ? 

Ciar. I'm a Servant to Cktrindn, an^ confequently a 
Rival oi yours. 

Ovk, O Lord ! a Riral of mine* too. {J/iJe. 

iSar. I came hither to kick you, and expoie you when 

I had done , thr ixtt, fou arc fcnfrbic I have^peribrm'd, 

F 2 and 
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and from that Inftance of my Hooefty, yoa may take 
my Word for the reft. 

Sir ^HL I'm undone, blifter me, if the very ihadowf 
of a Duel be not unfortunate. [j^Ju^. 

Enter Colonel Manly, and Captain Bellmein. 

Man, Why how now, younz Gentlemen, are yoa 
breathing yourfelves, or giving LelTons in the Stoic Fhi- 
lofophy to thofe patient Difciples. 

£el/, Or*have'ybu a Journey to ' ride, that yoa sore 
getting your Backfide hardened for it. 

Sir IVi//. Manly here ! I'd compound for half my Ef- 
, tate, blifter me I [ AJiJe. 

EmiJ.'Ha. I Manly here I We muft retire, Coufin, left 
it fpoils our Plot, as doubtlefs it will, if he knows us. 

Clar. Methinks, I could even here reproach him. 

[Exit Clar. and Emil. 

Bell, This is hearing of a Duel, indeed. 
Files! Ha, ha, ha, you was refolv'd to prevent Mur- 
der ; you need never fear the Exaltation of the Gallows, 
for your Courage reaches but to a chance Medley, at 
moft. 

Man, Pr'jrthee, who were thofe Gentlemen, Sir PFil^ 
Ham; methinks," they us'd you very familiarly. 

Sir ff^ill. Men of no Honour you may conclude, Co- 
lonel, elfe they would not have affronted Gentlemen, 
when they found them defencelefs. 

Man, Right, but why wou'd you be defencelefs ? 
Faith, Sir William, if thi^News reaches your Miftrefs'^ 
Ears, it will ruin you in her Favour. Take this for a 
Rule, the lefs Regard you have for your Honour, the 
more you fink in Efteem with your Miflrefs ; for all 
Women hate a Coward ; you ought to be forbid the 
Habits of Men, who can be guilty of Effeminacy, that 
even Women would blufh at. 

Sir Will. Why, Gentlemen, I think paffive Valour fits 
well enoag;h upon Men that have Eftates, and have a 
Mind to live and enjoy them. 

Man, Damn him for a cowardly Blockhead ; jprVthee 
let's go, I'm fick* of their Folly ; befides you taia you 
would convince me of C/i{r/»^a*s Falihood, 

Enter 
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Enter Bellmein*i Man^ andgi'vts him a Letter^ 

Ser-v. I have run. Sir, all the Way ; for the Porter 
told me it inufl be gi^n you that Moment. 

Be/L Ha ? there's a lucky Hit, Colonel ; (he invites ' 
me to come to her Lodging, and her Senrant (hould be 
ready to convey me into her Apartment. Here, read 
it, Man, now you may convince yourfelf.— — Egad 
if I were not a damn'd honeft Fellow to my Fnend, now 
coa'd I pafs three Hours the moft agreeably in the World* 
Pox on me for a prating Coxcomb, Could not I have 
held my Tongue. Well, what think you of it Colonel ? 

Matt. It is not her Hand, but that's nothing, fhe 
might difguife that to conceal it from me. I know not 
what to think, but Fm refolv'd to go^ and if I find her 
faife, 'twill cure me efFc£tually. 

Bi^/L Come on then. [ExAtfif. 

Ogle. I have been confidering all this while upon what 
the Colonel faid, and I am refolv'd to be valiant ; for if 
Ladies don't Jike a Cowar d I ihall never get a 

Fortune ; for ought I know, I mav fight as well as any 
Body, I'm refolv'd to try. HarKee, Sir William^ our 
Servants are here by, let's fend for our Swords, and 
fight in earneft. 

Sir WilL Not I, Mr. Ogle^ I declare againft fighting * 
pofitively. 

Ogle, But I declare for fighting, and fo (hall yon, or . 
refign all Preteniions to Clarinda ; for I defign to marr/ 
her myfelf, therefore don't think of her, do you hear. 

Sir Will. You marry her, ha,* ha, ha. 

Ogle. 'Zound, Sir, dare you laugh at a Gentleman* 
yet dare not fight ? Take that. Sir, [Strikes up his Heels.\ 
and the next time I hear you fpeak a Word more of her 

I'll cut your Throat, and fo good by. — — So this 

is one Step towards Courage ; I am refolv'd to challenge 
every Man that pretends to a Fortune, 'till I have got 
one myfelf; and now my Hand's in, I'll challenge tnis 
Colonel the next Time I fee him, tho' at the Head of 
bis Regiment. , [Exit. 

Sir H^ill. Rat this Blockhead, what a Metamorphofxs 

b here ; 'tis well I fell upon my Cloak^ or I had daub'd 

F 3 air 
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all my Cloaths, blifter me. Well, to fing, dance, or 
court a Lady, or any fackG«iKtleBEiaQ-likfi Employments 
rU turn my Back to noite; but for this flovenly Exercife 
of fighting, I fhall never be brought to endure it, inmair 
my Vigour. lEjctf. 

SCENE Carefuri Houji. 

Cvefitl fMJimg in Emillia /« %V C/m/^/. 

Care/. Who the Devil have we here ? Nay, nay. Sir, 
I maft iee your Face ; another Gallant of my Daugh- 
ter's, I warrant ; Who are you. Sir, from whence come 
you, what Bnfinefs have you in my Houfe, ha ? 

Emii. Oh Lord, what Ihall I fay to this old Fellow ? 
he'll certainly know me. 

Care/. What are you fhuiying for a Li«, Sir ? Adod X 
Ihall make vou find your Tongue, fpeak quickly, or Til 
cut your Tnroat, you Dog you. Wra^M^^ 

EmiL Ah ? Oh Lord a Sword ! For Heaven^ Sake, 
Sir, Oh Lord, Sir, don*l you know me f 

Cartf. Know you, Sir ? Who the Pox are ypu» Sir, 
ha f 'Emiia, Why what Mafqucrade's this ? Whereas my 
Daughter f 

BfKtiT ClariBdft-. 

Ho Sir, your humble fervant. Why what a Pox, are 
you goiog into the Service ? You are two prefcty Volun* 
Iters, faith, 

C/ar. Ha f my Father, what fhall I fay ? Til 

e'en face it oat, iince he has catch*d me. We have dome 
4 Friend of yours feme Service, Sir. 

Care/ A Friend of mine ! As how, pray, forfooth I 
Ciar. Why you muft know. Sir, I was informed of a 
Duel between Sir WitUaiit Mede^ and a Brother Beau of 
his ; the Concern I knew you had for Sir William^ Safety 
engag'd my Care for the Prevention ; I was unwilling io 
expolc hii», by fending any Body elfe j fo that my Coafin 
and f , by the help of this Difguife, parted them : But 
we ihould notiieed to have made fuch Haile, for the Pup- 
pies were trying their Valour fafely, with a Couple of 
Files, ha, ha. " 

Care/ 
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Camf. Ha, ha, ha; and this was the Oceafion of- 
your being in Breeches, ha ? 
Emit knA I think it a good Pfojeft too, Uncle. 
Caref, You do,' ■ Well, .Daoghter, pray let's 

have yoo in your feminine Capacity again ; wt the* you 
bully in Breeches, I hope yoo^ll marry in Petticoats. 
CAw. Marry, Sir I 

Csmif. Yet forfooth, I have fent for Sir m/Ham, m 
ord^ to have the Settlement completed To-night, and 
T^-mofrow yoar Honour (hall rife with the Su^ ; that 
is to fay, yon ftiali he my Lady Mod^. 

Clm-, Hmkmmt, Sir, Whereas the Honour of fuch ^ 
Hulband? I hope, Sir, yod will not marry meto » 
Coward ; why there's not a needy fiully abput Town but 
will beat a M^ateiia&ce omt of him i and where is the 
Kmnadon of Adi a Marriage f 

Caaref, Bat hell make a fwinging Jointiire ; and if 
yo« doii*t like him when yes have lum, yea may five 
apar t 

Oar. O Hcav^a, what fiiall I fay^^ ■ >■ M -Sir, I beg 
you'll but delay your Purpofe for a Moadk 

Cartf. Not Ibr a Day ■« ■ ! 

Oar. Sir, 1 have fworn not to marry ^lis Month. 
Gsrjf. Have you lb; pray who have yeu fwprn to, 
Miftrefs, to Mr. Ogle, ha f 

€iar. Ogkf Who is he, pray Sir ?«— *-«-He»ven^%as 
my Father got this Story too I 

Canf, Yon don't know fuch a Perfon, FU warrant 
you, as Mr. Ogle f 

Clar. I have feen fuch a Fellow, Sir, but never fpoke 
to him. 

Caref, N o l ook in my Face"'" ■■ ■ Y ou never 

fpoke to him, that is, encouraged his Love \ 
Clar, No— —Upon my Honour. 

Caref. You lye, you have no Honour, read that 

[T^rw*?/ the Letter,"] and do you hear, refolve to marry 
Sir Wtlliofji To-morrow by Six, or I'll marry myfclf be*, 
fore Twelve j fo take your Choice. I'll Ogle you, and 
Soldier you, with a Pox to you. v \Exiti 

C/ar. Oh Impudence from O^le t V\\ have the Rafcal 
toft in a Bla&ket ; fee Emilia what an audacious Letter 
F4, 'tis. 
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'U£« Uefs me, I have nt Patience ; I encourage fach a 

Rafcal 

Etnil: He is very familiar, mcthinks— hang him^ 
the Poors below your Anger, never think on't ; Cosie 
pr'ythce think which Way to turn yoarfelf if the Colo- 
nel be falfe, as I dare fvvear he is. What think, you of 
marrying Sir William^ he is Mafler of a fair Eftate, which 
you may make fubfervient to your Pleafures, to make 
Life's rugged Journey pafs the fmoother. If he be true* 
as you have but little Reafon to think he is, you nay yet 
£na fome Way to accompliih your Defires. Come, the 
Time draws of , in which you'll be convinced of his 
Truth or Falfhood. 

Come luhat nviU, n/olve to bt C0ttnttg 

\And truft to Fortune fir the •wijt^d Eflf$nt* [Exit. 

Enter Careful, Toper, and Mrs, PlotweU, drefi Uh a 
Quaker. 

Caref. Mr. Topety your Confin is welcome, my. Honfe 
is at your Service, Madam. 

Plot, I thank thee, but pray thee do not Madam me, 
my Name is Anne. 

Carefi A very handfome Woman, and very modeftly 
dreft. 

f«^. I have us'd all the Arguments in m^ Power to 
convert her ^om this Formality, but in vam, (he's as 
averfe to the Fafhions, as other Women are fond of 'em i 
but I hope your Niece and Daughter will work a Re- 
formation in her. 

Care/, I rather hope Ihe'll work one in . them, I'll 
afiure you I'll recommend her as a Pattern. Is this the 
Woman you would recommend to me for a Wife, Mr, 
Tefer ? 

Top, The fame, Sir. 

Caref, I proteft I like her exceedingly, (he feems cut 
out on purpofc for me 5 her plain Wav of Living 
will improve my Eftate, and her Morals will hamper my 
Daughter, I like a religious Woman. 

Top, You can't be better march d, if (he has not too 
much i Yefterday I carried her to wait on a Relation of 

ourj 
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ours that has a Parrot, and whilft f was difcoorfing alojt 
fome private Bufinefs, fhe converted the Bird, and now 
it talks of nothing but the Light of the Spirit, and the 
inward Man. Ha, ha. 

Caref. Good lack, Good lack. 

Plot, Well, well, thee wilt neVer leave thy ridicnloas 
Jcfts ; I fay that Mankind were not made for Foppery 
and Pride, but to do good in their Generation, 
Pr'y thee Ihcw me one Text of Scripture for the Fafhions, 
or where Jewels are commanded, or what Holy Matron 
€ver had a Valet to drefs 'em, as they fay the French 
Ladies have. Oh monitrous Falhion !— — No, no, 
oar devonteft Women wore coarfe Linen, or rather none 
at all.. 

Top. Ay, fuch Saints as wore their Congregations 
without-fide, and^fwarm'd with Chriftian Vermin, it 
muft be them, ha, ha, ha \ but you hold every hand- 
fome Garment a Sin. 

Plou Handforoe Garment ! Verily I believe, if we 
are panifh'd with Taxes again to cairy on another War, 
'twill be a juft Judgment upon this finful Land for their 
long Wigs, hoop'd Coats, Furbelows, falfe Teeth, and 
Patches. s 

Caref, Truly I'm of her Opinion, flie fpeaks like an 
Oracle ; for the Devil was never fo proud as our Wo- 
men arc now a-days, [Afide.'\ I am refolv'd, if my 
Daughter thew the leaft Reluctance to my Will, to marry 
he/ oat of hand. I'll motion it to her, and try how fhe 

likes me '^[Afide,'\ What think you of a Hufband 

forfooth ; for to be plain with you, your extraordinary ' 
Qualities have rais'd a great Defire in me of becoming 
fuch ? 

Phi. I doubt. Friend; thou-lt cxpcdl a larger For- 
tune than I am Dame of. 

Caref. ^ I proteft I don't care if you have not a Groat> 
your Virtue's a wealthy Dowry to me ; fay you'll but 
have me and 'tis enough. 

P/o/. But it may be thou'lt be againft my Courfe of 
Life ; I love Retirement, mull have Time for my Devo- 
tion in my own Way ; I'm not us'd to the Ceremony of 
Vifits, and hate Tea-Table Vanity, and Card-Play, as 
they call it. 

F 5 Tofer. 
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3V. Our Plot takes rarely. 

Caref, Tbis makes me love you die more. 

Plot. One Thing more ; thoa haft a Daughter they 
lky» a topping Gallant, which I defire to iee» and try 
if good Admonitions, together with Example, won^t re- 
form her ; for plainly, I don't care to come under the 
KooF where Children are, if they be not dutifol ; (6 I 
inuft fee her iirft e'er I can give thee my Anfwer, 

Car^, That you (hall prefently— -— Here» carry this 
Gentlewoman to my Daughter, and tell her, ihe muft 
entertain her as her Mother that is to be, tell her fo from 
me, dVe hear, ^ [£«. Mrs, Plot, atui Sef^<mt. 

Really Mr. Toper ^ your Cou&n is a profound Chriftian ; 
if my Daughter refule to marry Sir Irillzam'^VVL jointvre 
lier in my whole Eftate. 

Topet. For aught I know, you can't do better thate 
marry ; for who would be pkigu'd with a difobedient 
Child? 

Cturef, Eipecially when they depend upon us for their 
^Fortunes ; the Devil a young Fellow would cane a Souce 
for their Perfons, did not our Porfe-ftrings draw. Here 
forfooth vay Daughter is running mad after a Soldier^ a 
!Pellow whofe Fortune depends upon his Sword, and here 
wc are going to Wars a|;aifi, ana fix to four but a Can- 
non Bullet takes his Head o£F, and then die Wife & 
turn'd Home to her Father a^n, and in fnch Cafei^ a 
Father has never difpofed of his Children entirely, and 
all the Jointure ihe'Il bring, will confiil of Hottfing»» 
Holfter.Caps, Piftols^ Swords, and fo forth. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv, Here's Sir William Mode below. Sir. 

Caref, Tell him I'll watt on him prefently. Come, 
Mr. Toper, you fhall be Witnefs of our Agreement ; I 
fent for him to compleat the Bniinefs, Sg», Seal to 
Night, and To-morrow we'll have a Dance. ^E^it. 

Toper. I fancy we ihall drive Dancing out ot your 
Hoad> old Gentleman. [Exit. 

Thi End 9f tb* Third Act, 
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A C T IV. SCENE!. 

Enter Clarinda^ Bmilia, and Mrs, Plotwell. 
Clar. ^T TELL in my Confcicnce, the iti. Sight of 
YV y^^ frighted me horribly, though I knew 
your Plot. I vow yoo make a fan<^ined Figure. 

P/oi-w. Might I pafs upon the Brethren* drink you ? 

Em, Ay, and hold forth too, I'll warrant yon, with* 
out being difcover'd. Bat is my Uncte fo hot upon 
Matrimony, fay you ? 

PUt'iv, As a Hound upon the Scent, tho' hc*ll fliarc 
no more of (he Pleafure, than the Dog of the Game he 
runs down, ha, ha, 

Clar, I vow I can't help laughing to think what a 

Trick we IhaD put upon him, but the duce on't I 

cannot be heartily merry till I fee the Event of thi$ 
Meeting ; I long till the Colonel comes. 

Ew. So do I as much as you, to upbraid^ him with his 
Treachery. 

Enter Maid and kvb{/^5 them. 

In my Conrcience ht\ here, — -^ fhow Hm intd my 
Chamber, teil him Til wait on him prefenlly,— — Now, 
darivda^ you (haU go in my Place. 

Clar, Heavens ! How I tremble* Oh, the perfidioui 
Wretch, fare he's quite loft to Virtue, that he oares thus 
impudently venture into the very Houfe. Oh give me 
Patience, Heaven, and Power to back myRefolution, an4 
Scorn enough to fhew my deep Rdentmenc [^' Clar, 

FlotiA:, 111 to the old Man, and keep him in Dif- 
courfe^ that he mayn't intern^ yoiiA [E^cit* 

Em. Do fo, — I muft liAea a little tQ hear what 
Reception jQie gives him. {Exit* 

Enter Colonel Manly, foluf. 

ManL This Love makes Men «fche -efrasiteft Ailei 

inxhe WoiU; what bluileiruf^ M<ir4 Wiik all bis Axely 

Gamkure of War cou'd nevfir 4o, thitf ^Ind Boy does 

wifiha feather'd Reed. Oh my Soul, I think I'm grown 

F 6 a 
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a Coward, and begin to fear, my Heart beats failer than 
a raw Soldier's in his firft Engagement, or a longing 
Maid in the Arms of a Man fhe likes when Opportunity- 
creates her Fears. Sure it cannot be Clarinda, 

Enter Clarinda. 
Ha ? By Heaven the very Crocodile. [Afide. 

Claf^, By all my Hopes of Happinefs the very Mon- 
ger. [AJide. 

ManL Madam, you arc furprlz'd I believe, not to 
meet the Man you cxpedled ; I beg your Pardon for 
this Difappointment, 

Qar, Oh Indignation ! No, Sir, I have met the 
Man I expedted, tho' you ^ are difappointed in your 
Woman. 

ManL What does (he mean ? Have you a 

Stratagem, Madam, to bring you off, — come, TU 
help you ; fay, you happened into this Room by- 
Chance $ and had no Knowledge of the Plot, ex- 
peAed no Gallant, 

Ciar. Oh unheard of Impudence ! A Gallant ! No 
thou MonHer of Ingratitude ; have I refus'd all Man-, 
kind for thee ? Nay, broke in upon the Rules of my 
Obedience, that 1 might keep my Faith inviolate, and 
am I 'thus rewarded ? Is it not enough that you are 
falfe, and that I fee you fo, but you muft add to your 
Barbarity, and throw a Scandal on my 'Fame, to hide 
your bafe Proceeding. Marry thee. No! From this 
Moment I rcfplve to hate, and to put it out of thy 
Power ever to deceive me a fecond Time, Til marry 
lodantly [Bellmein peeping. 

Belim, I mud hear how the Colonel fucceeds in my 
Place. 

ManL It is enough I know thee guilty of that very 
Crime thoa would'fl impofe on me ; luiow that you 
writ to my Friend to come here, with whom you have 
had many private Conferences, tho' I, Heaven knows» 
would not believe it, till my Eyes convinced me ; buC 
now thy Crimes are obvious to my Sight, and I take 
thee at thy Word, and from this Moment I'll never fee 
yott more : Confafion on your Sex, [Exit. 

Oar. 
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Clar, Ha, his Friend ! What can he mean, ' fure 
there^s fome Millake in this, yet I cannot call him back. 

Enter Emilia pulling in Bellmein. 

Em. What have we Eaves droppers ;-—— Oh Hea* 
Tens f Why, was not yon with my Coufin ? 

Bellm. Hey day ! Why was not you with the Co- 
lonel ? 

EmiL Why, are not yon the Colonel ? 

Bellm. No faith, and now 1 begin to forped yon are 
not Qlarinda, 

Em. You are in the Right indeed, I am not. 

Clar. Oh Heavens, I*m undone. Manly % innocent. 

Bellm. No, no. Madam, Til call my Friend back 
immediately, hs fliall beg Pardon upon the Spot. — r— 
Why, what a damn*d Millake is here ; faith he's gone, 
but here's an old Gentleman coaoing op. 

\Goes to the Door, and returns qmckly. 

Clar, Oh Lord, my Father, l*m undone if he finds a 
Man here ; what fhall I do ? This was your Projed 
Emilia, . 

Bellm* Ha! 'Zdeath, Madam^ where fhall I rvoi} 
For, methinks, I would joot do, any more Mifchief ; 
what ihall I do Ladies? 

Em, Ha, a lucky Thooght comes into my Head ; 
here, here, here, lie down upon this Mat. 

Bellm, With all my Heart : Pox on't, to b^ thns put 
to't for nothing. If I had but s^ot a Maidenhead, or 
made a Cuckold,, it would not have vcx'd me. 

[^Lies dthuon, and they rvwl him up. 

Enter Careful, and tumbles o*ver the Mat* 

Emil, There, there, lie ftilh 

Caref, A Pox on your Pride, we muft hav^ Matts 
with a Vengeance, but III turn over a new Leaf 
with this Houfe, I'll warrant you; I'll have no Mats, 
but fuch as lie under the Feather-Beds : Here I might 
have broke my Neck, 

Enter Toby. 

Sirfah, remove tbat -Mat, and do you hear^ . tbrow it 

into 
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into the Horfe-Pond ; 1*11 have no more Mats In my 
Hottfc: 

Tohy. Mat, *tts damnM heavy; come out here, I 
believe the Dog is got into it. 

Clar, Oh Lord, what fhall I do ? \Jfuie^ 

[The Man goes to take up the Mat, and finds ft heavy, 
Jhakes it^ and out drops Bctlmein. 

Bell. The Horfe-Pond ! Nay then, 'tis time to fliift 
for myfelf. 

Kmil. Here, here. There's a Guinea for yon, ^oiy i 
bring him off fome Way or other. [Runs tc Tob^. 

Caref. Ha, what was that ? 

T§irf. Bark, Sir, barfc j only the great Dog, Sir, was 
crept in the Mat., 

Bell. Woogh, woagh, woogh, wongh. 
• [Creeps ^ff^tdckm^ 

EmiL Rarely done i expeft a better Reward for this^ 

Caref, The Dog was it ? I protcft I thought it had 
been a Thief. 

Toby, No Sir, nothing elfe. [Exit with the Mat. 

Care/, Why, how now f Methinks, yoa are migh^ly 
prinked \ap4 Meicy upon me, what a Bufh of Hair is 
there furss'd out ; in my Confciencc, 1 believe you have 
got the Jf ore-top of fome Bean's Wig. 

Emil. That's the Fafhion Unde, yon wou'd not have 
us drc{i like my Quaking Aunt niat is to be Ha, 
ha, ha. 

Care/, How now. Sauce-box ; your Quaking Aunt, 
quotha. 

Oar, Sir, I hope you don't defign to marry that 
Thing. 

Care/ Thing do you call her r I co^ou ihall marry 
V Sir fPilHam immediately, or call that Thing Mother, I 
can tell you that, 

Clar. Oh Heavens, what fhall I do ? 

Enter Sir William and Mrs, JHotwell, 
Care/ Here, Sir WiltHim^ I give her to your Arms ; 
111 have my Coach harnefs'^ and to Church this 
Moment. 

Sir 
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Sir TFill. Madam, tho* I don't pretend to be a Beaa, 
yet I liope the World will diftinguifh the Difference be- 
tween a rough, unhewn Soldier, and a poli(h*d Gentle- 
man ; I don't, in the lead, hint at Mmi^. 

Ciar, Iniipid Coxcomb. [jffide, 

Emii. to ?ki. fisit Heaven's Sake invent fome Way to 
gire her an Hour*s Time to coafider, or ihe*s undone. 

Mi*s. Plot. Friend, fliall I fpeak one Word with thee f 

Caref. Twenty, if you pleafe. 

Pit. Let me ad?ife thee, do not be ib paffionate with 
thy Daughter ; the little Difcourfe I had with her, 
ihew'd her to be tradable ; if tho« thrnkfl fit. 111 read 
her toother Lefibn upon her Duty, and I don't doubt but 
flie'll compK^. 

Caref. With ail my Heart ; for whatever thou fay'ft, 
mnft l>e ibr h«r ^ood, I'm convincM. Sir William, welt 
go cake a Glafs m the next Room till the Bride be ready, 
««d then— — 

Sir Will. And then. Madam, I fiiali be the hspmeft 
Man alive ; if I would change Conditions with the Czar 
«f Mmfcovy^ fluiy I be condemn'd to the Smoak of To- 
bacco, and never know the Pleafure of taking SnuE 

iExit. 

Etful. A very Courtly Wi(h indeed. 

Plat. Come don*t trifle away the Time I have given 
you, but write to Mottfy^ and beg kim to proteA you, 
and refcue yon from the Arms of this Fool. 

Clar, Oh, how can I write to him whom I have 
abased ? 

Plot, And did he not pay you in the fame Coin ! 
Come, come, this little Minake rather ferves to increafe 
hb Love than diminifh it, when he finds you tnie^ as 
no doubt bat BsUmeim has told him e'er this, he'll be glad 
to accept the Conditions. Come, come, write to him. 
Toper is within, and he (hall carry it. 

Clar. Well, it being my laA Shift, Pll follow your 
Advice. [Exit. 

PUt. Ayt ay, ^ fo, 111 warrant yon a Fortune, and 
the old Man's Confent before I hav« done with him. 
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A Drum heating up for Volunteers. Bellinein cr^es the 
Stagey and a Serjeant after him. 

Serj. Captain, Captain. 

Beti. Ha, Serjeant. 
' Serf. I have got the finefl Volanteer, a Bean, Captain. 

BelL A Beau ! Nay, if the Beaus begin to Hfk, lee the 
French look to't. Where is he, Serjeant ? 

Stry. He's coming, Sir. 

Be//. 1 can*t ilay now, but Til be here in a Moment, 
and ri! bring the Colonel with me. 

Se/j. I'll wait on you here. Sir. [Exitm 

Enter Ogle. * 

The Captain will be here in a Moment, Sir ; bat pray 
Sir, why will you go for a Soldier, methinks, you might 
get a Commiulon ? 

Ogle. Becaufe I dreamt. Sir, I fliould be a General,- 
and i have a Mind to' rile gradually, I hate jumping into 
Honour at once. 

Serj. Sir, I honour you ; no Doubt but your Dream 
will come true* . 

Og/e, Sir, I dreamt laft Night that I faw two Armies 
join Battle ; and, methought, in tlie ScufHe, my Braihs 
were knocked out, and when I wak'd, I wonder'd to 
find myfelf with all my Limbs ; 1 flraight felt for my 
other Leg, and fufpedled my EyeS when they informed 
me I had loth Hands. 

Serj, A y^ry good Dream, and fignifies your Ad- 
vancement. 

Og/e. Nay, after that, I had the ftrano;eft Dream* 
my Man found me fcaling my Curtains for a Fort, kill- 
ing my Pillow, and- entering Duel with my Breeches. 
Methought, all the Irf^an Faces in the Hangings were 
turn'd Frenchmen^ and a Famine ra^ng amongd *em 
they refolv'd to eat me ; fo calling Dice .what Part of 
me to devour firft, the Lot fell upon my Head. Now, 
Sir, all thcfe Dreams I interpret quite contrary, I know 
I fhall be a great Man. 

' Serj, No doubt on*t. Sir I'm afraid all this Fel- 
low's Courage lies in his Sleep. I'm refolv'd to fouhd 
liim a little. [Aftde. 

Ogie. 
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Ogie. Pjry'thec, Serjeant^ tell roc, what Sort of a Thing 
a Camp is ? 

Sefj. Why truly. Sir, a Camp would be a pleafant 
Place, did the Fields produce Feather- Beds; or if the 
Streams like thofe of the Golden Age, did run pure 
Wine I or if Camp Meals- wou'd every Twelve and 
Seven obferve due Hours !■ ■ But, Sic, to be half ilary*d 
on fcarce frefh green Sed, juft fo much £arth, to Earth ; 
and then to live the Life of Nature ; or as fome do call 
it. The Life of the hardy ; to auench one's Third at the 
next Spring, coffin up one's ielf each Night in Turff, 
and thence come forth, like one of Co^miu's Soldiers, fown 
with Serpents Teeth, and ftart forth arm'd from a Furrow, 
is a Courfe of Life, 1 fear will never fuit with your 
Conftitution. 

Ogie, *Tis fomethidg &ard,; trul^, but no Matter, I'm 
refqlv'd. j 

Serj. Ohf This is nothing. Sir; here conies on a 
Troop, and your Honour can't but lofe an Eye 1 ail En- 
gine there goes onF, and yoa vviil (hew yvurfeif a Coward« 
unlefs you lofe an Ar m H ere yon are furroonded, tod 
then 'twere bafe to bring more than one Shoulder off. 

Ogle. [Rubbing bis Shouider.} Ha! I don't like it. 

Serf. Nay, Sir, confider e'er you go.— —For 'lis a 
damn'd Difcredit to have a Nofe after a Battle, or to 
walk the Streets upon your own Le^. 

Ogie. Humph ? ^I feel mvfelfalreadv partly com- 
posed of Flefh, partly of Wood. Methinks I hang be- 
tween two. Crutches, like a Man in Chains, toft by the 
Wind, I don't like this dicing into Reputation. 

Enter Bellmein and Colenei Manly, 

Ogie. But thefe Men that you raife, Serjeant, are they 
to go again ft the French or Spaniards ? 

Serj. Why do you aik. Sir ? 

Ogle. Becaufe 1 cannot in Honour draw my Sword 
againft the French, 

Serj. How {o, pray ? You're no Jacohite^ I hope. 

Ogle. Oh ? Sir, my Scruples are not founded upon 
Religion i but I'll tell you, the laft long Vacation I made 

the 
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Hie Tour of FraMu and L»rraiti, where I received Axdi ex« 
traordinary Marks of Civility, particularly from the Duke 
of Beny^ the Dake of Bitrgtm/fy, and the Chevalier <ie 
St. Giorge, and from the Governor of Calms, fuck ex- 
travagant Obligations ; Bat above all from the Gover- 
nor's Dan^hter-— That upon my Soul, I cannot dc- 
icend fo far from the PunSftilio*! of Honour, to go 
againft *em ; hot a«ainft Sfain, J-.....«.Ha ? the Coloncl» 
I'm refolv*d to fight him Iwwever^ Death, Hdl nUd 
Furies: Draw, Sir? 

Col, Draw, Sir, For what. Sir ? x 

OgU. Sir, I fay Draw Sir, or elfe reftgn ii3l Preten* 
fions to Claritula* 

Belt Wh^ wdiat a Metaauurphofii is here f Is thin 
your Volunuer, Serjeant ? 

9eij. Yci» Sir} Dot if yoa had not cone m yon cSd, 
he had been gone ; for I found his Courage began to 
fink. 

Ca. [TVClarindaf] How darei ibch a Coxcemb as 
yet: name Ciarimia \ [Dnrwf and Difmvu Hm,} Now 
learn more Wit, or get more Onmige. 

OfU. Coorage, Sv, Z death. Sir, FH box with yott 
l^PuSh^ 0f JbisNeeiekih,'] yon have got ray Sword^ out 
no Matter for that, 1*11 fight it out at Fifb^ lofe a 
Fortune for Want of fighting, No f 

G»/. ni Box you, you Dog} give me the Cane, f7> 
thi Serjeant,'] Sirrah, 1 11 make Mammy of your Bones ; 
I'll make you fbrfwear fauntering after Fortunes, nay 
you fhatl not dare to look towards the Houfe where 
they, live, or fo much at think of them. [Beetts bim all 

this Time* 
Ogle, Oh Lord, Sir, for Heaven -s Sake ! Sir, I'll ob- 
ferve the Conditions. 

BelL Nay now, yau are too rigid, I dare promife 
for Mr. Ogle. 

Ogle* I will indeed Sir, only let ihe think of them ; 
for who can help thinking. Sir ? 

Col. No; here Serjeant, take this Fellow, and let 
him run the Gantelope, HI think you. Sirrah. 

Ogle, Oh Lord, Sir i fpare that, and I will not think 
of 'em, upon m^ Faith, Sir. 

Cal. 
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CrA Nay, one Thing more you moft proxnife, which 
IS, to refume yoar wonted Cowardice, and betake you 
to your Dcflc agiki. Go, tak« Mo»ey of the Men 
yoa mean to cozen ; talk little, except when you arc 
paid for*t, *tis an Antidote againft Beating ; keep yovif 
Hand from^our Sword, and your Laundre&*s Petticoats, 
and you'll live at Peace. 

Ogie, I will. Colonel — — Give me Wifdom that is 
beaten Into a Man ; for that fticks to him, Egad. I*m 
wifcr than a Juftice of Peace ; your Precepts are vcrv 
learned. Sir, I'm your humble Servant —— Farewcu 
Sword, and welcome Tongue again. Now can't I po- 
fitively tell, whether 'tis fieft to be courageous, or to 
hav€ no Courage at all ; Beaten, if 1 Fiffht, and Beaten 
if I do not— Now I think I know lomething of the 
Law, and yet* if the Queftion was put to me I coa'd not 
refolTe it ? 

But for mf onvn Part, Til lajf Courage dsmm^ 
Js mil MiM do, mfbem tbty take uf the Gewm ; 

Choked 'mtk the Lmw^ I m0ffSecKretf^''^7 

And nubo affronH me then, fifiditafffrr edi. [Exit. 

^/Zr. Hal Uilia! 

SnlerTo^tt, and gives the Colonel a Letter. 
T^per, Ha! Cok>ocl, opportunely met; IbringanEx* 

?refs from the Queen of Beauty, her Orders are in thai 
aper. 

CoL Haf "TisatfnW^'sHand— [^fltfi//.] I hope by 
thi* Tinie, you are fatis^ed of my Innocence, as Tm of 
yours ; if not, I beg you, by all the Tyes of Honour, to 
refcue me from this ^li(h Knight, to whom I am this 
Moment to be married, by the rigid Command of tay 
£tarbarous Father j and if I don't clear your Cenfures^ 
ufe me as you pleafe. ^ Yours, C^ir/W«.-— ^-Refctte thee, 
yes, the Fool ihail quit all Preteoiioas Co thee, unleft 
this Arm deceive roe. 
Beii. If it docs. Boy, here's another at thy Service.— 
Tofer. You may feize her at the End of the Street a$ 
fhe paiTes ; be fure you marry her as foon as you have 
got her ;. let^e alone to bring her Fortune i the Captain 

mufl; 
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mall help our Plot forward, as foon as he has help'd yon 
away with her.— — 

Be/I, With all my Heart, I love Mifthief s I have a 
plagoy hankering Mind after this Coafin tho% e'er £nce 
Mofify told me (he has Ten Thoafand Pounds* 

Toper. The Yoke fhou'd be well lin'd, or 'twill be 
very uneafy at beft. 

6e/l. Ay, there moft be Gold poportionable to the 
Alloy, or 'twou'd not be cunent Coin, Ha, ha, 

Tofer. Ha, ha. Well, Vm a good-aatur*d Fellow now, 
to fpend my Time in your Bufmefs when I have an Af- 
fignation with one of the prettied Girls about Town, 
Faith. 

Bell. Some old overworn Drab, Til warrant, caft off 
by all the Beaus in Town, and now is become. a jiew 
Pace to the Drunkards. 

Toper. No Faith, ihe's a kept Mlftrefs, ibe cofta me 
not a Souce. 

Co/. Thou art flill labouriag between two Tides, 
Wine and Women: Wilt thou never take np till thou 
^ ^t confined by a Dodor to dry Diet ? 

Toper, Dry Diet ? You don't mean a Wife, I hojc $ 
catch me at that Meat and choke me with it, that's jnft 
as a Confinement to Sea^Bifquit at Land ; tho' I'd do yoa 
all the Service I can, Colonel, in helping you to your 
Miflrefs, yet I can't help iamrating the Lofs of a 
Friend. 

Co/. Why, will Matrimony lofc me to my Friends ? I 
ihall love them as well as ever, I afTure you. 

Toper. Ay, but your Friends won't care that for yoa. 
[Snapping his Fingers,"] for e'er the fecond Bottle, you'll 
be calling What's to pay ? Your Wife won^ go to Bed 
till you come Home ; this makes Company uneafy, and 
, what makes us uneafy decreafes our Value for't ; For 
my Part, I had rather b« coniin'd to Sea-Men in a 
Storm, or the malicious Conversation of a Jacobite. 
Club, than the Company of a married Man ; for at 
every Moufe flirring I ihou*d think the Comforts of 
Matrimony were coming, with all their commanding 
Retinae : A Wife ! Egad, I'd rather want Wine, the 
only Support i)f the Bo(^^ ■ . ■ »* 
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Coi. -Well, you declare for a Bottle, I for a Wife, 
which I think the greater Pleafure far. 

Toper. Where (hall we find you ? [Exit. 

CoL^ At the Rofe* 

Toper, Adieu ; Beilmein fhall come to you there. 

Let Fools he fetter d to that Chg^ a Wife, 

Whilftfree^ I reap the Pleafure of my Life j 

And Heanien grant I may no longer li*oe. 

Than lean tafle the Joys <which Wine does give, [Exit. 

[A Clajh ofS'words, Sir William cries Murder^ Colonel 
^mdCldnnd^, fiellmein aW Emilia cr^ /^r Stage, 

Col, Hafte, my Faireft, and let us tye that Knot, 
which nought bat Death can loofe. [Exit. 

Enter Careful. 

Caref, Certainly, I heard Sir Williams's Voice cry 
Murder. 

Mntjtr Sir William. 

What's the Matter, Six William? Where's jny Daughter? 

Sir Will. Enfeeble me, if I know ; you had beft fend 
after her immediately, or ihe*ll be married to Manly ^ 
who drew upon me-; and if I had not quitted her, he 
had run mc quite thro' the Body^, impair my Vigour. 

Caref, This was her Projcft of going on Foot, (he 
wou'd not have the Coa<:h under Pretence of Notice be- 
ing taken, forfooth ; and your Perfuaiion made me go 
before to get the Parfon ready. Ods-fle(h, had I been 
there, this had not happened ; old as I am, they ihou'd 
not have efcap'd fo eahlv; Z'death ! Let a Man take 
your Miftrefs from you ! In my Confcience, young Fel- 
lows are fo rotten now-a-days, they are afraid of every 
Scuffle, left they drop in Pieces. Z^ounds, I cou'd curfe 
the Minute I got this Baftard, to think what a Fortune 
ihe has loft. ' Jifide. 

Sir Will. Do you take my Breeding to have been at a 
Bear-Garden, Sir, or in Bedlam, to endaneer my Life 
for your Daughter ? No, let her go, I'd marry an 
Adlrefs fooner, and have more Hopes of her Virtue. 

Caef 
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Canf. Say you fo, Mr. Dirty Crown ? Adod, I cou'd 
find in my Heart to daih the Powder out of your Whore's 
Hair for you. 

Six Will. Your Age protcdks you, Sir, [Exit. 

Caref. Well, if I don't fit the Baggage, Fm miflaken. 
Egad. I'll manry Tcpev^'z Niece inune£ately. 

Enter Toper. 

lAx. T^er, you came lockily i I am refolv'd to marry 
your Coufin this Moment. Nay, Til fettle all I have 
upon hcf, m hamper my Daughter, I'M warrant her. 

Top. I came ro inform 700, Sir, that I faw Colonel 
Manly and your Daughter enter the Church ; the Paribn 
met them at the Door, and I*m much afraid they will be 
married Jaefore you can get to 'em. 

Care/. Let her marry aad be poz*t ; I'll not gi^e her 
a Farthing, I'm refolv'd. Let her go a Soldiering with 
her Hufband, and carry his Knap.Uck, like a Trull as 
fhe is. If there be any Favour or Intercft to be had in 
an -Englijh Parliament, I'll have the Parfon turn'd out 
of hi^ Places ibr a Jacobite, that conpUd them. 

Top. I have a Friend of mine at the Rofif^ juft come 
from Oxford i if y«u pleafe, Mr. CarsfuU I'U fetch hiai, 
and yott may be marry'd in your own Houie. 

{Exit Taper. 

Qaref, With all my HearC Adod, methiiiks I'm briik 
-^d young agaifi* This audacious Wenc h 

My ^looi hoik high^ ^and all «y. Spirits mo*ve^ 

Revenge gi^vei Strength tio Age as mtuh as Love^ [Exit* 



fhe End of the Fovrtm Act, 
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A C T V. S C E N E L 

SCENE Carefurj Houfe. 

Careful Udiing in Mrs, PlotweH. 

Cartf, VT7ELL, aiy dnrdft Amu^ I think nyfelf 
YV the happieil Man alive fince I efpons'd 
thee : I have fetded mjrwhole Eftate npon thee, which, 
with this Kifs, I do confirm to thee again. 

\Pfferi n kifi her. 

Plot. Pray forhcar. Sir 

Caref. How Wife ! lefiife to kifs me f ' - 

Plot. Yes, except a Tweeter Air came from yo n ■ ■ 
Faugh, yoQ're turned my Stomach ^ I wondcf you can 
aflc me, knowing yo«r ^^^^ tre peri^'d. 

Cartf. Mercy upon me ! Why what have i maury'd N-** 

Plot, Here, Where are my Servants f 

Entir a MmJ. 

Run to the Exchange, fetch me a French Night-gmvn, 
and French Head, fet my Drcffing-Table in order. Do 
you hear ? Let my Paint, Powder and Patches be ready. 
Caref. Oh Lord F Oh Lord ! Paint, Powder and 
Patches ; Why harkee, Miftrefs, are you not a Quaker ? 
Plot. No, Sir, I only made ufe of that Difguife to 
catch you in, but you have Money enough to equip me 
after the Falhion, and that was the only Motive of my 
5anaity. 

Caref, Oh ! undone, undone 1 
Plot. Look you. Sir, 'I fhall never endure your Con» 
TCrfation, I muft have two Beds, two Chambers, and 
two Tables, it was an Article of our Agreement, you 
know, that I lliou'd live retire d T hat is, apart, 

tit. 

Caref A Curfe on that Agreemen t ■ ■ b ut harkee 
Wife, you are not in eamcft fure ? 

Plot. In earnefl ? ySHiy, do you think I jeft with Age ? 
Ccref And yo\x wbn't Bed with me \ 

PUt. 
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Plot. Did ever Man of your Hairs a& fach Qaeftions? 
I vow I blulh at yoar Unreafonablenefs. 
Caref, O xnonftrous ! 

Plot. Is it fit I (hou'd be bury'd ? For .to bed with you 
were a direft Emblem of my going to my Grave ! 

Caref. Mercy upon me I Where is this Rogue, this 
Toper f What damn'd SuccuBus has he topt upon me ? 

P/ot. I'll have your Figure fet in my Weddinj-Ring ; 
to put me in Mind of Mortality ; Do you think i*ll come 
within your Winding Sheets ? For what ? 

Care/, I am married ! 
. P/ot. Pray why did you marry ? Ift my Confcicnce, 
youVe as youthful as a Coffin, and as hot as the fultry 
Winter that froze over the Thames; they fay, the hard 
Time did begin from you. Ha, ha, ha. 

Caref. Oh Heavens ! I am made the Curfe of all Man- 
kind! O Patience! Patience! — : Harkee, Miftrefs, 

you that have a Fever and Dog-Days in your Blood ; if 
you knew this, why did you marry me ? ^ 

PUt, That your experienc'd Achs, that have felt 
Springs and Falls thcfe forty" Years, fhou'd aflc fuch a 
(Jueftioni as if I could not find Friends to fupply your 
cold Defe6ls : Do you think a young Woman high in 

her Blood 

Care/. And hot as Goats and Marmofets. [j(/ufe. 

Plot. Apt to take Flame at any Temptation.——— 
Care/ And kindle at the Pifture of a Man. [u(/iJe, 
Pltft. Wou^ wed Dull and Afhes, unlefs (he were — 
Care/ Crack'd, try'd, or broken up, ha ! 
Plot. Right, Sir ; or lack'd a Cloik. 
Care/ Mifchief and Hell : Was there none to make 
your Cloak but me ? 

Plot. Not fo well lin*d. Sir, {la, ha. 
Care/ Oh ! You ftaid for a wealthy Cuckold, did , 
you ? 

Plot. Your tame Beafts Ihould have gilded Horns f— 
Befides, Sir, I thought your Age wou'd wink at ftolen 
Heips, if I took Comfort from abroad. 

Care/ Yts, yes. You fhall have Comfort— PIl de- 
liver Letters for you, or hold the Door ! 

Plot. No, Sir, I'll not give you that Trouble, Til 
have a Maid ftiall dp that— [Making a Curtefy. 

Care/ 
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' Caref. Oh Impudence ! unheard of Impudence I 

Plot. But, Sir, I look your Coffers ihou d maintain 
me at my Rate. 

Caref, How's that, pray ? 

Flot. Why, like a Lady : I maft have you kiughted, 

for I don't like Millrefs My Lady, wou^d found 

better. 

Caref. Yes— I fhall rife to Honour. [Jfar. 

Plot. I mufl have fix Horfcs in my Coach, four are 
fit for thofe that have a Charge of Children, you and I 
ihall never have any. 

Caref. If we have, all Mi£ldlefex'W)i\ be their Fathers— 

Plot, ril have four Footmen, and this Houfe clear'd 
of all this old Lumber, and new wainfcotted, and lin'd 
v/lth Looking-GIafs, have Cabinets, Scrucores, and 
China, 

Caref. Mercy upon me — Harkye, Miftrefs, you told 
me you lov'd Retirement, hated Vifits, and b&rgain'd 
for Hours bf Devotion. 

Plot Right, Sir, but what Woman fpeaks Truth be- 
fore (he's married ? 

Caref. Politickly anfwer'd, and like one perfedl in the 
finning Trade. 

Plot. Well, Sir, don't difcom^ofe yourfelf, 'twill fig-^ 
nify nothing ; I'll in and examine your Jewels, chufc 
fome for every Day, and fome for Mafks and Balls. 

iExit. 

Caref, The Devil go with you : Oh that I had my 
Daughter again ! Two Days more of this, and I fliall 
grow mad, or to redeem myfelf, da(h out my Brains. 

lExit. 

SCENE changes to PJotweirj Lodgings. 

Enter on one SUey the Colonel, Clannda,_<7W Emilia j ofi 
the other Bellmein and Toper. 

Top. We have done your Bufmefsi Colonel 5 Bellmein 
here has tack'd 'em together. 

Bell, I canted out the Form of Matrimony as gravely 
as if I had taken my Degree at Edinbrn-gb. 

Vol. I. 6 CoU 
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CoL And how does it take ? 

Top, Oh f admirably well, I liHen'd awhile, and found 
ihe managM it rarely. 

Oar. Shell drive my Father out of his Wits. 

Top. Well, Captain, you'll obferve what I told you ; 
ril follow vou with another Projcdl, I warrant you, will 

five the ola Fellow enough of Matrimony. Colonel, 
o you be ready when I call to come in, do you^hear ? 
I fancy they are in fuch Confuiion that it would be no 
hard Matter for all of you to get into the Uoufe unfeen. 

Clar. We'll endeavour it. 

Bell. But harkye. Madam, there^s fomething more to 
be faid before you and I part. Have you the Confcience 
to let yoar Friend launcA into the Sea of Matrimony 
alone ? 

EmiL To chufe. Sir j for if the Voyage prove daa- 
gerODS, one at a Time is enough to be lofi. 

Clar, Would you have her furrender upon the fird 
Summons, Captain ? You mult expedl fome Fatigue in 
Love, as well as War ; the little Difquiet of Hopes and 
Fears do but enhance the Value ,of a MiHrefs, when 
gain'd ! Soldiers and Knight- Errants ihou'd court Dan- 
ger, and defpife an Enterprize that had no DifEculty 
m it. 

BelL Ay, Madam, if I had but the Hopes of a Car- 
naval after this Lent, ^twould be a fufficient Recom- 
pence ; but Expeflatioii and Uncertainty is the worft 
Food in the World for a Fellow of my ConiHtution. 

Col. Come, Madam, be generous ; you cannot have 
an honefter Fellow, Til fay that for him. 

BelL Lookye there, Madam, he'll vouch for me, if 
you don't think my own Word fufHcient. 

Emil, I (hall trail no Body's Judgment but my own, 
and that tells me you are too much a Libertine for a 
Hufband ; why, you have not the leaft Refemblance of 
a Lover. 

BelL No Refemblance ! Why I'm a perfeft Skeleton, 
do but fe^ how pale and wan I look ! my Taylor (hall 
fwear I am fall'n away fix Inches in the Waift, fince this 
Day Sevennight ; and if thefe be no Signs of being in 
Love, the Devil's in't; 

OmMesm 
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Omms^ Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

EmiL Very yiolent Symptomsi tnily. Have you 

any more of them. Sir f 

Beil. A Thoafand ; do but feel here the Palpitation 
of my Heart, the Irregularity of my Pulfe, the Emotion 

of my Brai n In fhori, my who]e Frame's difor- . 

derM ; and withoat immediate Help, Vm a dead Man— 
I'm qaite oat of Breath, I hope (he won^t put me to the 
£xpence of any more Lyes ; for certainly I have told 
enow to defervc any one Woman in Chriflendom, 

lAJide. 
EmiL Poor Gentleman ; Well ! if your Dtflemper con* 
tinues, I'll confult my Pillow for a Remedy. 

BelL Take me with 70a to that Study, Madam, the 
Sight df me there will vtry much improve your Under- 
ftanding% \Embrac%ng her, 

CoL ^oinc, I hope to fee thcc bleft as I am 
And now, my Fairefi, my whole fludy fhall be to make 
you happy. \Jo Clarinda. 

BelL Well, Madam, you had as good give me my 
Anfwer. 

EmiL Not till I fee the Event of your Plot upon my 
Uncle. [Exit. 

S^p* Come, come, ihe^s thine. Boy. 

For tbo* t^tfifft the Sex our Smt deny^ 
Prefs V/tt but Home and they nuill all comply • 

SCENE, Careful'j Houfe. 

• Careful film. 

Caref, Mercy upon me I What fhall I do ? Well, 

thou'rt right enoueh ferv'd, old Boy— Eh—— Pox of 
thy old doating Head. ^Beats his Head,'] Thou muft 
mariy for Revenge, muft thou*— —I am rcvetig*d with 
a Witnefs. 

Enter Bellmein. 

BelL Sir, yow Servant, I come. Sir, to do you a 

Piece of Service, if it be not too late; J[ heard juft now, 

G 2 that 
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that one Toper had lodged a Woinan^ under Pretence of 
a CoufiHy in your Houie. 

Care/, Oh Heaven ! Vm become the Town-Talk al- 
ready— — Well, Sir, akid what then ? 

£e/L She's a common Strumpet, Sir. . 

Care/l How> Sir ? Have a. Care what you fay* 

Be/L rU prove it. Sir; (he's of known Pra£Hce, the 
Cioaths flic wears are but her Quarters Sin s - She 

has no Lining but what (he firfl.oiFeads for. 

Care/. Oh ! I fweat. I fweat. 

BelL Sir, (he has known Men of all Nations, and 
lain by two Parts of the Map, J/rica, and Jnurica, . 

Care/ Oh, oh, oh, oh.' 

B^lt What ails you. Sir; are you not well ? 

Cars/ Oh undone, undone, I am married, Sirf 

BelL Nay then, Heaven help you — Why wouM yoa 
truft Toper ^ the debauchedeft Fellow in Town ; fhe was 
once his Miflrefs ; Money falling (hort, I fuppofe, he 
has topt her upon you, and is to be maintained out of 
your Bags. 

Caref, Oh, I have fettled all I have in the World 
upon her ! That damn'd Rafcal. Oh, that I could fee 
him ftrctch'd upon a. Rack now. Id give a thoufand 
Pounds for every Stretch that (hou'd but fhow him Hell, 
and then recal his fleeting Soul, and give him Strength 
to endure his Torment onen. Td have him as long a 
dying as a chop'd Eel. 

Enter two Footmen heating in a Frame 0/ a Figure wuitb a 
Curtain be/ore it. 

What have we here ? 

Footm, My Lady has fent your Wife a Prefent, Sir, 

Care/ Who is your Lady ? 

Foetm, My Lady Manlo^ve. 

Care/ Pray what is it ? 

Footm\ A Pifture for her Bed chamber. Sir. 

Care/ For her Bed-chamber? There are but one Sort 

of Piaures will pleafc my Wife there ^Pray draw 

back the Curtain. 

F&otm, My Lady charged that none fhou'd fee it but 
ypurWifc, Sir. 

Care/ 
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Caref, Say you fo. Sir j but I will fee it. [^r/wvj the 
Curtain and Toper comes out of the Frame,'] Hell ! and 
Damnation ! Are you there. Bawd, Pander, Sirrah ? 
lUl cot your Ears off. [Draws,. Bellmcin holds him. 

Bell, Hold, Sir, 1 mull prevent your running into fur- 
ther Mifchief s if you kifl him the £aw purfues you. 

Care/, The Law ? who wou*d fcruple hanging to be 
revengM on fuch a Dog— -Sirrah, you are a Villain.— 

Top. Sir, you are ruSc, and (houM be beaten ; can't a 
Man come in private, on Buiinefs to your Wife, but yo« 
jnuH be inquifirive ■ 

Enter Mrs, Plotwell. 

Caref, Why this is beyond Example ; Why do yoo 
hold me. Sir ? Z'death, I (hall be cuckolded before my 
Face. 

Top. Hof Are you come? I thought your Hu/baad, 
to keep you chafte, had (et a Guard of Konnchs over 
you. or (hnt you up in a RojiU, whe.ie no male Beaft 13 
pidlur'd; for i f.nj he is as jealous aiieaUy as iu\ Itatian, 

Plot, I wpnder. Sir, who Uccos'd ^y4^^ to pry, or fpV 
out my Friends that come to me in private ; it v/au'd ue 
more to your Reputation to troft to ray Management, 
than to be peeping ; but it Ihows your unbred Curiofuy, 
which i fhall corre^. 

Caref. Zounds ! This is beyond the SofCsrihg of a 
Saint ; jet me go and Fll flit hex, Nofe;— -Thou Woman 
double jftampt. 

iVe?/. You'll dare to break up Letter,s fliortly, and ejc- 
amihe iny Taylor whdi he brings home my Gown, left 
there be a Man in't. FU have you to know. Sir, FR 
have whom I pleafe; and in what Difguife 1 pleafe, and 
not have your Eyes, fo faucy, to peep, as if by Preven- 
tion, you meant to kill a fiafilifk. 

Caref Mercy' on irie ] I fhall lofe tny ^Underftand- 

ing- ' ' 

Plot. CoufihTp/Vrj 1*11 fetch you' the hundred Pound 

immediately. ' lEjvit, 

Caref A hundred found ! Oh, oh, oh. 
Bell. I vow. Sir, I am veiy much^ concerned at yoar 
' "G 3 ' - ' Misfortune ^ 
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MisfortQnc ; if I was in your Place, I'd take mj Dafigh* 
ter Home ; die Colonel is a Man of Honour* and will 
at lead fecore you from fuck Affronts as thefe. 

Care/. Ah poor Girl 1 But I have not a Farthing to 
give her — ' This damn*d Woman has got all. 

Bi/L Suppofe, I contrive a Way to null yonr Mar* 
riaee, wouM you forgive your Daughter ? 

Care/. With all mv Soul. 

Toper, What wouM you give for fuch a Projeft, ha ? 

Caref, As much as I'd give to fee you hang'd ' 
Which is all I am wort h 

Toper. HsL, ha» ha, well, you wou'd foxgive me too, 
won*d you not ? 

Care/. Ay, tho' thou hadH mnrder'd my Father, and 
debauched my Mother. 

Toper. Say you fo. Sir— Well, I'll be with you in an 
Inflant lExtt. 

Caref. But which Way will you do it. Sir ? 

Be//. Why you have not confummated yet, have yon ? 
, Care/ No, thank Heaven. 

BelJ. Well then, take yon no Care ; yon'U give your 
Daughter the fame Fortune you defign'd for the Fop 
Knight? 

CSire/. Ay, that I will, and $00/. more. 

Bel/. Come, in Lovers ; the Scene's chang'd. 

EMter Colokol, Ciarjnda, EmiUa ««/ Toper. 
Col. Yonr Btefling, Sir, [Keteels. 

CU^. And with it your Pardon. 
Caref, You have it, provided I get unmarried again. 
BeH. We'll now call for your Lady j Oh, here ihe 
comes. 

Enter Mrs, PlotweH. 

Care/. Zounds, I tremble at the Sight of her. 

FUi. You (han*t need. Sir ; for my rury is over ; 
I wi(h you Joy, Madam, and Sir, I here reftgn yon up 
your Settlement again. \Gives Hm Papers. 

Care/ How's this \ Ha, pray unfold this Myflery. 

Toper. Why, Sir, this is Mrs. Plotwell^ your Neigh- 
bour, who only pat on this Diiguife to be ferviceable to 

your 



A Soldier for the Ladies. 127 

your Daaghter.— -This honed Gentleman here, was 
the Parfon that coupled you. 

BeU, Now, Sir, I think, I have kept my Word with 
yon. 

Caref. Very well. 

Plot. Why, truly. Sir, being loth to fee this young 
Lady thrown away upon a Fool, when (he had the 
Profpedl ^ fuch a wonhy Match as Colonel Manly ^ I 
undertook to reduce you to your Reafon, and J don*t 
doubt but you'll own I have done you a Piece of Service^ 
in forcing you to exclude a Blockhead out of your Fa- 
mily, and in hi« Stead receive a Man of Senfe and 
Honour. 

CoL *Tis now. Madam, my Turn to pay my Acknow- 
ledgments for this unexpected Goednefs; inflrud me, 
jray, which VVay I may be grateful. 
' Plot, If I have done Good, it rewards itfelf ; and if 
&fr. Careful pleafes to pardon the Frolic, I fliall be 
over-paid. 

Caref. With all my Heart, V faith, the Frolic was a 
pretty Froli c N ow 'tis over. 

Sntir Sir ^TilUam Mode. 

Sir WilL I heard you was married, Mr. Canfil, I 
wilh you Joy. 

Caref. You are miftaken. Sir WilUam^ *tis my Dangh* 
ter that is married. 

Su- mil. Ha, the Colonel married to my Miftrefsi 

lAJidi. 

Gar. Sir William I defire aH Qaaxrds between you and 
1 may be cancePd. 

CoL Pray include me in that Treaty too. Sir William. 

Caref. Here has been ftrange juggling. Sir William^ 
I have been tricked out of my Con&nt, I hope you'll 
pardon me too. 

" Sir WilL I'm in fuch Confuiion, that I know not what 
to fay, but I muft (hew *em that Iny Soul's above an 
Affront, and that nothing can diibrder the Serenity of 
fiiy Temper. \^AJide^ Ay, we are all Friends, Gentle- 
men, and I forgive the Lady too, for (he has done more 
honeftly by me than mofl Women wou'd, (he has mar- 
G 4 ried 
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ried the Man (he lik'd, tho* *tis the Fafhioa to take the 
rich Hufband they don't like, and make a Friend o£ 
the Man they do. 

Om.. Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir IFilL One Thing I defire you'd make clear to me. 
Madam, which is, why did you give me Encouragement 
by your Woman ? 

Clar, I give you Encouragement by my Woman \ 
What do you mean ? 

Maid, I bee your Pardon, Madam, his Gold prevaird 
upon me, and 1 thought what I faid would fignify no- 
thing; I hope you will forgive me. 

Clar. Never : Out of my Doors, I fuppofe thro' your 
Management, Ogle was fo familiar with me too ■ 
Out of my Sight. [Exit Maid. 

Col Indeea, my Dear, I cannot intercede in her Be- 
lialf, fince thro' her Means my firH Sufpicion came, that 
made as both nneafy ; but as to Og/e, I fufficiendy re* 
▼eng'd your Quarrel ; for I^U engage he never fets up 
for a Beau again. 

Sir fFill. Confound your whole Sex, yonVe all not 
worth a Gentleman's Anger ; I'll to my Lodgings, and 
fend for the Muiic, and think no more of you nor Ma- 
trimony i if I, do, I'll give e'm Leave to ram me into 
an Hautboy and blow me out at the Holes ; impair my 
Vigour, lExif. . 

Om. Ha, ha, ha. 

Be//, Well, Madam, what fay yon ? Have you a Mind 
to fee me fwing to E/ixium in my Garters, and hear me 
fang about in a Ballad to a doleful new Tune, call'd. 
The Gentleman's Farewell to hb unkind Lady<«-^Or 
will you take Pity on me ? 

Emi/. Well, Sir, to prevent fuch fad Difafters, I don*t 
eare if I give you my Hand ; and as you deferve, 'my 
Heart fhall follow. - 

Be//, Ay, give me but the Body, and I'll warrant you: 
I'll get the reft. 

C^ef. Hey Day ! What a Wedding chopt up there 
too ( Well, I never fhall believe common Report again,^ 
That all Women arc Jacobites^ fince I find them fo readj 
towards the Soldier's Service to the Nation with their 
Perfons and Fortunes. 



A Soldier for the Ladies. 129 

^Emil. I wi(h every brave Man was rewarded according 
to his Merit, I'm certain Captain Bellmein dcferves more 
than I can give him. 

BelL Don't compliment your Hufband^ Madam, yoii 
don't know half my Dcferts yet. 

Care/, Brave Boys, brave Boys, 

Enter Sewant, 

Serv, Sir, here's the Mufic without come to congra- 
tulate your Marriage. 

Care/, Bid 'em come in, we'll have a Dance, 

[Here a Dance^ 

Tofer, Well, Gentlemen, I wHh yoa Joy, if there can 
be any fuch Thing in a Wife ; but for my Part, it fhaH 
always be my Ma:icim not to part with my Lib^-ty, till 
I can't help it ; What Bird would be confin'd in a Cage« 
when it can ikip from Tree to Tree ? Colonel, I'll come 
and take a Bottle with you by and by. [Exit, 

Ciar. Madam, you deferve our beft Thanks for this 
exemplary Piece of J udice; and, be a^red, yoK have 
laid an eternal Obligation on me. 

Plot, I am pleas'd that I have done you Service, and 
henceforth (hall devote myfelf to Virtue, and I hope 
Heaven will pardon the Follies of my pail Life* 

Col. Bleft in «ry Ltmey I enity no Mans Fate, 
Content alone is the true happy State, 



Plot, Virtue, thou ihining Jewel ef my Sex- 



Thou precious Thing, that none knows how to value as 
they oaght, while they enjoy k, bat like fpendthrift 
Heirs, when they have wailed all their Store, wou'd 
give the World they cou'd retrieve their loft Eftate : 
Therefore beware, you happy Maids, how yoo liften to 
the deluding Tongues of Men, 'tis only they have 
Power to betray you. 

Oh happy Jke^ that can /ecurely fay ^ 

Polly he gone, I ha^ve no Mind to Play, > 

*My Fame is clear ^ 1 ha*ve not^nn'd ta-day^ J 
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ACT L 

T^ Curtain dratos up, and difc(roers Hedlor in an Elhonu^^ 
Chair, juft luaking, ya-wning, 

He^or. 
me • nris broad DayTight ; Who the 
Devfl would ferve a Gamester ! 'Tis a 
corfed life, this that I lead. O, my dear 
Bed, how feldom do I vifit the,e ! When fhall: 
I be lapt in the Fold of thj^ Embraces, and 
fnore forth my Thanks ? I, that coold enjoy thee Four and 
Twenty Hours together, am grown a perfeft Stranger to 
th.y Clwihs; 1 My precious Mafter! Now, Ten to one, 
will he come Home with an empty Pocket; and then will 
he be confoundedly out of Humour! Then (han't I dare 
alk him for any Diimer. Thus am I robb'd of the /ot-^ 
ckiefefl Pleafures of nay Life, Eating and Sleeping, 



Enter Mrs, Favourite. 
Ghood-monow, Mbnfiew Hf^w: Where is your 



Fam. 
fweet Mafter \ 
UeB. Afleep. 
Fav% I maft fe« himl 



Hea. 
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'HiB. My Mafler fee$ ao bo^ wht tt fae^ aflecpi» 
JVn;. I muil fpeak with Un. 
Hr^. ladccd^ fweet Mrs. F ummi u, b«t vovLeflmicfir 
Fav. T'fbsw, 1 tdl you I inuft» aad wul fpeak with 

^4^. Widi who Child ? 

"TW. With who ? Why, yKnykFalen. 

He3. Heark'e, would you fpeak with my Mafter in 
propria Perfotut, or with his Kdure ? 

Fav. Leave Fooling, for I come not upon fo merry 
a MefTage as you imagine. 

He^. Why then, to be fenous, my Matter is not come 
in : He*s a Man of Buiuiefs» Child, and aeglefis his 
Eafe to follow that» 

Fanj, Yes, ye&^ ^ S"^^^ ^^^ Bufinefs ; he is at (baking 
hfl' Elbows over a Table, faying his Prayers backwards, 
courting the Dice like a Miilrefs, and cui^ng them when 
he is difappointed. . Between yon and I, Angelica knows 
his Extravagance ; and finding he breaks ^1 the Oaths 
he made againft Play, refolves to fee him no more. 
' He^, If he has loll his Money, this News will break 
his Heart. ' 

Fa^v. Tell him, that I fay he has deceived more Wo- 
men than he has played Games at Hazard ; and 

. fl?/ff. You /ay — Ay^ I find Donmtt, my Mafter*s 
lincle, has given you a retaining Fee : What fhould (i>e 
do widi that old Fellow i 

Fav, Ohf He's a Lpver ripe v^th Difcretion. 

Hi^, Ay, but Women generally love green Fntitbeft: 
b^fides, my Mailer's handfome. 

Fav, He handfome ! fiehc^d his Pi£bire joft as he*ll 
appear this Morning, with Arms arcrofs, down-caft 
Eyes, no Powder in his Perriwig, a Steenkirk tnck'd in 
tq hide the Dirt, Sword-knot untied, no Gloves, and 
Hands and Face as dirty as a Tinker. TJiis is the very 
Fieure of your beautiful MaHcr.. 

Ilea. The Jade has hit it. 
. Fav, And Pocket as empty as « Q^ln0t*s» 

' Hea. Hold, hold, this is Spite, mere Spite and bum* 
ing Envy. 

Fiev. Ay, 'tis no Matter for-t|ijiti IH take Care he 

ihan't 
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ft^'t dec^ye my Miftrefs: For fhe diat marries a 
Gamefter that plays upon the Square, as the Fool your 
Mafler does, can expedt nothing but an Alms-Houf'e for 
a Jointure. Once more I tell you, that DoranU has both 
Reafon and Fofuouriti of his Side. 

'He3. And we have Love on our Side; and Love 
never fails to conquer Reafon : For your Part, you are 
Lke the S^wi/s, take any Side for Pay. 

Fav. " Is not Fa/ere afham'd, the only Son of fuch a 
Faxnily, to leave his Father's Houfe, and fneak up and 
tlown in Lodgings. 

He^, You're mifi^cen, Mrs. FavouriUi he did not 
leave his Father's Houfe : But hb Father, who is as 
obftinate as the Devil, and as ill-natur'd as a Dutchman^ 
tarn'd him out. 

Faiv. He was a dutiful Child in the mean Time. Well, 
yon may take my Word^ he will have fmall Welcome at 
oar Houfe : I (hall let my Lady know he is a Gaming i 
fo fweet Mr. Heaory adieu. {ExtK 

He£t. Farewel, Mrs. Friperyi I am glad I know my 
Maker's Enemy however. Ho I Here ne comes. 

Enter Valcre, /« Di/orden -• 

Fal. Sirrah, what'» a Clock ? 

He3. It is'— in Troth, Sir, I have been op fo long, 
I have forgot. 

r«/, Away^ I am weaiy of your Fooleries. My- 
Night Gown, quick, quick. The Devil, the Devil . 

MeS. Ah! 1 find ^here about he is, he fwears be-, 
tween his Teeth, 

Fai. So hey r What, moft I wait all Day ? My Gown 

kere! \y9kre/iif'wa/haitottt, and He&.or Jiii/' 

fdkFwing him 'with the Gtfou/r.] 

He£i. 'Tis ready. Sir, 

VaL What a Dog am I ? I know I have no Luck, 
yet can't forbear playing. Oh, Fortune, Fortune \ But 
i9hy do I exclaim againft her ? 1*11 be even with her 
I warrant her, fhe has made me lofe, but I defy her to 
aiake me pay, for tiie Devil a Soufe have I. 

Ik&* Sir, Sir, pl«afe to put on your Gown, Sir. 

VaL 
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Fai. Get yoa to Bed^ yon Dog, and don't troixbfe 
me. 

Hea. With all my Heart, Sir. [^jr/>. 

[Valerc Jtts doFvm in the Arntd-Chair^ 

VaL I think I am fleepy. Death ! 'Tis impoflible to 
deep : \Rtfe$^ For I can no fooner {hut my Eyes, but 
metninks my evil Genius flings Am's Ace before me^ 
Why, HeSor, Sirrah j that Rogue deeps happy : Why^ 
Heaor, 

Hea, Sir — - VFrom the Bottom of the Stage unbutton J. 

VaL Sir — ^you Sot, are you never tir*d with fleeping f 

Hea. Tir'd — ^Why, Sir, I han't had Time to unbutton, 
' my Coat yet. 

VaL Was any Body here to aflc fof me f 

HeQ. Yes, Sir, Here was your Mufic-Mater, and your 
Dancing-Mafter. 

Vol, Ay, they want their Quarteridge, I fuppofe^ 

Hea, They'll call again. Sir. 

Vol. Then I'm not at home, Sir. 

Hea, Oh! I know that, Sir. But, Sir, here was a 
kind of a — kind of a (habby-look'd Fellow — He faid 
his Name was Cog£e : He'll call again too. 

FaL I know him not. None elle ? 

Hea. Yes, Sir, a Back-Friend of yours. Sir, may I 
be fo bold as to aik you one QuefUon i Do you love 
the charming Angelica ? 

FaL Love her ! I adore her T 

Hea. Ah! That's an ill Sign. Now do I know he 
has not a Penny in his Pocket. Ah, Sir, your Fob, like 
a Barometer, ihews the Temper of your Heart, as that 
does the Weather. 

Fal, Don't you imagine, whatever Faffioa I have for 
Play, that I have Power to forget that amiable Creature f' 

Hea, Ah, Sir, but if that amiable Creature ihouldL 
have banifti'd yoti 

FaL Impoflible! 
, Hea^ Talk not of Impofitbilities, good Sir, for perT 
Mrs. favourite is jud gone ; who, I findy** hates you, and- 
fwears her Lady has declared for your Uncle. Ah, 
Sir — ^what Ihe fays is not altogether falfe ; [Shaking hi^ 
Head] for notwithftanding you have fwora heartily to 

. jiftgelica 
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Angelica never to. play again, yoa do throw away a 
merry Main ; or fee. Sir 

Vol, Ceafe your Impertinence ; J give you Leave to 
Jeft upon my LolTes, but my Miftrefs touches my Hearc^ 
Sirrah. 

Hea. {^Afide.l Ah I Love*s Fever is always higheft 
when the Ca(h is at an Ebb. But, Sir, be not cad down, 
I have heard them fay, a new Paffion is the only Thing 
to cure an old one. There's the charming Widow cf 
my Lord IVealtJjy, her Sailer, richer than Jtigehcar^h)^, 
Sir f Had you biit made your Addrefles there. 

f^aL There! fhe is the only Woman I would avoid. 
She's a Coquet of the firft Rate ; addrei&s all, and care$ 
for none. How did (he tyrannize over my Friend Love' 
lueli before Ihe married my Lord, tho' he is a Gentle- 
man without Exception? and now fhe's playing the 
fame Game over again « for the good- nator'd Fellow is 
in Love ftill. 

He3, Truly, Sir, I believe the Fr«iri5 . Marquis will 
carry.it. 

FaL No, he is too much of her Tamper. Heark \ 
Who's there ? 

He3, A Dun, I warrant. , 

Fal. I am not within, Sirrah. 

Bea. Oh, Sir ! Your Father. 

Fal, Ah I That's worfe ; now will ie rail aa heartily 
againfl Gaming, as the Fanatich againfl Flays^ 

Enter Sir ThomzAVsiere, 

Sir Tlfo. What, what are you up ? This is not a 
Gamefler's Hour; or have you not been in Bed all 
Night? That's moft likely. 

Hea, [Afide,'] He's the Devil of a Guefler. Indeed 
my Mafter keeps as early Hours as any Maoj I'll fay 
that for him. 

Sir Tho. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah, or I (hall break 
your Head ; your Freedom will not pafs on me. 

Hea, Your moft humble Servant, Sir; I've don^. 
Sir, I've done. 

Sir Tho, I am come "to make the 1 aft Trial of you. 
Sir. Your Conrfe of Life is fo very fcandalous, tKat 

unkb 
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oplefs I fte a fpeedy and fincere Reformation^ I have 
refolv'd to difinherit you ; then try if what has ruin'd 
you/ will miuntain you : Bat, do you hear^ quit the 
Name of your Anceftors, who never yet pnoducM fuch 
a Profligate. The Eilate has not been re&rv*d fo long 
in the Family to be thrown away at Hazard. 

Hea. Short and pithy : We are in a hopeful Way. 

Vai, Sir, I have been revolving in my Mind all my 
AAs of FoHy, and am a(ham*d that I narbour'd theai 
fo long, and now am arm*d with manly Re(blutions i* 
fbrrive my paft Faults, and try my future ConduA. 

sir fh. If I could believe thee real, my Joys would 
be compleat. 

He3, Ah I I /moak the Defign ; a little Money is 
wanting. [Jjlde^ 

Fal, My cnxel Uncle, who never was a Friend to you, 
now endeavours to fupplant me in 4ngtUca\ Heart 5 
yon know I live but in her. 

SixTbo. I know your Love, and the only Thing I 
Kke in you : She*8 a virtuous Lady, and her Fortune^a 
large; *tis bafe, and mod unfit my Brother's Years, to 
bea)me your Rival. 

He^. Ah, Sir, if my Mafterlofes ho-, I dare fwear it 
will break his Heart. In my Confcience, I believe it is 
Love keeps him awake, and puts Gaming into his 
Head. 

Sir Tho, Well, Son, if you obtain her, I'll forgive 
your Fault, and pay your Debts once more, 

FaL Sir, I don't doubt it; but I'm a little out of 
Money at prefent. 
, Hea. Humph' 

VaL Money, Sir, is an Ingredient abfolutely neceflary 
in a Ldver : A Hundred Guineas would accomplifh my 
Defign. 
•' Hed. As I guefs'd. 

Sir Tho, At your old Trick again — No, no j I have 
bfeen too often co2en'd with your fair Promifes. 

FaL Try me this Time; lend me but Fifty. ' 
. SixTho. No. 

Fai. Twenty. 

Sir 
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SitTho. No. 

Pal, Ten. 

Sir Th€. No. 

He^. Hard-hearted 7^w. [4^^- 

Fai. Five, Sir; for I can't go without (bmc Money. 

Sir TJIfo. Not a Soafe from me. 

If^i?. One, Sir $ that we may dine ; for I am Aire 
xny Mafter has not a Groat, by his Humility. 

Sir Tho, No ; if you are hungry, go fling a merry 
Main for your Dinner. 

Ht3, Ah, Sir, I never was fo well bred : Befides, I 
hate trnfting to Chance for my Food, 

Sir T^. £ admire you have liv'd fo long with your 
Mafter then. Look ye, f^aUre, get you to Angelica ; out 
with your Unde, and you fhan't want Money, li) the 
mean Time, Sirrah, do yo« eet me a Lilt of his Debts ^ 

HeB. Yes, Sir— There's lome Hopes I may come in 
for my Wages: [^A/Ue^ 

FtUn Sir, I obey yon in tytry Thin g a nd fly to 
Angelica. Hearkye, Rafcal, get me fome Money, or 
I wiH cut your Ears oflF. [-^ to Heftor.] {Exit. 

HeB* Money ! Mercy on me ; where fliall I get it ? 
Well» I think I am bewitched to him. [Exit. 

Sir fho. If I can but reclaim mv Child, and match 
hisi to JhntUm^ I ihali date the nappieft Part of my 
Life from this Moment. 

ErUer Cogdie. 

Cog. ^, your moil: humble Servant; is not your 
Name^a/fTtf^ 

SirfT/^tf. It is. Sir. 

Cog, Sir, I eomc to offer you my bcft Service. 

Sir Thq. In what, pray Sir ^ 

€j>g. Sir I am Mafter of all Sorts of Games, and 
live by that noble Art My Name is Cogdie, caird by 
fome Count CttgMe, 

Sir r^^. He takes me for my Sonf Til humour it, 
and hear what the Rogue has to fay. {AJide,'\ Well, 
Sir, what then ? 

Cog. Hearing of your ill Fortune at Play, I came, out 
iiS p«rc Generofity, to teach you the Management of 
the Die. 

Sir 
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Sir Tho. The Management of the Die ; Why, is 
that to be taught ? 

Cog. O ? Ay, Sir; to learn to cog a Die nicely, re- 
C|iiires as good a Genius as the Stu/^ of the Mathema- 
tics. Now, Sir, here is yoor true Dice, a Man feldom 
fets any Thing by them : Here is your fake. Sir, 
cy, how they run. Now, Sir, thofe we generally 
call Doflors. 

Sir T^o. the Confumption rather. Mercy upon me ! 
, What IS our Wor|d come to f {jf/tdr. 

Cog. Come, throw a Main, Sir, then. PII inftruft 
you how to nick it ; he is very dull, 1 tell you^ Sir, 
in this Ag^, 'tis ne^fTary that Children learti to play 
before they learn to read. •• 

Sir Tho. I tell you. Sir, that I am amaz*d the Go- 
vernment never preferred you to the Pillory for yoar 
wonderous Skill. 

Cog. I £nd his ill Fortune has put him horribly out of 
Humour; I fay again, that learnrBg to- play is of more 
Ufe, than Fa^ La^ Mi, Soly or cutciog a Caper. 

Sir Tlo. Vl\ Fa, L^, Caper, you Dog j KnoW J am 
his Father, and hate Gaming, and all fuch Rafcals as 
you are. But ftay, I'll pay you yoor Wages for the 
Care you took of my Son. , 

Cog. Sir, yoor humble Servant, Sir, not a Penny, Sir. 

Sir Tbo. No, Sir, a Cane. 

Cog. Not in the leaft. Sir : J, I, I would not giv« 
you the Trouble by no Means, Sir. What a Sot was I, 
to miflake the Father for the Son. [ExU^nmag. 

Enter Hedlor rutming. 
Hea. O, Sirf Undone! Undone! Undone * 
Sir Tho. Undone ? when wert thou otherwife ? 
Hea. Ah, Sir, but my Mafter, my Mafter-^- • 
Sir 71)0. What of him f Surely he was given mc for 
aCurfe. ' • 

Hea. Ah, Sir! As niy Mafler was juft depping^into 
An^Uca\ Lodging, fo nicely dreft ; his Wig, I believe, 
had a Pound of Hair, and two Pound of Powder in it j 
he looked fo pretty, that had Ihe but fccn him, (he muft 
have lov'd him, tl\p' her Heart had been made of Brafs t 

But juft as he was ftcpping in — 

Sir 
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Sir Tbo, She ordered her Footm^in to (hut the Door 
upon him, I fappofe, hearing of his continaed Extrava- 
gance. 

He^, No, no. Sir, worfe than that ; a flovcnly filthy 
Fellow whipt his Sword from his Side, whilll another, 
as blaiF as a* Midnight Conflable, flapt him on the £ack 
with an Aft ion of Forty Pounds. ^ 

Sir Tbo, Ha ! And did Angelica fee it ? 

HeS, No, no, Sii;, we being cunning, wheedled 'cm 
to the Tavern ; and 'tis but giving 'em a lully Bottle, 
Sir, and I warrant we get it off for ten Guineas. 

Sir Tho. How's this, an Adion of Forty Pounds got 
off for Ten Guineas? 1 fufpeft a Trick — tome, fhew 
me the Way to this Tavern. 

HeB. What fhall I do now ? Sir, I, I^ I came in fuch 
Haft^ that I never thought to look up at the Sign. 

Sir Tho. Then you are likely to carry the Money, 
Sirrah ; Sirrah, this Sham won^t take ; the next Time, 
Rafcal, lay your Lies clofer. Rogue, {^laps himJ] [Exit. 

Hea, Ah HeaoTy Heaor ! Thou art no good Plotter, 
Well, I draw this Comfort from it, however, 1 Ihall 
never dread the Gallows for Plotting. 

Enter Valerc. 

FaL Well, I have over-4ieard all ; I thought what 
your Projedls would come to. 

He3. Why, Sir, the wifeft Men fomctimes fail ; and 
you muft own, that I ftudy as hard as a ftarving Poet 
for your Intereft : But if my Plots, like their Poetry, 
mifcarry, 'tis no Fault of mine. 

Val. You'll ftill be witty out of Seafon 5 but pr'ythee 
what's to be done now ? 

Hea, Oh, Sir I Yonder goes Mrs. Security^ who lent 
yott'once a Hundred Guineas upon your Diamond Ring 
that you loft at Play. 

Vol, I remember I gave her Fifty for the Ufe of it : 
But, however, call her in this Extremity, and bring up a 
Bottle of Sack with you. [Exit Hedlor.] Now tor the 
Art of Perfuaiion to fqueeze this old Spunge of fifty 
Guineas, that may make me Matter of a thoufand before 
Night. 

Enter 
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Enttr Hedor and Mrt. Secunty. 

Vol. Mrs. Security, gpod-morrow. 
Mrs. Sec. Mr. f^aJere, your very humble Searant. 
Fal. A Chair there, quicldy. Mrs. Security^ let as 
renew our old Acqaaintaace, and cement it with st 
Glafs of Sack. 

Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Mr. Falere! I qerm' drink ia 
a Morning. 

' Fal. What, not a Glafs of Sack ? Come» Heasr, 
fill. My Service to you. 
Mrs. Sec. Pray, yoang Man, give me but a little. 
Fal. Fill it up, I fay. 

Mrs. Sec. Oh ! dear Sir! Your Health. [Drinks hoi/. 
Fal. What, my Health by Halves ? TU not bait you a 
Drop. 

• Mrs. Sec. Well, I profcfs it will be too flxong for 
Die. 

Fal. Heaor, does not Mrs. Security look very hand- 
fome ? 

'He^. Truly, Sir, I think flie grows younger and 
younger. 
Mrs. Sec. Away, you make me bla(h. 
HeB. Ah! She'll have another Hufband» I fee by 
thofc Roguifti Eyes. 

Mrs. Sec. Fie, iiQ^ Mr. HeSor ; thefe Eyes have done 

npthing but wept iince my good Hufband Zskiel Security, 

died ; and the more, becaufe he died fuddenly. [JFeeps. 

Hea. Suddenly ! Good lack ! Good lack ! It e'en 

makes me weep to think on't. 

Mrs. Sec. He died in his Vocation juft fealing a 
Bond. 

FaU Ah ! Would thou wert with lum, io I had a little 
of thy Money. {Afide.'\ Hedor, fill t'other Glafs to Mrs. 
Security to wa(h away Sorrow. 

Mrs. Secm O, dear Sir, I thank you for yonr Civility ; 
and you (hall find me always ready to ferve you. 

Fal. I do believe you Mrs. Security, and have Occafion 
to try your Kindnefs. 
Hed, Ay, my Maftcr pitched upon you. 

Sec. 
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Sic, He knows he may command me. 

Val, I would borrow fifc^ Guineas, Mrs. Security, 
which (hall be repaid—- 

' Sec, I don^t doubt it. Sir, in the lead ; for yoa know 
my Way — A Pledge — If it be not quite double the Va- 
lue« J won^t ftai\^ with a Friend : and it ihail be ad fafe 
asmy Eyes, that I aiTure you. 

Fa/, Humph ! 

HciSf. Ah, Duce on't, here's the Sack loft. 

Sec. You had your Ring agaip* Mr. Falire: And I 
hope vou don't miftruft me now. 

FaL Miftruft you? No, no. Madam. lUdor^ fetch 
Mrs. Security a Pledge. 

He3. A Pledge, Sir ? Blefs me ! What does he mean 
now ? A Pen and Ink, Sir? 

Fa/, Ay, ay, Mrs. Security (hall have my Note. 
. He^, As good as any Pledge in Ertgiand, 

Sec. It may be fo— But I promifed good Zel^el to be 
wary of the Money he left me : Yea, and I will be very 
wary. 

EeS, And ytxy wicked — 

FaL Refufe my Note ! I fcorn your Money. 

He9, I'd have you to know, my Mailer's Note is as 
good as a Banker's — fometimes, when the Dice run 
well. [Jfide. ' 

Sec. Nay, if you are angry for my fair Dealing, good- 
morrow to you. 

He9, O, Impudence!. She cajls Cent per Cent, fair 
Dealing — Go thy Ways, but take my Curfe along with 
thee. May fome Town-Sharper perfuade that fandlify'd 
Face into Matrimony^ and in one Night empty all thy 
Bags at Hazard. 

Sec. Your Wiflies hurt not me, ill-manner'd Fellow. 
I'd have you to know, if I would marry again, I could 
have a — 

Fa/. Nay, nay, Miftrefs, if we muft have none of 
your Money, let's have hone of your Impertinence. 

HeS, Be gone, be gone. Woman, be gone. 



[Pulses /jer of. 
aiud 



Fal, Oh f Deep Refl^dion — ^would I could avoid thee : 
To become the bcoS* of mercenary Wretches^— And thro* 

my 
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my own Mifmanagcment, reduc'd to bafe Neceffity. 
Oh, Angeiieaf Vl\ caft a real Penitent beneath thy 
feet. 

And if once mora thy Pardon 2 obtain^ 

Love in my Heart fiall the fole Monarch reign ^ 

The End of the FxRST Act. , 



ACT IL 

Enter Angelica and Favourite. 

Jng. A FTER all his folemn Promifes to quit that 
2!\^ fcandalous Vice, when he can hold my Love 
upon no other Terms, does he ftill purfue that certain. 
Ruin to his Fame and Fortune ? Hut I refolve to banifh 
him my Heart, which he has juflly loft by his perfidious 
Dealing. I feel, I feel ray Liberty return j and I charge 
thee. Favourite, fpeak of him no more. 

Fav, No, no, Madam, fear not me; I hate him for 
your Sake, Madam : Was he like his Uncle ; there's 
the Man for my Money. 

Ang. Bccaufe you have a large Share of his, I fup- 
pofe : Old Men muft bribe high. Name neither to me, 
1 hate Mankind. [Exit Favourite, 

Enter Laefy Wealthy. 

L. Weal. Well faid, Sifter; I hate Mankind too, and 
yet the Fellows will follow me ; but who is the Maii that 
has put you out of Conceit with the whole Sex ? Valerc ? 

Ang, The fa'ne ; no other had ever Power to (hock 

my Quiet Nor (hall he ; for this Moment I'll 'razp 

him from my Thoughts. 

L. WeaL If (he holds her Refolution, T am happy. 
X^Afide.'l That Tafk. may prove more difficult than you 
imagine. Sifter. Come, come, this is a Flight of fuddea 
Paifion, that would fi^ upon the Sight oiValtre. 

Ang. 
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Ang, You miilake. Sifter, my Refentment is grounded 
ttpon Reafon. 

L. IFeal, I know he has given you Caufe enough : 
But Love is blind ; had a Man nfedme fo, I fhould have 
fttfpedled his Reality fooner. 

Jng. Why, do you thinlc he loves me not ? 

L. Weal. It looks with fuch a Face — 

jing. Why then did he take Pains to be reconcil'd ? 

L. WeaL Gallantry, mere Gallantry ; and Ae that 
cannot diilinguifh. often miftakes it for a real Amour. 
Ah, Angelica ! You are but a Novice yet, and don't 
underftand the Beau- Monde. A Woman Ihould always 
fpeak more than (he thinks, and think more than fiiff 
writes, or (he'll ne'er be upon the Square with Men. 

Ang. I fhdl neither write nor Ipeak to any of 'em 
for the future, I aflure you. 

L. WeaL And de you pofitively think you could re^ft 
Valerey if he fhould come in this Minute ? 

Ang. I do, pofitively. - 

L. WeaL What, in his moft moving Air ? For you 
know he is Matter of a falfe infinuating Tongue : Should 
he, I fay, throw himfelf at your Feet in a Tone of 
Tragedy ; cry, Forgive me, Angelica^ or kill me if you 
pleafe ; Y\\ not oppofe the Blow, nor ftrive to fave my 
Life by one poor Word — I love you, and only j^u : 
jDocs not your Soul tell you fo in my Behalf? Will you 
not anfwer me ? Then rifing from his Knees, Will then, 
fays he. Nothing but my Death wipe out my Fault ? 
Give it me then, cruel Fair ; for now to live is Pain* 
If I have loft you, I have loft all that's worth my 
Care. Then offers to draw his Sword ; at Sight of 
which you are melted into Pity, and once again be- 
ti*ay'd. Is not this true, Angelica ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang, I confefs I have too often been deceived — but now 
he (hall find I am upon my Guard-— and were he the only 
one remaining of his Sex, I would not — if I know my 
Heart — marry him. 

L. WeaL I'm. pleas'd io hear your Refolution ; and 
doubly pleas'd to find you Miftrefs of your Paffion — 
'Tis a Point of Wifdom to calliier fuch Follies as blind 
oar Senfe, and make our Judgment err. 

Vol. I, H Ang. 
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Jlng, 'Tis very true. 

L. Ifeal, Believe me Sifter— I had rather fee you 
married to Age, Avarice, or a Fool— than to VaUre, — 
for can there be a greater Misfortune than to marry a 
Gamefter ? 

Ang, I know *tis the high Road to Beggary. 

L. Weal, And your Fortune being all ready Money 
will be thrown ofFwith Expedition— Were it as mine is 
indeed — But are you fure your Heart is difengaged ? 

Ang, Why, do you doubt it ? 

L. WeaL I have a Reafon, Sifter, that when yoa 
have fatisfy'd me you fhall know. 

Ang. Then be fatisfy'd — I will never fee him more 
—Now the Secret. 

L, Weal. Why, then know I love him. 

Ang. How! You! 

L. Weal Yes, I ; where's the Wonder ? 

Ang. You that advis*d againft the Gamefter. 

L. Weal. That was for your Good, Sifter Our 

Circumftances are different — My Eftate's intail'd enough 
to fupply his Riots, and why (hould I not beftow it 
upon the Man I like ? 

Ang. What in that Mourning Weed refolv'd on Ma- 
trimony, and is your Lord forgot already — Did I take 
fuch Pains in rubbing your Temples, whilft Favottrite 
apply'd the H^rts-horn to your Nofe, when the fainting 
Fits came thicker and thicker, and was it all but At^ 
fedlation — And docs your dead Hufband's Pidurc, that 
^angles at your Watch there> ferve only to put yoa in 
Mind of another ? 

L. Weal. And whcre's the Crime — I lov'd him li- 
ving as much as any Wife," or rather more; and did 
what Decency required when he died— But being free, 
I'm free to chufe. 

An£> Then who fo fit as Lovenvell for your Choice, 
whoie honourable Love has long purfu'd you. 

L. Weal. You are not to direct my Inclination. 

Ang. Nor you mine — Favourite ^ [Enter Favourite.] if 
Falere comes, I \vill fee him— That Good you have 
done. Sifter, 

Fav4 
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TiKi. See him. Madam! J - , . ,_ 

L. IT/?^. Ay, fee him, if thou wilt, but to little Pur- 
pofe — I doubt not his Return, when once be finds £)i. 
couragement, 'tis his Awe has kept him iilent, not that 
I care much for him neither ; but it is the greateft Mor- 
tification in Nature to. fee a handfomc Fellow make 
Love to another before one's Face. [^E»ter Footman. 

Fcotm. Madam, the Marquis of Hazard to wait oa 
your Honour. 

L. Weal Pugh, that Fool. \_Enter Marquis. 

Marq, Hey, let my three Footmen wait with my 
Chair there — the Rafcals have come fuch a high Trot — 

they've jolted me worfc than a Hackney Coach— 

and I'm in as much Diforder — as if I had not been 
drefs'd to Day — Pardon ipe. Madam, I took the Liberty 
to adjuft myfelf, e'er I approached yoiu 

L. WeaL You are the exad Mode of Drcfs — but 
Monfieur Marquifs^ methinks you are grown perfeft in 
our Tongue. 

Marq, The Value I have for the Englijh Ladies, made 

me take particular Pains in the Study Duce on*t, I 

fball be difcover'd, if I ibrget my French Tone— ^^, 
Madam^ Vans farle% Francois mieux queje fork PJngbis, 

L. Weal. Ah, Point de tout Monfieur. 

Marq. But there's no Language like the Eyes^ Ma- 
'dam'-^and Tours would y^/ the H^orld on Fire. 

L. WeaL O, Gallant. 

Marqtds fings to the Widow, 

tN tvain Tou fable Weeds put on, 
•* Clauds cannot long eclipfe the Sun j 
Nature has placed you in a Sphere, 
^0 gi've us Day 'light all the Year^ 

'Tis 'wellfor thofe 

O/Cupid'j F(5w, 
Jhat y6ur Beauties thusjhrouded lie % 

For <when that Night 

Puts on the Light ^ 
What Crouds 0/ martyr d Slaves nvill die f 

H 2 SiNos 
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Sings to the Gamefter, when he has won Money. 

TDAIR Celia, fie is nice and coy, 
■* While fie bold the lucky Lure i 
Her Repartees are Pi/b and Fie^ 
And you in vain furfue her* 

Stay but till her Hand is out. 

And fie become your Debtor , 
Addrejs her then, and woithout Doubt ^ 

You II /feed a great deal better » 

It is the only Way 

When Jhe has lofi at Play, 

To purchafe the courted Favour, 

Forgive her the Score ^ 

And offer her more^ 

Til lay my Life you have her, 

Marq, I had like to have fought lail Night, for af- 
ferting your Prerogative of Beauty. 

L, WeaL With whom pray ? 

Marq, With Valere, whole continual Toaft was your 
Sifter ; I muft confefs it has given me a pafiionate Deiire 
of feeing her, that I may hereafter with greater Aifu- 
' ranee maintain your Caufe. 

L. WeaL What would the Fellow have me introduce 
him — My Caufe don't want your Sword. 

Marq. She's jealous already ; if my Footmen obferve 
my Orders, ihell fecure me here for Fear of lofing the 
Prize. {^Afide. 

L. WeaU This Fool's doubly my Averfion — now 
he has nam'd my Sifter, Would I were rid of him. 

Marq, Has your Ladyfliip play'd at Court this Winter? 

L. Weal, in my Weeds ? 

Marq, I afk your Pardon, Madam> but that Beauty 
and Gaiety nothing can eclipfe. Who can look on you, 
and mind your Drefs ? 

L. Weal, That's well enough cxpreft — But nothing 
that he fays can pleafe nxe now. « 

Enter 
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Enter Footman^ and gives a Letter, 

Footm. A Footman in Green^ Monfieur. waits for an 
Anfwer. [^Exit. Footman* 

Marg, Is this a Time ? Let him wait at the Chocolate^ 
Hoafe at St. James's an Hoar hence — Oh, Madam, 
did you know how I languifti for you ! 

L. JFeal, When did I give you Leave to make a 

Declaration of your Love Monfieur pray, read 

your Letter, and give the Lady an Anfwer. 

Mar^» I confefs it comes from a Lad y b at i f 

Enter another Footman. 

Footm, My Lady Gamewell has fent three Times for 
you, and will not begin to play till you come. 

Marq. AUt% Vous en Coqui n Let her ftay. 

\Exit Footman^ 

L. Weal. Infolence ! what does the Fellow mean ? 

Marq, ^Tis the greateft Fatigue in Nature to hold a 
Correfpondence wim Impertinence-— but your Lady- 
ihip is the R«verfe of— - 

Enter another Footman, 

Footm, Sir, the Lady Amorous begs the Honour of your 
Company this Minute \ Sir Credulous is juft gone out of 
Town. 

Marq, L$ diahle f emporte-^oxJX of my Sight — Am I not 
engaged f 

L. PFeaL Engag'd ! Upon my Word you are not— • 
What Houfe is the Place you appoint to receive your 
Affignations in 

Marq, No^ upon my Honour, Madam ^but I pre- 

fame they have fearched the whole Town a nd fee- 
ing^ my Equipage at your Door, were fo audacious t<^ 
fend in their Meflage— but I'll turn away my Footmen 
for this Embarraflment. 

L. Weal, Pray, let not my Houfe be diftinguifli'd by 

you, nor- your Equipage for the future 1 am not to 

be us'd fo, (angerly.) Now for a fet and grave Face to 
put me more out of Humour, if poflible 

H 3 Enter 
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Eftfer Lovcwcll. 

Love., You fecm in Diforder, Madam— 

L, Wea/, Who can be otherwife, when People take 
Liberty beyond the Bounds of good Manners, 

Love, Who dares in my Lady Wealthy s Houfe ? 

, [Looking angerly at the Marquis. 

Marq, Upon my Soul, Sir, ihe takes it quite wrong. 
" Or file's— ^-confoundedly jealous. 

Love. Sir, I am pofitive that Lady cannot be in the 
wrong ; and read it in her Looks, your Abfence wou'd 
plcafe her 

Marf, Si r 

Love, No Words here. Sir — if you wou*d difpote 
it, ril meet you when, and where you pleaie 

Marq. Your moft humble Servant — [/« a lovo Voice*^ 
You (hail hear from me— —Hey, hey, who*s there f 
My Servants ■ ■ Madam, as your Ladyfhip faid« Tm 
not to be us*d thus— \Exit. 

L. Weal. Monfieu r ■ H e*s gone, I wou'd not lofci 
•he Fop neither 

Love, Gone Madam f fo you would have him, I 
fiippofe. 

L. Weal. You fuppofe \ how dare you fuppofe my 
Thoughts— —and who gave you this Privilege in my 
Houfe ? Shortly I fhall be wifli'd Joy ; for this is a Pre- 
rogative above a depending Lover. 

Love. I plead no Merit ; and my long fuccefslefs Love 
aflnres me I have no Power but I underflood — 

L. Weal. You underftood ! Ay, you always underfland 
wrong, Mr. Lovc<welL 

Love. I do confefs I wander in the Mazes and 

ftiH purfue a Brightnefs which I cannot fix— —To 
plea^ you has been my long and only Study ; witnefs 
the many Years of awful Servitude I paid your Virgin- 
beauty, and the Paiins I felt when I beheld you wedded 
to another : I could not bear the Sight, but In a cruel 
Banilhment pafs'd my unlucky Hours, till Fate in pity 
fet you free, but all in vain, for ftill my Portion is, 
Defpair. 
L. Weal. Nay, if you are running into that grav^ 

'Stuff 
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Stuff 1 mofl leave you, tho* in my own Houfc— for 

I have got the Spleen intolerably, and cannot endure it. 

X«v. No, Madam, I'll retire 1 love too much to 

difobey Only when you refledl on your admiring 

Slaves, think on my Fidelity. * [Exit, * 

L. U^eaL Thou art a poor conftant Fool, that's the 

Truth on't and thou haft Merit too, I'lJ fay that for 

thee ' but we Women don't always mind that ■ ' ■ 
Here comes the prefent Afcendant of my Hear t 

Enter Valere. 

F/iI, Ha, the Widow here— — ^now could I make her 
my Friend? Now for a ferious Face - and an He- 

roic Stile > Madam- 

L. PTeaL Sir 

fW. My Stars (hed their kindeft Influence to Day, 
and bleft me with the Opportunity of finding you alone 
»— Pity is elTential to the Fair, and oaght to oe extended' 
to thofe that fink beneath the Rigour of their Chains.-^ 

L. WeaL 'Tis the Diverfion of your Sex to complain ; 
I believe Mr. Fa/ere finds few barbarojis in ours 

FaL None more unfortunate in Love than I, and tho* 
my Heart is breaking, Tm forbid to tell my Pain. 

L. ff^eaL I hope 'ti$ to my Wi(h — It may be me he 
means, elfe why this Addrefs— She muft be very cruel, 
that^lets you figh without Return — — Is it in my Power, 
to affift you 

Fa/. Oh, Madam, All, All's in your Power— You 
rule my Fate 

L. TFeal, Then you (hall be happy 'tis fo ■ ■ 

Fal. On my Knees let me receive the Confirmation of 

your Promife and feal it here 

* [Kneels and kijjes her Hand». 

Enter Angelica. 

Jtfg, Ha ? kneeling to my Sifter, faithlefs Man^ 

Fal, There, Madam, there's the angry Brow, that 

darts Diftraftion to my Peace : Your Aid to clear that 

Storm is what I fu'd for- 



L. Weal, Infufferable ill Breeding 

Fal, Oh, Angelica I I caft me at your Feet. 

H 4 Jngn 
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Jng, No, back to mv Sifter's, there I found yon. 

F^al. Only to intercede to yo u 

L. Weal, Falfe, by my Honour^^ihe was making vio- 
lent Love ^I'll teize her however. 

^al. Making Love ; what does Ihe mean r 

jing. And you receiv'd it, I fuppofe. 

L. Weal. /You interrupted me, e'er I could give vay 
Anfwer. ■ 

Fal, Why, Madam, my Defign you know. 

L. Weat. Yes, yes, Mr. Valere^ I know your Defign-— 
I have not had fo many fighing, dying Lovers, but I can 
gucfs the Defign— 

VaL But mine was- 

L. Weal, Oh, ^t^ don't declare it here— You know 
my Sifter has a Paffion for you ■ and I wou'd not ty- 
rannize-^— 

Ang, 'Tis not in your Powe r 

VaL Oh, the Devil— Madam, I own 'tis an OfFence 
to a Lady of your Beauty and Merit, to make a Decla- 
ration or Love 

L. Weal, Not at all, Sir, ^when one likes the 

f erfon ^I'll confider on't ^but, hark'ee, 

do not deceive my Sifter too far, it may be dangerous. 

Ang, 'Tis not in your Power or his, to deceive 

me ; I fee thro' your (hallow Artifices, and deQ^ife it. 

L. Weal, Thofe that rely upon their own Judgment 

are fooncft caught. Sifter ^Remember, I have given 

you fair Warning \Exit, 

VaL I'm in amaze 

Ang, You need no t . I know my Sifter's De- 

fign— ——but that*s not my Quarrel to yo n 
C^ arret did I fay ? No, 1 am grown to a perfeA 

State of Indifference Quarrels may be reconciled 

but a Man that bafely breaks his Word, and for- 
feits Faith and Honour, is not worth our Anger, but 
deferves to be defpis'd. 

Vol. I do confefs I am a Wretch befow your Scorn ; 
I own my Faults and have no Refuge but your Mercy, ' 

Fa^, In the old Strain again— \^Afide. 

Val, If you abandon me, I'm loft for eve r ■ f or 
you, and only you, are Miftrefs of my Fate, 

Angi 
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Sig, Your daily Adions contradi^ your Word s 
and (hews I have no fuch Power in your Heart Did 

you not promife, nay, fwcar you'd never game again— 

Vid, I did, and for the perjur'd Crime merit your 
endlefs Hate, but you, in pity, may forgive me 
Oh, Angelica^ fee at your Feet an humble Penitent 
kneel, who, if not by your Goodnefs rais'd— — will 
grow for ever to his native Soil. 

Ang, You vvou'd be pardon'd only to offend again. 

VaL Never, never Here on this beauteous Hand 

I fwear, whofe Touch runs thrilling thro' vc^y Hear t 
and by thofe lovely Eyes that dart their Fire into my 
Soul, never to difoblige you more. 

Fa<v. That Oath hath done the Bufmefs, I fee by 
her Looks. \Aftde<, 

Ang. Rife Valere — • — I differ from my Sex in this, 
I wou'd not change where once I've given my Heart, if 

pofiible therefore refolve to make this laft Trial— 

bani(h your Play for Love, and reft fecurM of mine. 

VaL Oh, Tranfport f let me kifs thofe foft forgiving 
Lips, the Memory of whofe Sweetnefa ihall arm. me 
againft Temptation. 

Ten}. So now my old Man may go hang him- 

ftlf. yftde. 

VaL Could you but know the anxious Pains I felt, the 
jealous racking Cares that prey'd upon my Soul 
when I heard my Uncle was allow'd to tell his Suit— — 
you'd then have found how dear Valere had priz'd you.. 

Ang. What I did was to revenge your Falihood 
though Love's my Witnefs,. Dorante^ my Averfion— and 
let this Pvefent (hew who 'tis that reigns triumphant in 
my Heart. 

Vol. Your PLfture \ Qh, give it me, that in the Ah- 

fencfi of the dear Original I may feaft my Eyes on 

that. 

Jmp. But mark, Valere^ the Injun<flion I (hall lay ; 

whillt you keep fafe this Pidure, my Heart is yours 

but if thro' Avarice, Carelefsnefs,.or Falihood, you ever 
part with it, you lofe me from that Moment. 

{Gi'ves him_ the Pi£2urt- 

VaL I agree i and when I do, {KiJ/tng it,\ except to 
H 5 yourfelftr 
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yourfelfy may all the Curfes rank'd with your Difdaiir^ 

purfae me ^This, when I look on*t, will correft 

my Folly, and ftrike a facFcd Awe upon my Aflions- — 

Fttv. 'Tis worth two hundred Pounds, a good Move- 
able when Cafh runs low, \^AJide, 

Ang, Well, I am convincM, let a Woman make what 

Refoiutions {he will, wheA alone ^the Sight of her 

Lover will break 'em. 

Fa.'v, Madam, Mr. Dorante is coming up. 

Ang, I'll not be feen. Adieu. \Fxit^ 

Fai, My charming Love, adieu ^Take Gare ta 

welcome your Benefactor, Mrs. Farjouritei he's a Lover 
ripe with Difcretion^ Ha, ha, ha. 

Enter Dorante. 
Your Servant, Uncle, Ha, ha, ha- 



l^HoUs up the Figure to his No/e.} Exif, 

Dor, This young Rake's Prcfence bodes me no Good, 

1 fear. Mrs. Fcrjourite^ your Servant ^Is your Lady^ 

to be fpoke with ? 

Fav, I doubt not. Sit.- ■ I don't know what ihe 
3S ■ I'm fure I'm almoil wild; our Bnfinefs is all 
fpoil'd ■ ■ V alere is reconcil'd again. 

Dor, Ah, that infinuating young Dog. 

Fav, She has juft now given him her Picture fet 
round with Diamonds. 

Dor, I thought, indeed, fomething fparkled in my 
Eyes But what's to be done ? 

Fav. I know not — He has promis'd her to play 

110 more ; if he keeps his Word we have no Hopes j 
but if he breaks it, as I doubt not but he will. Pride and 

Revenge may work her to our Ends You may be 

certain. Sir, 111 let flip no Opportunity to fervc you. 

*Dor. I do believe it and to encourage you to 

believe me grateful accept of this Ring. 

, Fa^j, Oh, dear Sir, you are too generou s - I don't 
merit it— —Pray excufe me— — 

Dor, Nay, I will not be deny'd. 

Fa<v. Well, Sir, fmce you will have it ib— -I'll not 

fail to move your Suit I'll do my beft Endeavours, 

I'll affure you ; Write, Sir, write, and V\l deliver the 
Lette r - > i then let me alone to back ic» 

Ditr.. 
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Dor» "^OQ muft urge the Largenefs of my Fortune— 
tlie Steadinefs of my Temper ; and withal tell her, 1 am 
not above Two and Forty-^ 1 was grey at Thirty. ^ , 

Fav, I warrant you, Sir Be fure you exclaim 

againil your Nephew's Gaming. 

Dor. Ay, ay, Til go write it this Moment— —and 
fend it prefently. 

Fav, rU be in the Way to receive it. [^Exeimt federally <, 

SCENE changes to Sir Thomas ValereV 
Houfe. 

Enter Sir Thomas and Meftor, tvith Papers, 

HeSi. Sir, I have brought you a compleat Account 
of the Debts of my Mafter — 1 think I have not forgot 
one Farthing ; for, if I miflake not, you defired to 
know 'em all. Sir 

Sir 7hoi Ay, ay, come read 'em over. 

He^. That I will. Sir, in two Words— —A true Lift 
of the Debts of Mr. j^ames Valere, which was by him 
contra£led within the City of London, and Liberty of 
Weftmtnjiery which his Father, Sir Thomas Valere, has 
promifed to difcharge. 

SirT^^. If I difcharge them, or not, is nat your Ba- 
finefs Go on 

Heci. 'Tis my Defign, Sir. In the firft Place then— 
Item, Due to Richard Scrape^ Fifty-five Pounds, Nine 

Shillings and Ten-pence Half- penny for Five Years 

Wages and Money difburs'd for Neceflaries. 

Sir Tho. Richard Scrape j who's he ? 

He3, Your moft humble Servant, Sir. [Bo^f^ 

Sir Tho. You, why is not your Name HeSior ? 

Hect. Ay, Sir, that is my Name de No<vo ■ My 
Mafter thought Richard (ounded too clumfy for a Gentle- 
man's Valet, and a Gamefter So Sir, he gave me the 

Name of He^or from the Knave of Diamonds, 

Sir Tho. A very pretty Nam e I admire he don't 
call his Miftrcfs Pa/ins from the Queen. of Spader- 
But how came you fo rich. Sirrah, to be able to lend 
your Mafter Money ? 

HeSf, Why when the Dice has run well, my Mafter 
would now and then tip me a Guinea, Sir. 

H6 &nn9. 
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Sir T/jo. And fo you fupply'd him, when he wasted, 
Vith his own Money ; Oh, iixtravagance ! 

He^, 'Tis what many an honeft Gentleman is drove 
to fometimes. Sir. 

Sit 7^/3, More Shame for *em — Go on 

Ile^, Sccbniffy, Sir, here is due to Jertwf Aaron^ Ufe- 
rer by Profeffion, and Jew by Religion. 

Sir 7ho. Never trouble younelf about that, I Ihall pajr 
no Ufurer's Debts, I afTure you. 

He^. Then, Sir,, here's two hundred Guineas loft to 
jny Lord Lo*vegame, upon Honoar. 

Sir Tbo. That's another Debt I Ihall not pay. 

HeSi. How, not pay it. Sir, — ^Why,' Sir, among Gen- 
tlemen, that Debt is look'd upon the moft joft of any : 
You may cheat Widows, Orphans, Tradefmen, without 

a Blufh but a Debt of Honour, Sir, muft be paid — 

I could name you fome Noblemen that pay no Body— — 
yet a Debt of Honour, Sir, is as fure as their ready 
Money. • 

Sir Tbo, He that makes no Confcience of wronging 

tlie Man Whofe Goods have been delivered for 

his Ufc, can have no Pretence to Honour what* 

ever Titfe he may wear But to the next, 

' Hea. Here is the Taylor's Bill the Milliner's^ 

Hofier's, Shoemaker^s, Tavern, and Eating-houfc, ia 
all 300/, 

Sir Tho, A fine Sum, truly. 

Hea. Ah, Sir, I have not nam'd the Barber, Perriwig- 
maker and Perfumer, which is a 100/. mor e- Be- 

fides, he is in Arrears to Mademoifelle Margaret de /a: 
Plants lately arriv'd from France^ with whom he cove- 
nanted for four Guineas a Week. 

Sir Tho, For four Guineas a Week, for what ? 

Hect. Oh, Sir, pardon me there, I never betray the 
Secrets of my Matter. 

Sir Thor Four Guineas a Week ! 

Hect. Ay, Sir, and very cheap, coniidering he made 
his Bargain in the Winter— and truly I don't know but 
the Woman loft by it. 

Sir 7ho. You don' t' T ake that. Sirrah 



You Ihan't lofe by it, however — Go, Rafcal^ pay you^ 
[Wholes and Debts of Honour out of that, 

Hect. 



7:&^ GAMESTER. 157 

H£ct. Ay, Sir, thcyll never take this Money of me ; 
if you pleafe. Sir, I'll fend 'cm to your Levee, and yo« 
may pay 'em yourfclf. 

Slrfio, Sirrah, I (hall break your Head Go 

get you to the Rake your Mafter ; play, hang, or ftarve 

together, I care not Debts, with a Pox ; Gaming^ 

Drinking^ IVench'mg^ rare Debts to bring into a Court of 

Chancer y Y ou, O Lud, O Lud, O Lud 

Bring me fuch a Bill of Debts, Rogue : Mercy on me, 

^at there can be fuch Impudence in the World O, 

I have much ado to forbear the e M e fach a Bill 

of Debts l^Exif. 

Hect. So, our Affairs go backwards, I find. Honeft 
Kchard^ Patience, I fay ; go feel^ thy Mafter out. 

Fortune may change, and give a lucky Main : 
jind lubat undid us, fet us up again. 



ACT III. 

He£lor, folus. 
Hect, \7[ /Here can my Mafter be now— —I ihould 

VV fufpeft he were at Play but that I know 

he has no Mone y - Sure this old Dad of his will open 
his Purfe- Strings once more, if he's reconcird to Ang^ 
lica : 1 long to know what Succefs he meets with, ■ 
O, here he comes—— 

[Enter Valerc <tvith his Hat under his Arm^ 
full of Money y he counting it 
I waited on your Father, according to Order, Sir, with a 
Lift of your Debts and the generous old Gentle- 

man — I thank him, gave me more than I expelled— 

Hey-day, he minds me not ^Ah, I doubt we are all 

Untwifted No Hopes of A/^elica 

Fal. Five hundred fifty-feven Guineas and a half, 
Hea. Ha ! What do I fee ! The Plate Fleet's arJ 

riv'd By what Miracle fell thefe Galleons into our 

Power— I hope, Sir, iince Fortune has been fo kind— ^ 

f'al. 
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VaL A Curfc of ill Lock — [Sf amps'] Had I but 
held in the laft Hand, I ihould have had 300 Guineas 
more of my Lord Duke's— befides what I betted. 

[ti'a/h about. 

He^. I am overjoy'd, Sir, at your good Fortune- 
But as I was faying. Sir 

VaL But hold, my Lord Lnfegame owes mc 200 
upon Honour : Tis pretty well — I have not made 
an ill Morning's Work on't. 

HeS» There's no fpeaking to him 

Vol. Ah! there's no Mufic like the Chink of Gold-^ 
By Jo^'e this Sound is fweeter in my Ear — than all the 

Margarettds in Europe Hal HeSfor^ where come 

you from. Sirrah ? 

HeSi, Came, Sir — Why I was here before you — But 
Fortune's golden Mift conceal'd me from your Sight- 
Sir, I congratulate your good Succefs— But how ! 

Fal, Ay, 'tis Succefs, indeed, if thou knew'ft all— 
Honeft yack Sharper lent me Five Guineas, to pay him 
7>» if Luck run on my Side. I have difcharg'd my 
Promife and brought off a Tboujand clear. 

HeQ, Huzza-— Why, you're a made Man ! 

Vol. And we meet again at Five, where I defign to 
win a Thoufand more, Boy. 

HeB. Ay, but if you'fhould lofe all back. Sir. 

VaL Impoffible. This is a lucky Day — Angelica and 

I are reconcil'd my Faults forgiven, and all my 

Wilhes crown'd; HeBor, [Shewing the ?iBure. 

Hea. Blefs my Eye-fight— A Piaurc fet with Dia- 
monds — Nay then, Hedor, chear up — for now the 
bad Times will mend. [Sings,] Why now a Fig for 
, your Father's Kindnefs ; you are able to pay your Debts 
yourfelf. Sir 

VaL A Pox on thee for naming 'em —Thou haft 
given me the Spleen — Pay my Debts, quotha— -The 
Bare Word is enough to turn all my Luck. 

HeSi. Say you fo. Sir! Is paying Debts unlucky then ? 

VaL Ay, certainly ; the moft unlucky Thing in the 
World. 

HeSi, Humph — I now find the Reafon why Quality 
hate to pay their Debts— -A dnce on't, I wifh I had 

knowa 
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known as much this Morning, I would not have paid 

the Cobler for heel- piecing my Shoes For aught 

I know It naay be a Guinea out of my Way ; for tny 
Ma^er xloes not ufe to be fo flow Sir, now you 

are in Stock, Sir, if you pleafe to put my Wagei into my 
Hands i t fhall be vtry fafc in Bank againft^ou 

want it. 

Fa/. The Devil's in the Fellow— Speak one Word 
more of paying Debts, Sirra h a nd ril cut your Ear* 

off 1 ihafl have no Occafion to borrow — and my 

Father will pay your Debt among the reft — 

ffe^. He won't pay a Soufe, Sir He broke my 

Head at the very^ight of the Lift 

Fa/, Ay, that was in his Pafiion — ^There's a Plaifter 
for that Wound— [Gives him a Guinea^ 

Hea, Sir, your moft humble Servant 1 find we 

middling People are out of the Quality's Latitude—*- 
Paying Debts arc only unlucky to Gendemen — Sir, 
pray. Sir, give ine Leave to offer one Thing to your fe. 
rious Confideration. 

VaL I bar Debts. 

Hea. Not a Word of that. Sir. 

VaL Out with it then. 

BtB. That you'd lay by 500/. of that Money againft 
a Rainy Day. 

Val, But fuppofe I fiiould have more fet me than I 
can anfwer. 

Hea, 'Tis but fending for it at worft. Sir. 

Vol, So bai^lk my Hand in the mean Time— and 
lofe the winning of a Thoufand — No, no j there's 
nothing like ready Money to nick Fortune. 

HeS, Ah, Sir, but you know flie has often jilted 
you ; and would it not be better to have a little Pocket- 
money fecure— Put by 200 Sir. ' 

Vol. Well ril confider on't Ha! fee who 

knocks. 

Hea. A Dun, I warrant. 

VaL I have not a Farthing of Money, remember that^ 
Sinah — [Puts up his Money hajiily: 

Hea. Lying, is a thriving Vocation. 

Eftfer 
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E»fer Galloon, a Toy/or, and Mrs, Topknot, a Milliner. 

Vol. Ha ! Good-morrow to you— —Good -morrow 
to you Mrs. Topknot: Mrs. Topknot^ you are a great 
Stranger ; why don't you call and fee me fometimes ? 

Mrs. Topk, Indeed, Sir, 1 call very often— tho' I have 
not had the good Fortune to fee you — for you was iliU 
aileep, or gone abroad. 

VaL I am forry it fell out fo. Well, have you brought 
your Bill ? 

Mrs. Tofk, Yes, Sir. [Gives him her BilLI I hope 
you lik'd your lall Linen, Sir. 

Val Very well. 

GaL Sir, I beg the Favour of you — 

lle^^ I muH not let two faflen upon him at once— 
Mr. Galloon^ a Word with you— You always make my 
Cloaths, too little for me. 

Gcd, I am forry for that, 

UeB. My Breeches are Scam-rent in three or four 
Places. 

Gal. V\\ take Care 

HtB, You few mod abominably flight. 

Mrs, Topk. We are about marrying our Daughter. 

Vol. I hope you have provided a good Match ; for 
0ie is very handfome. Faith. 

Mrs. Topk, The Girl is not defpifeable— The Man is 
very well to pafs in the World ; but the fmall Fortune 
we defign for her, muft be paid down.upon. the Nail- 
Therefore, Sir, I entreat you to help me to my Money, 
if poflible, 

VaL If it was poffible, I would, Mrs. Topknot % and am 
heartily forry that it is not in my Power. 

Mrs. Topk. It is a Debt of a long Handing, Mr. Vakre j 
and I muft not be faid nay. 

Val, I know it is i but upon Honour I can't pay yoB 
now. 

Mrs, Topk, Let me have fome, if you carft pay me 
all Ten Guiheas at prefent would do mc Angular 

Service. 

VaU May I fink if I have feeii Five thefc Six Months, 

UeS. That he has not, to my Knowledge. 
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^ Gal, VrsLy, Sir, confider me, if it be never fo fmall ; 
my Wife is ready to lie !o, and Coals are very dear, and 
Journeymen's Wages muft be paid. 

He^, Why, the Devil's in the Fellow ? Would you 
have a Man pay what he has not ? — What Bufinefs had 
yoa to get Children, without you had Cabbage enough 
to maintain *em ? 

Fal. HeBor — No Invention ? \^^fi^ to Heft or. 

GaL When will you be pleased that 1 fhall call again. 
Sir. 

VaL When you pleafe. 

Gah ril call To-morrow, Sir. 

VaL With all my Heart. 

Gal, Do you think. Sir, you can let me have fome, if 
I come ? 

VaL Not that I know of. 

Mea. No, nor I neither — Hark ye, when he has 
Money, I'll bring you Word. 

Mrs. Topk, Don*t tell me^; I won't go out of the 
Houfe without Money. 

VaL With all mv Heart— ff^^^r / No Stratagem to 
fave me from thefe Leaches ? {.Afide /o iieftcf 

Hea, Then you muft e'en lie with my Mafter or mc ; 
for here are no fpare Beds — Let me advife you to make 
110 Noife; you'll have your Money fooner than you think 
for— Your Ear— \lVhiffers. 

' Mrs. TofA, To be married fay you ? 

GaL And to Madam Jngelica, the great Fortune f 

Hea. The fame. 

Mrs. Topk, I wifli you Joy, Sir— Pray recommend 
me to your Lady, for Gloves, Fans, and Ribbons, 

GaL I hope. Sir, I ihall have the Honour to make 
your Wedding Suit. 

VaL That you fliall, I promife you —The Rogue 
has hit on't \_JJide* 

Mrs. Topk, But will this Match be fpeedy. Sir \ 

VaL I hope fo. 

GaL To morrow. Sir?. 

Hea. Or next Day— -but we muft intreat your Abfence 

at prefent for my Mafter experts his Father with 

the Lady's Truftees, in order to fettle the Affair—— 
and if you are feen it may fpoil the Bufinefs. ' 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs. Tofk. Well, well, well, I go, I go [Runs « 

iUtlg Wof and turns,] You'll put your Mafter in mind 
of me ? 

He^. Ay, ay. 

Ga/. And me too pray. 

Heff, I'll do your Buiinefs, TH warrant you ; Go, go, 
go, -— begone, beo^one, begone, — [PuJ^es 'em out,] 
—There Sir, I have Drought you off once more : Here's 
two or three Days Refpite liowever. 

Fa/. Why then there's two or three Days of Peace 
— for thefc are the moft difagreeable Companions, a 

Gentleman can meet with 1 dine at the Rummer^ 

where you'll find me if you want me. I promis'd to 
vifit Angelica again to Night, but fear I fhall break 
my Word. 

Hta. And will you prefer Play before that charming 
Lady ? 

Vol, Not before her-— bnt I hare ^vcn my Parole to 
fome Men of Quality, and I can't m Honour difap.* 
point 'em. 

Hea. Ah, What a Juggler's Box is this Word Ho- 
nour f It is a Kind of Knight of the Poll — That will 
fwear on either Side for Intereft I find — But, Sir, had 
you not better make fure Work on't ; marry the Lady 
whilft ihe's in the Mind, left Fortune wheel about and 
throw you back again. 

Vol. Marry her, fay 'ft thou — I am not refolved if I 
ihall marry or not. 

Hea, High -day \ Why T thought it had been what 
you defired above all Things — But I find your Pocket 
and your Heart runs counter. 

Val, No, Sirrah ; I love the charming Maid as much 
as ever : Love her from my Soul —-But then I lovo 
Liberty. 

Hea, And what fhould hinder you from enjoying it ? 

Val. Ah, HeBor^ if I marry her, I muft forfake my 
dear Diverfion, \Pulling out a Box and Dice.] which to 
me is the very Soul of Living : 'tis the ^enteeleft 

Way of palling one's Time, every Day produces fome- 

thing new Who is happier than a Gamefter ; who 

more refpefled, I mean tho& that make any Figure in 

the 
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the World ? Who more carefs'd by Lords and Dukes B 

Or whofe Converfation more agreeable Whbfe 

Coach finer in the Ring -— Or finger in the Side Box 
produces more Lnftre-*-Wbo has more Attendance from 

the Drawers — or better Wine from the M after, or 

nicer ferv'd by the Cook ? — ^ In {hort, there is an 

Air of Magnificence in't, *— a Gameflcr's Hand is the 
Philofopher's Stone» that turns all it touches into Gold. 

Hect, And Gold into Nothing. 

Fal, A Gentleman that plays is admitted every where 
— T — Women of the ftridlell Virtue will convcrfe with 

him, for Gaming is as much in Falhion here as 'tis 

in France, and our Ladies look upon't as the Height of 
ill Breeding, not to have a Paflion for Play: Oh [ The 
charming Company of half a Dozen Ladies, with each a 
Difli of Tea, — to behold their languishing Ogles 
with their Eyes, their ravifhing white Hands, to hear 
their deScioas Scandal which they vent between each Sip, 
jull piping hot ^bm Invention's Mint, wherein they fpare 

AOBe, from the Statefinan to the Cit and damn Plays. 

l^fore they are adled, efpccially if the Author be tm- 
known— This ended, the Cards are calFd for. 

Hect, And open War proclaimed and every 

Cock-boat proves a Privateer. 

Fa/, Our Engagements are not fo terrible , ■■ w ith 
9S Revenge reaches no further than the Pocket. 

Hect, No more don't a Highwayman ■ and yet 

the Worid thinks both Lives equally immoral. 

FaL None of your Similes, Sirrah, do you hear? ■ - 

Where is the Immorality of Gaming- ^Now I think 

there can be nothing more moral- It unites Men of 

all Ranks, the Lord and the Peafant — the haughty^ 

Dutchefs and the City Dame, the Marquis and 

the Footman, all without Diftindion play together. 

And Jure that Life can ne'er offenf^ue fro*vey 
That teacheth Menfuch peaceful Ways of Lo've* 



Hect,- The Marquis of Hazard^ Sir. — 

VaL The Marquis of Hazard, what wants he \ 



Entnf^ 



164 «/ GAMESTER. 

Enter the Marquis ^Hazard. 

Marq, Do yoa hear ; do you wait with my Chair at 
the Corner of the Street, for I would be incofftito. 

Hect. What does he pretend to ? 

Marq. I prefume. Sir, your Name is Falere. 

Vol, I don't remember I ever had any other, Sir. 

Marq. Sir I (hould take it as an extraordinary Fa- 
vour, if you'll be pleased to command the Abfence of 
your Falet de Chamtre. 

Vol. Be gone. \Exit Hcftor. 

Marq. >fow. Sir, do yon know who I am ? 

Vol. I think. Sir, I never had the Honour of your 
Acquaintance. 

Marq. Allom Courage^ pufli him home, he feems 
daunted already; \^AJUe!\ Sir, I have made the Tour of 
Europe^ and have had the Refped paid to me in all Coarts 
that became my Quality ; In Bpain I kept Com- 

pany with none but Arch-Dukes, in Eranct with Princes 
of the Blood, — and fince I have been here, I have 
had the Honour to fup or dine with moil of the great 
People at Court, 

Val Why fo hot. Sir? 

Marq. And, Sir, my Pcrfon is not more known than 
my Valour ' I have fought a Hundred Duels, and 

never failed to kill or wound, — - without receiving 
the leaft Hurt myfelf. 

Val. You had very good Luck, truly, Sir,— What 
does the Blockhead aim at ? \Afide. 

Marq. Sir, Fortune owes my Life Protedlion, for 

Sake of the noble Race from which I f*prung ^my 

Father's Grandfather's great Grandfather was Viceroy 
of NapUj. 

Val, Oh ! One may fee that in your Air, Sir. 

Marq. Now, Sir, there is a certain Lady that has a 
PaiTion for my Perfon, not that I am in Love with her : 
Only Gratitude, -and I am informed by her Wo- 
man, that you make your Addreifes there ; now. Sir, I 
fuffcr no man beneath ixky Quality, to mix his Preten. 
fions with mine. 

Val. The Lady's Name, Sir > 

Marq. The Lady Wealthy. 

VaL 



r-t^ GAMESTER. 165 

Vol. You are mifinform'd upon my Word, Sir \ that 
Lady 'm at yoor Service for me, 

Marq, That Declaration comes not from year Heart 
y our Encomioms on Angelica lafl Night, renr*d 
only to conceal your Love from me. 

Vol, So far from that, I did not know you till yon had 
left the Room. 

Marq, Sir, I fay you muft not pretend to vie with 
Quality. 

Vol. I know the Diftance Fortune has put between 
us, Sir. 

Marq, Then pray obfervc it, Sir ; don't think 

every Fellow we condefcend to play with, fit Compa- 
nions for us Men of Quality. 

Vol. \Cockinghisliat,'] Fellow, Sir 

\Lirfing his Hand on his Sioord, 

Marq* Yes, Fellow, Sir. He has a Heart, I 

find, ril moderate my Pallion. {.^^fi^^* 

Fal, You wiH have it then, I fee. {Dranvs, 

Marq, No, upon my Word, Sir, I was in Jcft all the 
while. 

Fal, But I am in earneft. Sir, -—and therefore draw 
What, does the Courage of your royal Anceftors, 
Vice- Roys of Naples ^ fail you ? 

Marq, Sir, I made a Vow never to kill another Man, 
a nd therefore pray put up, you have given me 
as much Satisfadlion as I deiured,— — I thirll for no Re* 
venge. 

Vol. Sir, I am not to be trifled with, the Wine is 
£rawn, and you fhall drink. [Slaps him. 

Enter Heflor. 
Hect. Hey I what's jthe Matter ? 

{^Lays hold of the Marquis, ivho dra<W5, 
Marq. Hsi ? Coinpany ! Nay, then — Sir, this is too 
much to bear. 

Hect. Hold, hold, Sir, hold, what do you do ? 
VaU Ay, SLy, pr'ythee let him go, he's not fo dan^ 
gcrous as thou imagin'ft. Hector, — Ha, ha, ha. 

He^, Why then let him go, there, Sir, J have 

done. 
Marq, I fliall find a Time^ Sir. 

Fa/. 
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Vol. To be kick'd— — you have been ufcd too 
civilly here. 

HeS, A Time f For what^ what the Devil do you 
come into our Nation, to crow over us — »I believe ^vc 
{hall find a Time in this Campaign to teach you better 
Manners — ^your capering Country is fitter for Dancirsg- 
Mailers than Soldiers Ha, ha, ha. 

Marq, It fuits not with my Quality to anfwer the Im- 
pertinence of a Valet Moniieur, adieu frenex, 

^arde une autrefois, \Exit^ 

VaL Coxcomb below Refentment \LoQking on bis 

Watcb,'\ I have out-ftaid my Time. 

iVow fortune he my Friend^ PII ajk no more^ 
One lucky Hour ma^ double all my Store, 
Heft. Ormake you Bankrupt m you was before, [Exit. 

SCENE Changes. A table^ v)ith Pen^ 
Ink and Paper on it. 

Enter Lady Wealthy, fola, 

L. Weal, Which Way fhall I contrive to difappoint 
my Sifter's Wifties ? Now would I give Half my Eftate 
to feed my Vanity. Oh, that 1 could once bripg Valere 
within my Power, I'd ufe him as his ill Breeding de- 
ferves ; I'd teach him to be particular. He has promised 
Angelica to play no more : I fancy that proceeds from his 
Want of Money, rather than Inclination.*— If 1 could 
be fure of that — I'll try however. If my Projed takes^ 
I (hall again break their Union— —and if I can't 
ferve my Pride, I (hall at leaft difturb dieir Peace ; and 
cither brings me Pleafure. {Sits donun and writes,^ Now 

how (hall I corivey this to his Hands ; — It is not 

proper to fend any of my own Servants-*— Who's there? 
Enter Mrs. Betty. 

Betty. Did your Ladyfhip call, Madam > 

L. Weal, Ay, get me a Porter. 

Betty, A Porter ! Madam : Robin^ Jobn^ and Nicholas 
are all within. 

L. Weal. And what then ? Do as I bid you. 

Betty, What can (he want with a Porter! — I am tt- 
iblv'd to watch. [Exit. 

h,mal. 
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L. Weal 'Tis better being confin'd to a Dcfait, where 
one never fees the Face otMan than not to be ad- 
mired by all. [ Enter Porter, ] Here, carry this to Mr. 
Valere: Do you know him ? 

Fort, Yes. an't pleafe your Honour, very well. 

L; Weal. Go, bring me an Anfwer then. '[£«/ Porter, 

Enter Lovewell. 
Ha J Lg^e^well: I muft avoid his Prcfen^e, left he dif- 

cover this Intrigue Hell be alarm'd at the Sight- 

of a Porter in my Lodgings ^Befidcs, my Soul 

refents the ill Treatment I have given hina-. He 

indeed merits better Ufage ^But I know not how, 

I cannot refolve on Matrimony- - \Exit. 
Lo've, Gone ! Am I then (hun'd like peftilential Air- 
yet doom'd to doat upon her cold Indifference . 

Oh ! Give me Patience, or I burft with Rage ^There 

muft be more than her bare Te^iper in't — She loves—— 

Ay^ there's the Caufe Oh ! the racking Thought : 

'^y all the Powers, it fires each vital Part and with a 
double Warmth ftrikes every aftivc Senfe. 

Hear me, ye Ptyw^rs-' And if you ne'er defign 

To make this dear t this fcornful Beauty mine. 

Grant in the Lieu-^I may m^ Ri^val meet. 

And throw him gaffing at his Lady's Feet^ [Exit, 

EfUer Angelica and Favourite, tmth a Letter in her 
Harid^ 

Ang. I fhall not open it, indeed If you venture 

to receive Letters again, without my Leave, I Ihall dif- 
charge you from your Attendance, Mrs. Favourite. 

Fa'u. I do it for your Good, Madam. 

Ang. For my Good ? Impertinence — ^Am I to be go- 
vern'd by thofe I may command ? 

Fofv, In fpite of all that I can do, I fhall lofe my 
Salary : For when he finds the Caufe go backwards, hell 
fee no more. [Afide. 

Enter Ddrante. 

Ang. So, he's here too, by your Appointment, I 
fuppofe* 

Dor. 
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Dor. May I ventu/e to approach the Rays of that Di- 
▼inity, which dart into my Soul an impetuous Flame } 

Ang. O dear Sir, there*s a Fire in the next Room^ 
whofe Flames will warm you better than my Beauty, £ 
believe. 

Fav. Well, really. Madam, I think Valere could not 
have exprefs'd himielf finer. 

Ang. Ceafe your odious Comparifons — Mr. Dorante 
might I advife you, make your Addrefles to my Woman 
— f m fure you'll meet a kind Reception \ ha, ha, ha. 

Dor. Your Woman, Madam ! i thought a Perfon of 
your Rank knew how to treat a Gentleman better. 

Ang. And I thought a Perfon of your Years might 
have underilood better, than to make Love to one of 
mine. 

Dor, My Years, Madam ! I'm not fo old Can I 

help my being in Love with you \ 

Ang, No more can Fa'vourite being in Love with you. 

Fav. You are always witty upon me. Madam — ^J'd 
have her to know I love a young Fellow as well as 
herfelf. ' lAfule. 

Dor. 'Tis for my extrav^ant Nephew that I am de- 
fpisM ; that complicated Piece of Vice, whofe head- 
ftrong Courfes, and luxurious Life, will ruin both your 
Peace and Fortune. I faw him a little while ago enter 
one of thofe Schools of Poverty, a Gaming-Hoafe in 
St. Martin's Lane, 

Ang. Tis falfe, 

Fteu. Nay, Madam, I dare fay 'tis true— Yonder goes 
his Man ; Til call him and convince you. 

[Exit^ and Re-enters nvith Heftor. 

Ang. He cannot be fo ungrateful, after my laft Fa- 
vours. HeSiory where's your Mafter ? 

Hed, Where'er his Perfon is—- his Heart is with your 
Ladyfliip, Madam ; 1 dare anfwer for him. 

Jng, That's foreign to my Queftion; where is he? 

Dor. Yes, yes, he's a fit Perfon to enquire of, truly, 

He^. So 1 am. Sir : For nobody knows my Ma&er's 
Out-goings and his In-comings better than myfelf. 

Attg. Come, you Ihall tell me Dorante fays, he 

faw him go into a Gaming- Houfe. 

He£i. Difcover'd — Nay then I muft bring him o fF ' ■ 
Why, t)iat is true^ Madam. Ang. 
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Ang. Perfidious ! 

Red, But, Madam, it is to take his Leave, upon my 

Word —He's gone to play, with a Defign to play 

no more. 
Fan), Now, Madam, who was in the right ? 
Ang. Is it pofilble a Man can be fo bafe ! 
Dor. There are Men, Madam, that ne*er were gailty 
af fttch Crimes. 

HeB. But, Madam, yon won*t hear m o ■ my 

Mafter is making all the Speed he can to put himfelf in 
a Condition to keep his Word with you :. He is Ihaking 
his Elbows, rattling the Box, and breaking his Knuckles 
for Haftc— — He has fent me Poll fo" his laft auxiliary 
Guineas, which, when he has thrown off, he'll lay him- 
felf at your Feet, with full Refolution never to touch Box 
or Dice more. 

Ang, A likely Matter, trnly. 

Hea. So it is. Mada m For he'll put it out of his 

Power to offend again. 

Dor, Till he has a new Recruit. 
Hea, Madam, your Ladylhip's moft humble Servant, 
I moft fly y for my Matter will think every Hour Seven 
till I am there. {Exit. 

Dor, Now, Madam, ire you convinc'd* ^Will yoa 

yet accept a Heart devoted only to your Charms ? 
- Ang, No more of your Fuftian — 'tis unfeafonable j 
don't provoke me to nfc you worfe than good Manners 
will allow : I refpcft your Age, but hate your— — 

Dor, Well, fcomful Maid, take up with your Game- 

fter, do : Youll be the firft that repents it. And fo 

farewel. \Exit* 

Ang, O, my too oonftant Heart ^ canft thou ftill hold 

the Image of this faithiefs Man And yet methinks 

I'd fain reclaim hi m ' Til try the lali Extremity. 

For nvhenfrom /// a Prcfelyte ive gain, 
^he goodnefi of the AS regards the Fain : 
But ifm^ honeft Arts fuccefsUfi prove. 
To make the Fices of his Soui remove^ 
Til die — or rid me from this Tyrant Lo've* 

. Vol. I. - i ACT 
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Enter Valere tvith a Box and Dice in his Hand, as /rem 
Play to a Porter B etty Uftening. 

Betty. QO ; thus for I havcibllowe4 this Porter : Yitxz 
O I'H obferve who he wants Tm fare 'tis 

againft the Intereft of Mr. Lwewell, 
VaL From a Lady, fay'ft thou ? and muft be delivered 
i nto my own Hand 
Bettf, As I imagined. 

Vol, Pr'ythee, Fellow, doft know what 'tis to inter- 
rupt a Gameiler, when hk Fortune's at Stake Seven 

or £leven have more Charms now than the brightefl 

Lady in the Kingdom— {0/^«x the Letter, '\ Reads — 

j^umph — Purfuant to ivhat J told you before Angelica, 
that a Declaration of Love 'would not he dif agreeable, 1 con" 
firm mjf Words in a golden Shonve r ^ Tis nvhat I 

believe moft acceptable to a Man of your Circumfiames, 
(Well guefs'd, 'e Faith.)- A Bill for One Hundred 
Pounds, payable at Sight — Monfieur le Porter, your 

very humble Servant Tell the Lady, I am hers 

moft obediently It requires no other Anfwer, till. I 

fly myfelf to return xay Thanks. 
Port. Yes, Sir. [^at// Porter. 

VaL What muft I do now ? prove a Rogue, and be- 
tray my Friend Lwevjell — If 1 accept this Prefent, I 
muft make my Returns in Love j for when a Widow 
parts with Money, *tis eafy to read the valuable Confi- 
deration fhe experts : But then Angelica, the dear, 
the faithful Maid ■ But then a Hundred Guineas, 
the dear templing Sight f Ha, Lovenuell ! thou com 'ft 
in good Time ; for my Virtue's ftaggering. 

Enter Lovewell. 

Lov. I have been feeking you all the Town over. 

Vol, And what News ? Thou haft a very love^iick 
Countenance: The Widow has us'd thee fcurvily, I 
know. 

Lav. Beyond all bearin g F alcret thou ever wcrt 

my 
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my Friend ; pr'ythcc inftruft me Help to find the 

curfed Rival oa t ■ ■ ■ *Tis not the Fool Marquis, Tin 
convinc'd ; but fome lurking 'Villain, fomcWretclmn- 
worthy of her Charms— elfc lier Vanity would ne'er 
conceal him. 

FaL Hold, hold, Friend : yott run on a little toofaft 
» ■ . W hat would your Mightineis do now, fuppofing 
you difcover'd this -detefted Rival? 

Lov, Vd force him to renounce her ; or lofe my Life, 
and leave her free. 

Fal. Why then I have fuch a Refpedl for this Gentle- 
man, that I muft preferve him from your Lioniike Fury, 

Lev» Ha ! Do'ft thou know him theii— -Oh ! I tharge 
thee by our paft Years of Friendftiip, and by my Peace 
4)f Mind, which this cruel' Woman takes eternally away, 
tell me but who he ts, defcribe him to «me : Js lie a 
Gentleman ? 

FaL Yes, Faith. 

Lov, And handibme ? 

Vol. The Ladies thinlc fo. 

Lov. Tell but his Name, that my 'Revenge may reach 
him. Haft thou a Friend noore dear than I-^Nt>, no ; 
thy Companions ai:e no Friends ; Gameflers and Profli^ 

fafe s ■ I ^ w hom in thy refiedlinff Hours I know thou 
ateft — She is not fit for one of thele. 
Fa/. The Spark b a little given to Gaming, I con« 
fefs — yet holds his Nofe as high as your Widow., I «can 
tell you that. 

Lo*u. Pr'ythee trifle no longer with me— ttOr do not 
jeft with Pains like miae. 
./V/. Do you know her Hand ? 
Ldw. Death ! does ihe write to him ? 
/W. Thefe Credentials will confirm fhe does. 

[Gi'ves him her Letter nvith't he 2*11. 
Lw. Confufion to thee — And a Bill for Money— 

Away, it cannot be Ry Hell, the Company thou 

keep'ft has taught thee to be a Villain : Thou haft abas*d 
her Honour, which I will juftify. Draw. 

VaL Here's a Rogue now — ^When I have withftood a 

Temptation would have fhook a Hermit— he'd xa: my 

"Thioat /or not taking his Miftrefs from him— \Vell, 

1 .2 thefe 
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thefe romantic Lovers are whimfical Things Harkyc, 

Ouirlcs^ I believe you know I am no Coward, ainl if 
your fighting Fit remains on you till To-morrow Morn- 
ing — ril meet you when and where you pleafe ; but I*m 

engagM now — as you may fee. Farewel— 

[Exitffirwing him the Box, Sec. 

Lo'v, What Man but would forever fcorn, defpiie this 

falfe Ingrate — But I'm a Slave to Love, and bound with 

fuch a Chain, no Lijurics can break — ^Something muft 

be done ; but what I know not. [Exitm 

Mrs. Betty comes fomKards. 

Betty, So, my L^dy has brought herfelf into a fine 

Prsemunire. Well, I'm glad I heard this ; a&d feopc to 

make it turn to Mr. Lo^utfujelPs Advantage — who is a 

generous Man, and deferves a Countefs. [Exit, 

SCENE changes to Lady Wealthy'^ 
Lodgings. 

Lady Wealthy, fola. 

L. Weal So, thus far I*m fuccefsfoJ : The Porter fays 
he was tranfported with the Letter, and will inftanily be 
here Who's there ? ' [Enter Footman.l Bid my Wo- 
man come hither. 

Footm. She's not within, Madam. 

L. IVeal. How, not within ! 

Footm, Here ihe comes. 

Enter Betty. 

L. Weal, Hey ! where have you been to put yourfelf 
in this Heat ? 

Betty, Speaking to a Relation, Madanfu 

L.. Weal, A Relation; fure 'twas a warm Conference 
has left fuch Signs on't in your Cheeks — Set my Toilet 
——I'll throw thefe mournful Blacks away — adom'd in 
chearful White, receive and charm my Hero. 

Betty, Mr. Lovenvell, Madam. 

L. IVeal, No, Fool ; When did you ever fee me drefs 
at an old Lover ? He's mine ; fecurely mine : But Va- 
iere^ the Gay, the Rover, the unconquer'd Rambler ; he, 
h^ alone deferves my Care. 

Btttyi 
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JBetty, Madam, might I prefumc to fpeak : — 

L. (Feal. Your Nonfeiife freely ; I am in a good Hu- 
mour, and caft bear it all. 

Betty. Then Valere is the moft ungrateful — and Mr. 
Lo^e^we// the moft accomplifli'd of any Man breathing. 

L. If'^eaL Ha, ha, ha: And is this your Speech • 

• Love^e/t is beholden to you truly ; and Mr. Fahre (hall 
know his Friend. 

Betty. I hate him. Madam : and yon have Reafoi. 

L, h^est/. Peace. I find I gave you too much Liberty. 

Enter a Foot/natt. 

Footm, Madam, a Letter for yonr Lady (hip. 
L. WeaL Humph! from Lo^e^jjell: I know the Hand ; 
feme Compliment, fome difmal Madrigal, or tedious 
Ditty, in worfe Profe, I am fure. [Opens «/.] Ha, my 
own Bill ! What means this— Af^t/^/n — Touhwue beflowd 
your Favours utfivorthily : Notnxiithfianding this Frcof, I 
nxjouid have fought y defended you beyond Demonfiratiun ; hut 
your ntw Choice declined the Swor d a nd that I*(yui 

Ifo long languifii'dfor. 

Your negledled, injur'd, but fllll faithful 

Lcveiuellm 
Bafe Tray tor f Is this a Man of Honour ? this the Re- 
turn to my Advances — It is impoflible — He has way- 
laid the Porter, brib'd him, and deceiv'd me. 
Betty, Indeed he has not. Madam. 
L. Ifea!, Why, know you ought of this ? 
Betty, Yes, I can tell you all — if you will promife to 
interpret for the Good of him who loves you truly. 

L. ffeaL Come in, and let me hear the Story — If 
Valere has triumphed o'er tay Weaknefs, and exposed 
my unrequefted Bounty 

Such a Repulfe may fix this iv and* ring Heart: 

And confiant Love may meet its due Defert. [Going. 

Enter the Marquis. 

Marq, Turn back, bright Fair, and liften to an Adlon 
glorious .as Conde^ Luxembourg^ or Hefs^ or any He that 
ever grac'J the Field, 

1.3 L. 
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L. WeaL More Plasaes !— — I begin to-grow weary oF 
this Train of Fools-^Pray make your Story Oiprt^ Sir. 

Marq. Til be as concife as the Heroic Deed—— Vem-^ 
J*idi, Vici, as Of/ar faid. 

JL JFeal. Over whom was this Conqnefl ? your Foot- 
man and your Taylor ? 

Marq, No, Madam, over vay Kival, VaUre. 

L, WeaL Ha ! where met you that Report ? 

Marq. Every where The World fays you are in 

Love with him— **Tis all the Difcourfe at the Chocolaie-^ 

Ia. Weal, Confuiion f Am I become fo wretched 1 

ihall be fung in Ballads ihortly. 

MsTf. Having a profound Refpe£t for your Ladyfhip 
—away flew I to his Lodgings — ^where I had no fooner 

entered, but the Memory of your Wrongs ^fet ths 

Honny Marks of Anger on my Brow Sir,, faid I — 

Sir, laid he, your moft humble Servant — Sir, faid I— 
here is a Rumour fpread abroad, prejudicial to the Re- 
putation of a Lady whom I have honoured with my 
Efleem. 
L. Weal. Honoured ! Oh, audacious ! 
Marq, And Rebort fays you are the Author— —Who 
J ? faid he» in the meekeft, humbleft Tone that ever 
Lover begg'd in — frightned out of his Wits— —Her 
Name, I pra y w hich when I had told him, and bid 

him draw ; he poorly difclaim'd his Faffion, and faid, I 
might take yoa with all his Heart, for he would not $ght 
' At which I ftept up to him, faying, Bafve% 'vous, 

. Monfieur^ du Lanfquenet that i« as much as to fay, in 

Englifl}^ a Flip of the Nofe, Madam— rat which the good 
Gendeman puU'd off his Hat, and made me the lowed 
Bow I and I, in Triumph, left Now, my Reward 

"^my Reward, Madam. 

L. Weed. Your Reward; never to fee me more: For 
though I love Valour, I know this Story falfe — ^anrf you 
made up of Cowardice. Do'e hear — if ever my Doors 
are open [Eftter three Footmen.'] to this bold Intruder more, 
1*11 have your Liveries pulFd over your Ears. [Exit^ 

Marq. Gone f I durft have fwom fhe would have 
married me for the News Now here's a good In- 

vention 
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vcntion loft—— Ah poor Monfieur Markee^ thoul't never 
thrive with thefc Women of Quality —I muft to fome 
rich toothlefs City Dame— « 

On them fny Courage and rtvf Shame may fafs : 

The/e Court-end IVits difctyver me an'/fs. [Exit. 

5 C E N E ' /i&^ Street. 

He^or folus. 

KeB, Well, I have not Patience any longer to fee this 

Matter of mine play I^nd which Way he's going 

Odfo, here's his Father How fhall \ fend him 

away For if he (hould fee his Son come out of this 

Gaming- Houfe, we (hall be undone again ■ \Enter 

Sir Thomas Valere.] Oh, Sir, 1 have been all over the 
Town to look you 

Sir Tho, For what, pray ? Did my laft Greeting pleafe 
you fo well, that you've a Mind-to more on't — ^Where's 
the Rake your Mafter ? 

HeB, Oh, Sir, happy, happy beyond Expreffion — — 
He^s with Angelica^ who has prelented him with her 
Pidure, fet round with Gems ot ineftimable Valne. 

SixTho. Ha! Say'ft thou fo. Boy ? And is he likely 
to carry AngeUca f 

He3, Carry her. Sir ; why the Buiinefs is done, and 
nothing wanting but your Prefence, with a Lawyer, to 
fit 'em for the Prieft — Good Sir, make hafte ' ' ' 

Sir Tho. I'll be there in an Inftant^ And ihall I 

be a Grandfather adad — — I could find in my Heart to 
give thee Six-pence for thy News— And I will too- 
there, Heiior, drink your young Matter's and Lady's 

Health, Sirrah ^Ah my dear Bof Jemmy ^ I forgive 

thee all ' I'm fo tranfported, I think it an Age 

till I embrace thee, [Exit* 

HeB. 'Fore George if this old Fellow finds me in a 
Lie, as he moft certainly will ; for if Angelica hears my 
Mafter is at play aeain, fhe'll never have him thatVfure 

too 1 muft let him know what I have done, and 

get him in the Mifld to go this Hour to ^»f^//V«— — or 
HeSiors Bones will pay for't. 

To fern) e my Mafter^ la Lie may tett^ 

-But 'would notfuffer^ ^wben I mean it nAteli, ^ [Exit. 

I 4 S C E ^' 
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SCENE difccvers a Garmng-Tabte^ with 
Valere^ Count Cogdie, and other Gentlemen at 
Hazard^ with feveral Rakes and Sharpers^ 
waiting round the Table ; a Box-Keeper and 
Attendants. 

Cogd, Come Seven ■■ What do yoa fet 

Gentlemen? 

Box'K, Seven's the Main. 

iflGent, That. 

zd Gent. Ten Pieces. 

VaL The Devil's in the Dice— Thefe, Sir, a Hundred^ 
Guineas, l^figrify.} 

[Cogdie rati ting the Box, and cenfidertng <wbere t§ 
throHAj. 

BeX'K, Knock where yoa are, Sir. 

Cogd, I am at the faireft only ; {Throws out thi Diet. 
Come, and that little Silver too. 

BoX'K, Four to Seven. 

ifi Raki. Mr. Cogdie, to three a Crowtt, (hall I ? 

id Rake. To three and eleven Guineas if yoa pleafe. 

ijt Sharp » Here's three Crowns to eleven, and if I lofe*, 
by all that's good I know nof where to eat. 

Cogd. \To I ft Rake,'] You go to three a Crown \To 
zd Rake.] you to three, and eleven Guineas. [To Sharper. 
You fhall go yours to eleven Jack. 

BoX'K. Pray, Sir, throw away, don't hold the Box all 
Kight. 

Cogd. There, [^Shakes the Box and thro*ws three.] you're 
in once. Gentlemen. 

Both Rakes. We go again. 

Cagd, With all my Heart. [^Shakes the Box again and 

thro^jjsfour. 

Box-K. Four, Trey- Ace. 

Cogd. There, Gentlemen, I have brought you off 
again. [To the Rakes.] 

Val. Yoa did not throw out your Dice fair, and I'll 
liot yield it. 
Cogd. Judgment, Gentlemen^ 
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%ft Gent. I think 'twas fair enough. 

zd. Gent. Ay, ay, a Man may throw his Dice how 
life pleafes. 

FaL Sir, I fay this Hat's white. \ln a Paffson.l 

Cogd. I fay fb too. 

VaL 'Tis falfe, 'tis black. 

Cogd, As you fay, I think it is black. 

VaL No, Sir, 'tis neither black nor white. 

Cogd, Nay, very likely, Sir.- He haft loft I. is 

Money and now he grows mutinous. 

Box-K, Come, pray Gentlemen don't quarrel, and 
I'll afic it round. 

Cogd. Aik what, you Blockhead ? whether his Hat's 
black or white ? V^^J/^^ ^ Pair of Dice in his Face. 

BoxK, No, Matter, whether you won the Money 
or not. 

2d Gent. He won it fairly. Come Fa/ere, I'll lend 
thee ten Pieces, fet boldly, fet boldly, I warrant, thee 
l.uck. Boy. 

j^ Gent. Ay, ay, come whofe is the Box ? 

Cogd. 'Tis mine 

2d Gent. Throw a Main then. 

Cogd. Five. 

BoX'K. Five's the Main. 

Fal. There— take all. 

ly? Gent. That 

2d Gent. That 't- 

Cogd. Where I was laft. Now little Dice. 

Fal. Shake your Dice. 

Cogd. There, Sir, [Shakes the Dice and thronMs Duei, 
Jce.'] Oh, burn 'em. 

BoX'K^ Duce Ace. 

Fal. Out Give me the Box Six, 

Box'K. Six is the Main. 
' Cogd. There, Sir, if you idare throw at it, 
■ \flGmt. That 

2d Gent. That 

Fal. At you all ' {Shakes the Box and thro<ws 

^atre Duce* 

Box'K. Six. Quatre Duce, you've won it. Sir, 

Cogd. Um ! [Seems difvrderdj\ . 

I 5 VaJ. 
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fV. Come, Seven. \Tbr(yws,'\ 
BoX'K, Seven's the Main. 
Cogd* A hundred Guineas. 

Fa/. Now little Dice '- 

Cogii. Not another Nick fure. [Sfeais asVsAerc is going 

to tkro<w the Dice, 
VaL Nick by Juno 
Box'K. Cinque Duce. 
Cogd. Oh! Blood f and Death and Fire! {Rifes and^ 

'Walks about in a FaJJkffm 
VaL Nine. IThfo'ws.} 
BoX'K, Nine^s the Main. 

Cogd, There, Sir, I'll fet yoa two hundred Guineas 
upon that Note. *" 

FaL Note, Sir ! Whofe Note is it pray ? 

Cogd. Why *tis very good. Sir, 'tis upon Sir F— * 

Vol. At it. Egad. [Www/.] 

JB, x-K, Nine, Cinque and Quatre, the Box is due. 

Cogd Um ! {Tifronvi awajf the Dice, Breaks the BoxJ^ , 
Sir, I bar that Throw. 

Vol, Sir, I did not fee you, *^and I won it fairly. 

Cogd. The Devil, I that underftatid Play fo well, to 
be bubbled of my Money— Sir, I fay this. Hat's white 
i^Who dare fay the contrary ? 

FaL Not I, indeed. Sir. 

Cogd. I fay 'tis black. 

F^. Why, as you fay, I think 'tis black. 

Cogd. I fay. Sir, 'tis neither black nor wlute. 

FaL Then it (hall be green, blue red, or yellow, or 
^'hat you pleafe. Sir. I have more Manners than to 
quarrel now I*m on the winning Side, Ha, ha, ha» 

ift Gent. Prithee don't quarrel with him; you'll get 
nothing by it. Falere will fight, you know. 

Cogd, And fo will I, Sir. You're all a Parcel of^ 
Jf ever I play upon the Square agai n I 'll give 'cm 

Leave to make Dice of my Bones. 

Fal. Ha, ha, hai hold, let me pay my Debts. There 
Sir— [to 2d Gent.} 

Box-K, You owe a Box, Sir, an't pleafe you, 

Fal. Tha:e--[Giw a SbUling.'] 

Box* 
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BoX'K. You owe me a Teafler for a back -hand Tip, 

a little while ago. Mailer. 

Fal, There you Dog. [Gives him Six-pence.'} 
Box'K. Thank you Matter— Pll thank any Gendeman 

that will put that Shilling in the Box. 

Enter Angelica itLMem*! Chatism 

jSni. Ay, here he is. 

Vol, Come Seven. 

BoX'K, Seven's the Main. 

iftGent. That 

2d Gent. That-r 

Vol. 'Tis mine. 

3^'K. Eleven. 

zJGent. I never faw fuch Fortune. 

ifi Gent. Here's the laft of a Hundred^ if Luck tui:^ 
not Tin broke. 

Amg. Save you Gentlemen ■ ■ may one fling off a 

Guinea or two with you ? ITHns while Cogdie fits dif^ 

ordered and plays by himfelfat another TahUm 

Fal. Ay, a hundred if you pleafe, a pert young Bub- 
ble this, flung Six. 

Box'K. Six is the Main. 

Jj^. Fifty Pieces, Sir. 

Vtu, Well faid Stripling—- Down with •cm—Six or a 
DozeoJDice — Duce Ace-^Ah iplit i t 

[Tbrofwi down the Boxm 

BoX'K. Duce Ace. 

jing. Out, Sir, give me Fifty Guineas, Sir. 

Fals There 'tis. Sir. 

[Cogdie ri/es and comes to Angelica. 
' Cpg^^, [To Angelica.] Sir, will yon do me the Favour 
to let me go two Pieces with you ; I am juft ftript. 

Jug. With all my Heart, Sir. Come Gentlemen 
[Throws.'] fet boldly. 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Vol. A hundred Guineas. 

Ang, Along [Throws.] 'tis mine. [Sweeps the Money,] 

BoxrK, Five, Trey, Duce. 

Ang. [To Cogdie.J There's your two Pieces, Sir. 

Ccgd. I go the four, Sir, if you pleafe. 

1 6 Ang. 
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Jng. By and by, Sir, yon (hall. 
\J} Gent, Tm broke ; but 1*11 be here again inftantl^. 

{Exit. 
zdGent, Til throw ofF this Stake — If Luck turn not I 
muft home for Recruits too. 

Jng. Come on then, Sir, fix. [TUfro^wsm 

Box'K, Six is the Main. 

Val. In -my Confcience, I bejiere this young Dog^ 
will flrip us all. There, Sir. 

jing. And there. Sir. [Siveeps the Money. 

Box'fC, A Dozen. 

2ti Gent. I hope you'll ftay till my Return ? lEx/'r. 
Jng. If thefe Gentlemen can hold roe play. 
Box'K. I hope. Gentlemen, you won't ftay late, for 
Fear of the Prefs -mailers, here was two Gangs laft Night 
before twelve ©'Clock. 

[J// the Sharpers fneak off, and lea<ve Angelica ar^ 
Val ere together. 
Jng. Pfhaw, hang the Prefs -mafbcrs, come. Sir, Five* 
BoX'K. Five's the Main* 
Fal. That upon Five. 

Jng, Nick 

Bqx-K. Five, Quarter Ace, you owe me a Box, Sir. 
Val Confufion f Did ever Man fee the like ? That 
Watch at twenty Guineas. [5//i a Gold Watch, 

Ang, Done, Sir, Nine, \Jhr<yw5* 

BcX'K. Nine's the Main. 

Ang. 'Tis mine. [Throws. 

BoX'K. Nine, Six, and Three, a Main above a Box. 
FaL Furies and Hell — ^That Ring at ten Guineas. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, with all my Heart, Sir, Six again. 

[Throws, 
Box'K, Six is the Main. 
Ang, Nick again. Ha, ha, ha. 
Box K. Six, Cinque Ace, two Mains above a Box. 
VaL The Devil — Til fct you a hundred Guineas 
upon Honour, Sir. 

Ang. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I never play upon Ho- 
nour with Strangers — If you have nothing elfc to fet, 
your humble Servant. 

Vol. Death — fhall he carry oiFmy Money thus -- 

• Hold, 
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Hold, Sir, Friends will be here prelsntly, I'll borrow 
fome of them. 

Jng, That's baulking my Hand 1 can't flay, Sir, 

have you nothing e\(e} 

' VaL Yes, one Thing, but that is dearer to. rae than 
my Life. \TrAes out the nSiurt. 

Ang, What can that be pray ? 
VaL 'Tis a PiAure, the Original of which is neareil 

to my Soul {Kijjes it. 

Ang. Pifh— a Trifle Oh my Heart Yet yoa 

Ihan't {2iy Tm ungenerous — whatever you value it at^ I'll 
anf\ver it. 

VaU Value it at— It is not to be valued. 
Jng, Then you'll not fet it; Sir, your Servant. 
VaL Stay, Sir, — Luck may turn — Til fet the Dia^ 
xnonds at two hundred Guineas. 

Ang, Oh Villain— Well, Sir, Seven 

BifX'K. Seven's the Main. 

[Angelica throtAu at th& IP i Slur 1 1 
Box'K, Four or Seven. 
VaL I bar the £rft Throw. 
BoX'K. Bar. 

[Angelica throivs two or three Times and then wm ii* 
Ang. 'Tis mine, Sir. 
Box'K, Four,Trey, Ace; you owe me three Boxes, Sir. 

VaL Eternal Furies loft He fhall reHore it, 

or rU cut his Throat. ^— Well, Sir, take the Dia- 
monds, but I muft have the Piflure. 
A?:g. The Figure, Sir. 
VaL Ay, the Pifture, Sir. 
« Ang, 1 won it. Sir, and I Ihan't reftore it, I aflure yon. 
VaL But you (hall reftore it. Sir, e'er you and I part. 
Ang, If I Ihould draw a Duel upon my Hands here 

* Tm in a fine Condition — ■. [/ijj^e.^ IJay, 'Sir, if 

you arc angry, good by — ^-*— 

VaL Nay, nay, nay, [Runs het^^een her and the Door,"] 

you (han't carry off. the Pidure, by Hercules — Look'e 

Sir, either take my Bond, or fight me for't. \^Dra^s. 

Ang, ^\r^\Trembling.'] What (hall I do ? 1 miiil be 

^oblig'd to difcover myfelf \^A/tde^ 

Enter ift and zd Gentlemen^ 
\fi Gent. Hold Valere. 

2d Gent. 
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2d Gent. What*s the Meaning of this ? 

[L«yi j&ff/</^Valere, 

Ang. Ha I A lucky Efcape [^Runs of, 

Fi3. Away; (land off; or Ifhall make xny Paffage 
through you, Tiaytor, Dog — Oh I could tear my Flefh 
•— Cut off thefe Hands that laid the Jewel down, and 

flab my Heart for having once confented — 

\[^lf^alis about rcpinng. 

ift Gent. What can be the Caufe of this Paffion ? 

zd Gent, Ho, he has loft his Money — Pr'ythee don't 
let that trouble thee, I'll lend thee more — Come let's 
throw for the Box. 

Val. Throw for the Devil— No, henceforth a Game> 
fter is my Poe ; nor fhould the hidies bribe me even to 
touch a Die ; nor, after this Moment, will I e'er fet 
Toot in fuch a Houfe again. 

vft Gent. TLe Man is mad. 

zd Gent. Pr'ythee let's go feek out better Company. 

VaL Now I behold what a Monffer this darline; Sin has' 
^sdade me, and loath myfelf for my long Race oiFoUy. 

Now I retent, hut oh it comes too /ate. 
And 'tis but Juftice notv thatjhe JhouU hate: 
He thatjiies Virtue ftill to follow Fice, 
*Tis />, like me he lofe bis Paradife. 

The End of the Fourth Act. 

A C T V. 
SCENE Valere'j Lodgings. 

' Vsitxtfilus. 

r«/.TT7HAT fhall I do ? There's no going near 
Vy Angelica. The Action I have done carries 
•fuch a Face that ihe can ne*er forgive me. 

Enter 



r^^ GAMESTER. 183 

Enter He^cr. 

Be&. Another Ycape, Sir, another 'fcape. Your Fa- 
ther was juft at the^Ganalng-Houfe Door upon the HailC 
for you, — but Thanks to my Wit, I found a Way to fend 
him packing. He*s eone to Angelica' i with a Lawyer. 
Follow him, follow him, Sirj-r-if he gets there before 
you, the old Gentleman will believe me np more — for I 
told him you Haid for him there — — - Ha ; he minds 
me not. Sir, Sir ; don't yoo hear me \ 

Val. No : ^11 neither hear, nor fee, nor cat, nor drink^ 
nor ever reft agaiiv 

HeS. Ah, the Devil I I fhall be as flender as a Hazel- 
Switch in a little Time then; for-i fuppofe I muft keep 

you Company in that thin Diet Ah ! what I dreaded 

IS come to pafs — What then is all the Money loft \ 

VaL Money ! My Life, my Soul is loft. 

Hea. Hey day ! What's the Matter now \ 

Vol. The Piaure. 

Hea. The Piaure, Sir ^ [With a frightful LooL^ 

Mercy on us ; ihake your Pockets, ftiakc your Pocket*, 
Sir. [Runs to Valcre andfhakes his Coat Pockets. 

Fal. Hold off: I tell thee I've loft it at Play. 

tlea. Why then you have play'd fair— Why what will 
^u do now. Sir? 

Vol. Cut your Throat, Sirrah, and then my own. 

' [Clapping hold of H^(S.OU 

Hea. 'Twas none of my Fault, Sir. [Halfnveepin^. 

VaL O no ! it was my own : For had 1 taken thy 
Coun&l, this Curfe had been prevented. 

HeB, Ay, Sir, but a Gamefter's Life was the moft gen- 
teel of an y . t heir Fob was a Fund, and their 
Hands Philofophers Stones. Ay, Sir. 

VaL No more — ^go fetch me a Book-— [^its down. 

HeB, What Book, Sir? 

Vol, The firft that comes to your Hand, no Matter 
which. [Exit Hedor. returns with a Book, 

HeB, Here's Seneca^ Sir ? 

FaL Well, read — Was ever Man fo unfortuhate f 

[Walking about in a thinking Fofture. 

HeB, Who, I read &w^^. Sir ? 

Vah 
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FaL Why not? 

Heel. I feldom read any Thing, Sir, but Almanacks. 

VaU Oh read, read at a Venture ——To lofe ttpon 
Seven when the Chance was Four ! Confufion ! IStamfs, 

Hed. [Rciuis.] — Be not taken with the glittering 
Dreams ot Riches, their Poffcffi on brings Ti'Duble : Tran- 
quility is a certain Eqoality of Mind, which no ConditioR 
of Fortune can either exalt or deprefs. if his Fortune be 
good, he tempers it ; if bad, he mailers it. 

Fa/, The Devil was in me, that 1 could not leave off 
when I was a Winner. 

Hed, What is the End of Ambition and Avarice ? 
We are' but Stcv/ards of what we falfely call our own. 
All thofc Things which we purfue with (o much Hazarrf, 
for which we break Faith and Friendlhip, what are they 
but the mere Depaiitor of Fortuner and not ours, but al« 
ready inclining towards a new Mailer. — Now will I be 

hang'd, if SeMtca himfelf was not given to Gamin?. 

Sir, don^t you think this looks like a moral RefledHoh 
after a Lofs. — In my Confcience, I'm half in the Mind 
that he play'd away a Miftrefs's* Pifture too - ■» ■ . ^ 

Fal, Ha ! Name it not, for if thou dod, I'll fhake' thee 
into Atoms. — [^Shaking him, 

He3, Ah, Sir, I've done, I've done, — — -^Bat, Sir, 
this Seneca was a wonderous Man — Was he ever in Lok^ 
don, Sir ? 

FaL No, he lived, at Rome,' Not one in ten. Oh 

wretched Luck. 

He^. That's a long Way off— I thought indeed 'twas 
fomething made his Morals fo little minded ■ Come, 
Sir, Courage. 

Fa/, Yes, HI to the Camp, there, in the Service of mj 
Country, expiate my Follies. 

i/<?r?. To the Camp, Sir, what do you mean ? Odfbud, 
Sir, go to Angelica^ this Minute, >and marry her out of 
Hand, ihe does not know you have loft the Pifturc, and 
when once fhe's fecurc, if ihe aiks for it, flop her Mouth 
with Kiiles, Sir. 

Fat, Well, I will go, if but to take my Leave of her 
•—For I much fear ihc'll read Guilt in my Face— 

This I refcl'vey ijjhatever Fate^s in Store, 

To touch the cur/t infeHious Dice no more* 



JTi^^ GAMESTER. 185 

Iha, Ay, ftick you but there, and I warrant we 
profper. 

SCENE, The Lady Wealthy'i Houfe. 

Enter LaJy Wealthy, Mrs. Betty to her. 

Betty. Madam, Mr. Love^ell to wait on your Lady- 
ihip. 

L. Weal. How (hall I fee him [ Shame and Confufion 
rifes in my Face, yet It is not in my Temper to own my- 
felf in the wrong, if he upbraids me, this is his 1«^ Viiic, 
bring him up— 

Enter Mr. Lovewell. 

I fnppc^e you come triumphant, but know, I give Ac- 
count of my Afkioss to no Man. Am free, and will fo 
remain* 

Love. 'Tia mv hard Fortune ftill to be miftaken, my 
Lore's too Wind to think you do amifs — I have fince 
been with VaUre^ fworn to him the Letter was a Plot of 
mine, the Hand and Bill all cotmterfcit, to fatisfy my 
jealous Scruple, if there were Affairs between ye, he be- 
lieved it, and your HonourV free from all ill Tongues — 
And the Wretch doomed to be hated ftill^-T-Am come to 
take my everlafting Leave. 

L. IVeaL This Uenerofity fhocks me — \JfJe.'] Fare- 
wcl, you have clear'd me to your Rival, out to yourfelf 
can fay (he was angratrfal and defpifed me : Love with- 
out Efteem is a forc'd Plant and wants its Root, therefore 
my ill Conduct parts us, and thank your generous Car- 
riage for this Confeffion, — Great Spirits hardly yield 
themfelves to blame. 

Lyv. Nor are you ; I have not watch'd fo manyYears 
your Temper, each Turn and Sally of your Mind, but I 
can judge it right. Honour is center'd in your Soul, nor 
would you wrong it in an e/Tential Part. All your little 
AfFeftations are but the EiFe<^s your Glafs produces, 
which tells ye, Beauty like yours, may take ten thoufand 
Liberties. 

L. IVeaL You have chofe a cunning Way to move my 

Hear^ 
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Heart, when I was ann*d widi Accnfadons to extenuate 
my Faults. And if I could perfuade myfelf to troft % 
Man, I think it woald be you. 

L^. Oh cherifli that kind Opinion, and if ever yoo 
do repent it, proclaim me to the World a Villain. 

L. fVeai. This I refolve in Favoor of your noble Ufage, 
to {)anifli from ray Honfe that fenfelefs Train of Iu>p 
Admirers, which I always langh at, and only kept to 
feed my Vanity. 

Lo^o. On my Knees I thank you ; bat ^o not, do not 
daffi my Tranfports by Delay .——your Year of Widow- 
hood is j oft expired ■ reward mv conftant Love, 

and make me happy. A Huiband will fright the Fool 
Pretenders from approaching, and thefe fond Arms fe- 
cure you ever mine. 

L. IVeal. Blefs me, is the Man mad ? Here would be 
a ftrange Leap indeed, from Mortal Odds into Matrx* 
mony. No, no ; a little longer Time mofl try yon firft* 

Lo^. If Time be now required, yon may defer my 
Joys till Age has (IrewM my Head with hoary Hairs j 
tor from my'very Infancy I have ador'd you— 'Tis but a 
Month ago when my anfpidoos Stars inclined yon to a 
Fit of Mercy. — i I flew, got a Licence, came with 

eager Hopes, and you deny'd to fee me. The fame Au- 
thority wjll do now. N or will I leave you, till 
your Hand is mine. 

Enter Betty. 

L. ITeal. Betty, come to my Aid ; here's an audacious 
Man will marry me, in fpite of my Teeth, this very 
InHant. * » 

Betty. O Madam, the luckicft Moment in the World. 
I have been juft looking on £rra Pater, and there's the 

happicft Conjunftion And the Chaplain fauntering 

about the Gardens ready for Employment. 

Lcnj. Nay, look not back, your Eyes confent, and 
1*11 have no Denial. 

L. f^eal. Well, this is the maddeft Thing. 

Z(w. The happieft Thing ^Thus 

The nvamfring Fair are by long Courtjhips kind. 

And confiant Love does luckieft Minutes ^nd, [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter Angelica. 
Ang. Lo^efweli VixA my Sifter 5 happy Pair I— ^ I am 
only curft in a loofe Reprobate, whom no Chance, no 
Obligations tan fix. I mnft refolve to blot him from' m/ 
Soul — but how hard 'tir to efface the iirft Impreflior*— 
Valerty if I can part with thee. Mankind will be upon 
the Square. Thy Unde mav fucceed ; Old or Young : 
For \ Ihall never look with loving Eyes again — Let me 
think — ^To lofe my Piflure — O unpardonable Fault. 

Enter Dorante and Mrs, Favourite at a Difiance, 

fa'v. Now, Sir, is your Time ; fhe is horridly out of 
Hamonr. I know 'tis with Falere, for nothing elfe makes 
her fo. ^ , 

Dor. Madam, I hope you will pardon my Intrufion, 
when ^tis to warn you of approaching Danger. I can 
prove to yon my Nephew has broke all his Oaths, and 
played with the veridft Rakes the Town affords, in a 
public Gaming-Houfe* 
. jfng. Malice, Malice all 

Dor* As this is true or falfe^ may I your Love enjoy. 

j^Mg, Suppofe it true, am I confined to make my Choice 
in your Family— •or indeed to choofe at all — ^Perhaji 
ril never mar^.— — — 

Dor, O fay not fo ; let not fo much Beauty lofe the 
End of its Creadon —You fhould blefs the World with 
your Increafe. 

j^ag. Methinks you arc too much in the Wain to think 
of Increafe — However, I am yet refolv'd on nothing 
^— -and defire to be freed from Importunity— 'Tis wefl 
you 

Enter Valerp and Hedtor. 

are come : Your Uncle haj been ufing all his Rhetoric 
to fupplant you. 

He(^, The Day's our own : She's in a pure Humoarj, 

IJ/ide. 
Fa/. No clandeftine Dealings, Unclcvl befcech you : 
Give me fair Play and let the Lady choofe - ■ 

j^ng. With what Aifurance 'he approaches. [Afide, 
Dor. However her Choice may go, I know who ^e- 

• fervei 
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ferves her rooft — Fm no Gamefter, Sir — Her peaceful 
Hours of Reft fhall ne'er be broke by me. 

Hea. That I dare fwear. [AJUe. 

VaL No Refleftions, Sir, on former Follies. You in 
your Youth doubtlefs had your Share— though now yon 
are paft 'em, and only rail at what you can't enjoy 
But I in my full Strength and Vigour give 'cm over, re- 
folving never to indulge the tempting Vice again. 

Dor. This you have often fwore, and as often broke 
yo'jr Vows. 

Val. I have ; but 'tis not in the Power of Fate to n>ake 
me do't again ; and what*s paft this Lady has forgiven. 
Aug, To end your Difputes, Mr. Dormnte, Til now 
own to you, that my Heart has been long £nce given to 

Valere and this Morning I renew'd my Vows. 

Fal. O Traafport ! Now, Uncle, I hope you are fa- 
tisfied. 

Dor, No, Sir, I am not fatisfied— nor can I believe 
what (he fays real, without condemning her Jndgment. 

Ang, A ftrange pofitive old Man this Valere^ pnf 

clear his Underftanding— -Shew him the Prefent I made 
yoa to Day ; then let him judge who f defign my Heart 
for. 

. FaL Ha ! What (hall I fay ? [Afide. 

Hed. O, Tm thunder-llruck f [AJtde. 

Fal, O (pare his Age, Madam, I forgive him. He is 

my Uncle, and I would not triumph 'Twould make 

him mad, (hould I produce the Picture. 

Ang. jSTo, no, fear not ; tis rather Charity : For fince 
he refufes to believe my Words, 'tis but Reafon he fhould 
have ocular Dcmonftration. 

FaL He that doubts what's utter'd by that Tongue, is 
unworthy of yoar farther Car e ■ ■ Therefore pardon 
me. Madam ; a Thing fo facred as your Image, never 
Ihall convince him. 

HecJ. Well hinted, Tfaith. [Aftde. 

Ang, But when I defire it, methinks you fhould not 
refufe. Obedience becomes a Lover. 

Hea. Loft again. \.AM^' 

FaL You ever Ihall command jn c - 

\_FeelingJirfl in vne Pocket, then in t'other, 
tja I Where did I put it f 
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IXpJ. Humph. [Lrfiinguf hUEyes. 

j9ng. Vfti ania^M at his Impudence. \^4jide. 

• VaL Blefs me \ fare I did BOt leave it in the Bed.— • 
Which Way fhall I come ofF?— [4^*.]^Hf^i?r, 

He&^ Sir \Looking 'very Jlmply^ 

VaL Did you not fee a Pidufc any where to Day ? 

Hea, APifture, Sir , {In a Kind of Fright. 

VaL Ay, a Pifture. What makes you look fo. Sirrah ? 
Ha ! I fufpeft yourRoguelhip has done fomething with ij:. 

Hea, O dear Sir \_1 remblijig. 

Val, Where is \i^ Speak, Rafcal, or I'll cut your 
Ears off. [Dr^it'j. 

Hea^ O Sir, forgive me, and 1*11 tell you the whole 
Truth. [Falli on his Knees, 

jfng. What means the Fellow ? {AJide. 

VaL What will you tell me. Sirrah ? 
Hea, Why, Sir, fearing that your Pocket might be - 
pick'd, or your Lodgings robb'd, and you might lofe the 
Figure, and that I thought would break your Heart, 
knowing how much you did efleem the Piece, I took it, 
* Sir, to a famous Painter of my Acquaintance to have it 
copied. Sir, that's all. 

Ang, A well invented Tale. [4£de, 

V\aL Fly, Sirrah, and fetch it. {S/aps him on the Back. 
Hea, Yes, Sir. [Going. 

• Ang. Oh you may foare your Pains, Sir — the Pidlure 
is already here — [Pulls it outJ] now. Sir, do you blufh. 
VaL I ani amaz'd to think how Ihe came by it. [jlJUe. 

Hea. Ruin'd paft Redemption — Oh, oh, oh, that 

Juch a compleat Lye fhould turn to no Account, [jijide. 
Ang^ Ungrateful Man. 
Dor, How, how's this ? 

Ang. Is this the Price you fet upon my Favours 
the Sight of this would mind you of your Duty— -if I 
remember, thofe were your Words — But I prefume you 
meant it Ihould remind you of a laft Stake — How have 

I been deceiv'd. — Is it poflible thou couldft be fo 

bafe to expofe my Pifture at a common Board, amongft 
a Crew of Revellers. 
Val^ Madam 
Ang. Be dumb^ and make no impudent Excufes. 

Dor. 
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Der.Dol, doI« denrdol, derydol. i^iags^ 

Vol. No, Madam. I flull not f^ady to excofe myfelf, 
only tkis. I am not guilty of all your Charge, for ther6 
was none in Prefence when I loft ic, but the Youth that 
won it. Who had not liv'd to have brought it you, had 
not an unlucky Chance prevented me. 

Jng. Then to conceal your Treachery, you would 
have committed Murder, — excellent Moralift — - — But, 
Sir, the Privacy of the Aft yon boaft of — Does not in 
the leaft extenuate your Crime; I told you whilfi you 
kept that Pidture, my Heart was jrours, but you grew 
weary of the Trifle, and reftor'd it back, and now I 
iiave Liberty to give it to whom I pleafe. 

Jlor. I hope you are fatisfied now. Nephew, ha, ha ha. 

VaU I am with every Thing this Lady is pleafed to 
inflift, I know (he can ui'e me no worfe than I deferve. — 
I own the Foulnefs of vk^ Guilt, and will not hope ibr 
Pardon. 

Enter Sir Thomas Valerc, nvitlf a haiKyer. 

HeB. Nay, then we arc friendlefs, indeed, — Sir, Sir, 
fliall I fee* what Seneca fays upon this Head \ 

\_Afide to Valerc. 

FaL Away> and plague me not— Ha, my Father. — • 

Sir Tho^ Vm bleft, beyond Expreifion blell. — Madam, 
I wifh you joy : My Son» I have brought Mr. Demurr 

the Lawyer, 111 refervp but Five Hundred a Year 

for myfelf the Reft is thine, Boy^—- — full Two 

Thoufand bounds per Annum. 

Ang, Sir thomas^ your Words carry a Meaning ia 
"*cm — which I am a Stranger to. 

Sir Tho, Meaning, Madani, — I'hope my Son and you 

underft^nd -01^ another's Meaning, and I under- 

iland it top. Madam. Come, Mr, Demurr, where 

are the Writings of my Ellate ? He thall make thee 

.a fwinging Jointure, my GirL 

Ang, You muft pardon me. Sir Thofnas^ — my Mind's 
jalter'd. 

Sir Tho, How ! Did you not promife ? 

Ang. Suppofe I did. When a Maji brjeal^s ajl his 
Oaths to me^ I know no Rcafon I Ibould kj?ep my W.ord 
;^ith him. 

Hea, 
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He^. Ah Hedor^ He^or, what will become of thee ? 

Sir Tho. Why I underftood thefe Quarrels were made 
wp— and as a Token of your being reconcil'd, yon 
made him a Prefent of your Pidure . ■ 

Jftg. True, — And that's the Thing that parts us. 

Sir Tbo, What do you mean ? 

Dor. He gam'd it away. Brother; now do you under* 
ftand her ? 

Sir Tifo. Malice and Marriage, Brother, ill becomes 
your Years,— She does not mean it fo. 

jfng. Indeed but I do. — 

Sir Tifo. Say you fo, Madam^ — ^then Til do you Juftice 
immediately. [Draws.^ Sirrah, I'll fave the Hangman 
a Labour, — I will you Ballard. 

f^a/. Do, kill roe. Sir ; you fhall find T will not vent 
one Groan, — for my Soul has ta'cn its Flight already,— 
My bafe Ingratitude has deeper fbibb*d my Heart, than 
now your Sword can do— — 

- Sir Tho. Say you {o. Sirrah, — then I hope you'll live 
to want Nothing, for I'll take Care you (hall have No- 
thing to fupport your Extravagance. — Mr, DemMrr, I 
defire you to nuike my Will' this Minute,— and put the 
ungracious Rogue down a Shilling.*— Sirrah, I charge 
you never to come in Sight of me or my Habitation 
more ; nor, do you hear, dare to own me for your Fa- 
ther.— <Go, Troop, Sirr^, I fhall hear of your goiag 
up Holbourn-Hill in a little Time. — 

Hea. So, there's all my Wages loft.— [AJide. 

Ang, Ha ! this Ufage Qiocks me. \Afide, 

Vol, Sir, I promife you to obey you to a Tittle,—- 
and this undudful Child ihall ne'er offend you with his 
Prefence more. — ^You but enjoin, but I before had chofe, 
for England now would be the worft of Fates. , 

Jng, My Heart beats as if the Strings were breaking. 

lAfiL 

Vol. Madam, there is but one Requefl that I will 
make — then take my Leave for ever, and if you grant 

it not, I fhall be fo much more unhappy. My being 

diiinherited weighs not a Hair, coropar'd with what I've 
loft in lofmg you, whom my Soul prefers before all 

Wealth, 
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Wealth, Friends, or Familjr.-r— Then, where (hoald I 
aflc Pardon but where I moil have injur'd? — • — ^Thus on 
my Knees, I beg yon not to hate my Memory, nor 
fufFcr die Follies which I have now caihier'd for crcr 
from my Breaft ; — (but oh too late) to drive roy Name 
as didaiit as xny Body from yoa^ fometimes vouchsafe to 
think on loft Va!cre» 

. Aag* There is Nothing io indifferent bat we think of 
it fometimes— 
-Sir Tho. Sirrah— begone I iay. {^Pufi'es h'm. 

VaL 1 have done.-— Now Madam, eternally adieu. 

*Ang. Shall I fee him ruin'd — no — that would be bar- 
barous beyond Exampie.-— i^—^^/prf, come t>^k, (hoald 
I forgive you all -^ Would my Generoiity oblige you to 
a fober Life. — Can you upon Honour (lor you^hail fwcar 
no more) forfake that Vice that brought you to this low 
Ebb of Fortune ? 

VaL Ha 1 Oh let me fold thee in my repenting Arms 
—and whifper to thy Soul, that I am intirely changM — 
[Embraces herJ] Yes, my Love, I fwear the Courfe of 
Life that IVe run hitherto-— is grown more hateful to me 
than Toads or Adders ; and I would as foon keep thofe 
Animals in my Bofom, whofe Sting I know would kill 
xnc, as once indulge my ioxm^r Follies. 

. Ang, Then I am happy.-— Know I was the Youth Aat 
won the Pidure, and you parted with it to myfelf. 

HeS,, I ihall die with Joy, that's certain — [j^lde. 

VaL Then I did not break my Oath enthvly, yon 
were excepted, Madam. 

• Sir Tho, How lucky a Turn is this ? Madam, yeur 
Example is too good not to be followed.— /W^r^, I for- 
give thee, and confirm my iirft Defign : — ^lefs you both 
Now Brother, I hope you'll believe you can't get 
my Boy's Miftrefs from him. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dor, Nor he (han't get a Penny of my fdate. Bro- 
ther, remember that. ■ — 

Sir Tho, He wants it not. ■ ■ Ha f Who have we 
here— my Lady Wealthy and her old Lover. 

Enter Lovewell and Lady Wealthy, 
Lwe, Wifh me Joy, Friends, wilh me J<^. 

Sir 
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SixTbo. With .all my Heart, for in my Confcience 
tboa dcfcrv'ft her. 

Jng, I wifh you Joy, Sifter; here let all Quarrels 
ceafe. [Salutes her, 

L. IFeaL I over-heard your Reconciliatioii, and I 

wiHi you thef?iine. 

Love. Oh my Friend ! Sure never Man was bled like 
me- . [To Valere* 

FaJ. Yes, I can boaft a Happinefs beyond thee, — t 
that merited her endlefs Scorn, am, by her fwcet forgiv- 
ing Temper, raia'd to lafting Joy. ■ ■ 

Enter Marqnis of Hazard. 

Marq, I under ftand you are married. Madam ; and 

cdme Jto wifla you Joy. 1^— I do it with a bm cceur^ le 

D table . nCen portt 

L* IVeal, O Monfieur Marque^ I am infinitely -oblig'd 
to yeu e'er fince your Knignt-Errantry with Falere in 
Defence of my Honour, 

Marq. A Ducp of that unlucky Story,-— No Words 
on't now. Madam, I befeech you. 

Fal. How's that ? 

Marq, By the Honour of France I ihall be difcovcrM. 

Enter Betty. 

3etty. Madam, Mrs. Security has brought a Pair of 
very fine Diamond Ear-rings to (hew you, they were loft 

in Pawn, (he fays, and therefore ihe can afford theuj 

ah extraordinary good Pennyworth. / 

L. fFeaU Bring her in. 

Enter Mrs. Security. 
Well, Mrs, Security^ are they very fine' ones. 

Mrs. Sec, As fine a Pair as ever your Lady(hip faw in 
all your Life, Madam. ■ [Gives htr the Ear-rings, 1 
Blefs n^,-T-What do I fee, my Coufin Rohin Siij) ? rm 
glad to fee thee with all my Heart, [To the Marquis. 

L,fFeaI, Do you know what you fay, Mrs, Security ? 
■ T hat is a French Nobleman. 

Mrs. Sec, A Nobleman,-^-^ — What do you think I 
don't know my Brother's Son ?■' »> ' 

V>OL, I. K Marq, 
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Marq, A Fox of Tuch Kindred— Now all will oot— 

Mrs. Sec. Why how long haft thoa been in EnglanJ, 
Robert F ■ I heard thon wert Footman to the Prince of 

Cofiti, Thy old Matter, Sir miUam, afks mightily 

how thou doft. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha. 

Vain How's this, the Marquis of Hazards Footman ? 
^a, ha, ha. 

HeSi. Brother, give me thy Han d Hold, now I 

think on't keep your Diftance, Friend, for a FnUt 

de Chambre is above a Footman. \StruU, 

L. WeaL My Footman, Sir, will fhew you into the 
Buttery ; a Horn of fmalt l^^tx may quench your Thirft 
of Honour. Ha, ha. 

Vai, This Morning he boafied of his Royal Blood at my 
Lodgings,^— but his Cowardife conErm'd me what he is.-> 

L. Weal, He told me he was at your Lodgings, and 
prefented you with a Tweague by the Nofe— 

VaL How, Scoundrel, beneath my Sword, and there* 
fore take this. \Kicks bim, 

Marq, Very fine, very £ne Breeding, Gentlemen, 
truly. — ^Well this is my Maxim ftil l 
Who once by*Policy a Title gaitUf 
Merits abo-ve the Fool tbeO^s bom to Means. X^**^- 

Mrs. Sec, 'Tis dirtily done of you, Mr. VaUre^ fo it 
is, to kick a Man for nothing ; — His Father, though I 
fay it, was as honeil a Man as ever broke Bread, and £ 
could find in my Heart to— — 

L. JVeaL No more of your Noife, — Wait without 
there. [Exit Mrs. Security. 

Sir 7bo, Come, come, enough of this Nonfenfe,— 
Let*s have a Dance. 

A Country Dance. 

VaL Now Virtue's pleafing Profped's in my View, 
With double Care I'll all her Paths purfue ; 
And proud to thijik I owe this Change to you.[7V Ang. 
Virtue that gives hiore folid Peace of Mind, 
7han Men in all their vicious Pleafures find ; 
Then each with me the Libertine reclaim, 
And ihun what links his Fortune, and his Fame. « 

THE 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by N. R O W E, Efq; 
Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 

IF humhie fFt-ves that drM the Marriage Chain 
fVitb curfed dogged Hujoands^ may eomplaiu ; 
If turn d at large toftarve^ as ive byyou^ 
They may^ at leaft, for hWmony fue. 
Know, nve reJol<ve to make the Cafe our otvu^ 
Between the Plaintif Stage, and the Defendaxtt-Town* 
When firft you took us from our Father'j Hou/e, 
Jind lonjingly our Intereft did efpoufe ; 
ITou kept us fine, carefs'd and lodgd us here. 
And Honey-Moon held out above Three Year ; 
jfi lengthy for Pleafures known dojeldom laft. 
Frequent Enjeyments palT d your ff rightly Te^e ; 
jfnd though at firft you did not quite negleSl, 
We found your Love vaas dwindled to Refpe£t ; 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 
Youjlofd, and caltd to fee ifnue loere nuelL 
Now, quite eftrang^d, thir wretched Place you Jhstn, 
Like bad Wine, Bufinefi, Duels, or a Dun, 
Have we for this increased ApolloV "Race f 
Been often pregnant voithyour Wifs Embrace ? 
And bom you many chopping Babes of Grace f 
Some ugly Toads we had, and tbafs the Curje, 
They wertfo like you that they far d the vjorfe ; 
For this to-night ive are not much in Pain, 
Look ont, and if you like it. Entertain ; 
Jj all the Midwife fojfs of it be true. 
There arefome Features too like fame of you i 
For us, if you think fitting to forfake it, 
Wfi meats /0 jruu away, undUt the ParUh take it* 

Kz THE 
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Spoken by Mrs. S A N T L O W. 



A 5 one amdermii^ and readf to become 
For his Offences paft, a Pentbdum, 
Does e*er he dies, hej^eak the learned Throngs 
Tben^ like the Swan, expires in a Song, 
So /, though doubtful long nvhich Knot to chooje. 
Whether the Hangman'' s, or the Marriage Noofe) 
Condemn'' d good People, as you fee, for Life, 
To play that tedious, juggling Game^ irVTife, 
Have but one Word of good Advice to fay. 
Before the doleful Cart dranxjs quite a^vay. 

You roariM Boys, icho kno^-w the Midnight Cares 
Of rattling fatts, ye Sons of Hopes and Fears: 
Who labour hard to bring your Ruin on. 
And diligently toil to be undone ; 
Tour*e Fortune's fporting Footballs at the befi, 
Fpw are his Joys, and ffnall the Gamefter's Reft: 
Suppoje then Fortune only rules the Dice, 
And on the Square you piety j yet, nvho thafs luife. 
Would to the Credit of afmthlefs Main, 
7ruft his good Dad's hard-gotten hoarded Gain ? 
But thenfuch Vultures round a Table nvait. 
And hov ring *watch the Bubble* s fickhy State % 
The young fond Gambler covetous of more. 
Like ^fop'j Dog, Irfes his certain Store* 
Then the SpungefoueeoCd by all, gnrws dry ^-^ And now 
Compleatly v^ir etched turns a Sharper tooj 
Theje Fools, for Want of Bubbles too, play fair. 
And hfe to one another on the Square ; 
^0 Whores the Wealth from numerous Culls they glean. 
Still fptnd on Bullies^ and grwf poor again. 

Thh 
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This Itch for Flay has like^ife fatal been^ 
And more than Cupid, dratun the Ladies in, 
A Thoufmnd Guineas for BaiTet frevculs^ 
A Bait^ ^when Cajh runs lotv, that feldom fails ; 
And nuhen the Fair One catCt the Debt defny 
Im Sterling Coin does Sterling Beauty fay. 

In tvain ive labour to divert your Care^ 
Nor Song^ nor Dance can bribe your Frefence here, 
JToufly this Flace like an infe&ious Air, 
^0 yonder happy garter of the Tonvn, 
Tou croud; and your onvn favorite Stage difywn ; 
lVe*re like old Mijtre^es, yoisJo<ve the Vice, . 
And hate us only ^caufe lue once did pleafe. 
Nor can njoefind how el/e ^tis nve defers e^ ^ 
Like Tantalus^ ''mdft Plenty thus tofarvi. 



\ 




vt.^:^' 



Kj 



THE 



BASSET-TABLE. 



COMEDY. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken fey Mr. Pinkethman* 



1^ all the Faces that to ?letfs refort. 
Whether of Country, Gty, Mob, or Courts 
r*oe always found, that nonefuch Hopes infpire, 
Asyfw^^ear Brethren of the Upper lire. 
FoetSy in Frolcgues^ may both preach and rail, 
Tet all their Wifdom nothing iajHI avail; 
Who ivrites not up to you '/5 Ten to One <willfaiL 
Tour thundering Plaudit is that deals out Fame i 
Tou make Plays run, tho* cfthemfehves but Lame: 
'Honv often hawe im knovtmy^fir Noife cornmauding, 
Impofe on your inferior Mafters Underfiandbig ^ 
Therefore^ deetr Brethren, (fince- 1 am-one of you)' 
Whether adorned in Grey, Green, Brown^ or Blue, 
This Day f and all by me, as I will fall by you* 
And n^tw to le t 

The poor Pit fee how PinkyV Foice commands. 
Silence-^ Now rattle all ymtr Sticks, and clap ywr grimy 
Hands, 



\ 



1 greet your Leme^^and let the <veuneft Author Jbew, 
Half this Command on cleaner Hands below. 
Nay, mere to pronjeyour Inter eft,, let this Play li^ve hy you.. 
So may youfhcire good Claret with your Mafters, 
Still free in your Amours from their Uifaflers ; * 
Free from poor Houfe -keeping \ 10 here Peck is under Locks, 
Free from cold Kitchens y i?W»o Chriftroas-Box: 
So may no long Debates /" th* Houfe of Commons, 
Make you in the Lohhy ftar've^ ixihen Huj^ger fummons \ 
But may your plenteous Vails come ficnmng in, 
Gin)e you a lucky Hit, and make you Gentlemen ; 
* And thus freferrd, ne'^er fear the World's Reproaches, 
But Jhake your Elbows 'with my Lord^ and keep your Coaches, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr, Estcourt. 

^ 1^ HIS geodiy Fahrick, to a gazing Tar^ 

X Seems Fore and^^g^a Three Deckt Man of War : 
Abaft ^ the HoUs the JPJlfiJkom thence look up ; 
Jloftt that's S^wahber^M^fiy ^^«^'j t^ Main-Top. 
Side Boxes manned luith Beau, and modijh Rake, 
Are like the Fore-Caftle and garter -Deck, 
Thofe dark- dl/gui fed, advenfrous black-no^dfe'vo. 
May pafsfor Gunners, or a Fire- Ship's Cre'-w. 
Some come like Pri*vateers a Prixe tofeixe. 
And catch the French ^within the NarrotA) Seas, 
The Orange Ladies, Virgins of Reno^vun, 
Are Powder-Monkies running up auddo'iuni, 
We'^ve here our Calms, our Storms, and profp'rous Gales , 
, Andjhift our Scenes as Seamen Jhift their Sails, 
The Ship's nnellmanrtd^ and not ill ^womand neither. 
So ballafted andfio^'d, my Lads,Jhe^ll hear the Weather. 
But greater Dangers 'venturing Players alarm ; 
This Night* s Engagement's ivorfe than any Storm. 
The Poet's Captain, but half dead 'with Fright, 
She leagues her Officers to maintain the Fight ; 
Tond middle Teer nvith Eighteen Pounders maul us. 
That Upper- Deck nvith Great and Small Shot gaulus* 
But from this Lnver-Teer moft Harm befals, 
^here's no oppofing their prenjiii ling Balls, 
At either Foe or Friend their Chain- Shot fies. 
We fink or fwirn^ nfje conquer, fall or rife. 
To fit and rig our Ships much rains ive take ; 
Grant 'we may no^vu a Sa^ving-Voyage make. 
Here ive're embark' d, and as you Jmile or frouun, 
Tou arc our Stars^ by you we live or drown. 
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MEN.. 

IW WortJ^ r ^'/^"^ ^ ^^ \ Mr. MUh. 

veller, a Hater ofixonung^ J 

5/r James Courtly, eui oiryGentUman, \ w. w^jiu- 

given to Gaming^ J ' * 

Loveljir, anEnfign^ in LawwithMiipTitL, Mr, Bick^aSl 
^/> Richard Plainman, fomuf^ aKlW\ 

tixen^ hut nvw ii'ves in Cfovarit- I 

Garden, a great Lover of a Sohiier, >Mr. Ballock.. 

and an inveterate Enem^ to the I 

French, J 

^^flfs mrt' "^ '^' ^'^' -very fondly ^^ j^^^^^^ 
Buckle^ footman to Lord Worthy, Mr, Penkedimaiu 



Mri. Oldfieia. 
Mn, Rogers.. 
Jkfr/. Montford^ 



WOMEN. 

Ladf Reveller, a Coqueti/h WidovJ, 

that keeps a Baffet-Table, 
Laify Lucy, her Coujtn^ a religious foher 

Ladf, 
Valeria, a philofofhical 6irl^ Daughter 

to £ir Richard, in Love nvith Lovely, 
Mrs, Sago, the Drugfter's Wife^ a 

gaming Jrofufe Woman great -wi^f^^Mfi^Crob. 
my Lady Reveller, tn Love votth Str ' 
James, ^ 

Alpiew, Woman to Lady Reveller, ^ Vhf^s, Luc^^ 

Ladiei^ and Gentlemen^ for the Baflet-Tablc. 
Chairmen, Footmen^ &c. 

SCENE* Lady Reveller'j Lodgings, m 

Covent-Gardcn 5 the Time, Four o^Cock in 

the Morning. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE, A large Hnll, a Porter with 
a Staffs fiver al Chairs waiting^ and Foot-- 



men ajkep^ with Torches 
Jianding about the Room. 

Footman, 



and Flambeeuoc: 




[ERTAINLY they'll play aU Night, this 
is a curfed Life. 

Port, How long have you liv'd with your 
Lady? 

Fcotm, A Month; too long bv thirty 
Days, if this be her Way of Living, I fhall be dead be- 
fore the Year's oat ; (he games all Night, and fleeps al^ 
Day. 

Port. Then you fleep too, what's the Matter T 

Footm, I deny that ; for while Ihe fleeps Vm employ'^ 

in Howd'ye's, from one End of the Town to the other.. 

Port. But you reft while ftie's gaming ;. What would 

you do if you led my hh^Q i This is my Lady's conlUnf 

Fra^lice. 

Footm. Your Lady keeps a Bajfet-Tahlty much good 

may do you with your Service*— Hark, diey arc broke 

ttp. \Within,'\ Ha, hy, my Lady GameweWs Chair ready 

there-Mr. Sonicas Servant. {TJ!?e Footmen nvake in a Hurry%. 

ifi Footm, Where the Devil is my Flambeaux ? 

K. 6 2d Fo9tm, 



ao4 <Tbe Bassit-Table. 

zdFootm, So-hey Robin^ get the Chair ready, my 

Lady's. coming ; ilay, ftay, kt me light my Flamoeaux. 
• ^dFootm, y^anvning ] Hey, hoa, what han't they done 
play yet? 

Port, They are now coming down^ but your Lad/ 
is gone hnlf an Hour ago. 

2,dFootM, The Devil Ihe is f Why did not you call me? 

Port. I did not fee you. 

3.'/ Footm, Was you blind — She has loft her Money, 

that's certain She never flinches upon a winning 

Hand ■ Her Plate and Jeweb walk To-morroe«r to 
replenifh her Pocket — a Pox of Gaming; I fay, \Exit^ 

[IVithiH^I Mr. LoofeaWs Man 

\th Footm, Here — So-ho, who has Hole my Flam*- 
beaux ? 

[1Vithin,'\ My Lady Vmhray\ Coach there — 

^th Footm, Hey ! Will, pull up there. 

[Exeunt omntf. 

Enter Lady Reveller and Alpiew, her Woman. 

Lady, My Lady Ra^e is horridly out of Humour at 
her ill Fortune, (he loft 300 /. 

Alp. She has generally ill Luck, yet her Inclination for 

Play is as Urong as ever. Did your Lady (hip win or 

lofe, Madam -f 

Lady, I won about 50 Pieces-^Pr'ythee, what (hall we 
do, Alpiew ? *Tis a line Morning, 'tis pity tago to Bed'. 

Alp. What does your Lady (hip think of a Walk ia 
the Park ? — 'The Park is pleafant in a Morning, the Air 
is fo very fweet. 

• Lady. I don't think fo ; the Sweetne(s of the Park is 
at Eleven, when the Beau-Monde make their T^ur thercf 
'tis an unpoli(h'd Curioltty to walk when only Birds caa 
fee one. 

Alp. Blefs me, Madam f Y9ur Uncle -^Now for a 
Sermon of two Hours. ' ^ 

Enter Sir Richard Plainman, in a Night-Go^Am, as Jhm 

Bed. 

Sir kick. So, Niece ! I find you're refolv'd to keep on 

your Coorfe of Life i I muft be wak'd at four, with 

' - Coach 
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Coach, Coach, Chair, Chair ; give over, for Shame, and 
marry, marry. Niece. 

. Lady. Nbw would I forfeit the Heart of my next Ad- 
mirer, to know the Caufe of this Reproach. [J/idd^ 
Pray, Uncle, explain yourfelf; for I proteft I can't 
guefs what Crime I have unhappily committed to merle 
this Advice; 

Sir Rich, How can yon look me in the Face, and aik 
me that Qaeflion ? Can you that keep a Bafet-TMe, a 
public Gaming-Honfe, be ii^enfible of the Shame on't ? 
J have often told you how much the vaft Concoorfe of 
People, which Day and Night make my Houfe their 
Rendezvous, incommode my Health ; your Apartment 
is a Parade for Men of all Ranks, from the Duke to the 
Fidler ; and your Vanity thinks they all pay Devoir to 
your Beauty — but you miftake ; every one has his feveral 
Ends in meeting here, from the Lord to the Sharper, and 
each their feparate Interefls to purfae— Some tools there 
may be, for there's feldom a Crowd without. 

Lady, Malice — fome Fools ? I can't bear it. 

Jlif. Nay, 'tis very a&onting, truly. Madam. 

Lady. Ay, is it not, Alpie^f — ^Yct, now I think on't, 
•tis the Dcfeft of Age^to rail at the Pleafures of Youth, 
therefore I (hall not diforder my Face with a Frown 
about it. Ha, ha, I hope. Uncle, you'll take peculiar 
Care of my Coufin Valeria^ in difpofing of her according 
to the Breeding you have given her. 

Sir Rich. The Breedingl have given her ! I would not 
iave her have your Breeding, Miftrefs, for all the Wealth 
of.EnglatuTs Bank ; no, I bred my Girl in the Country, a 
Stranger to the Vices of this Town, and am refolv'd to 
marry her to a Man of Honour, Probity, and Courage. 

Lady. What, the Sea Captain^ Uncle ? F^ugh, I hate 
the Smell of Pitch and Tar ; one that can entertain one 
with nothing but Fire and Smoke, Larboard and Star- 
board, and t'other Bowl of Punch ; ha, ha,- ha. 

Jlp, And for every Fault that fhe commits, he'll coa- 
demn her to the Bilboes ; ha, ha. 

Lady. I fancy my Coufin's Philofophy, and the Cap- 
tain's courageous Blufter, will make Angelic Harmony. 

Sir Rich. Yes, Madame fweeter Harmony than your 

Seft 
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Sfpi bf Lwa Fopsf Rakes« and Ganefters i give me the 

Maa that ferves my Country, that preferves both my 
Eftace and Life — ^Oh, the glorious Name of Soldier; if 
I were yoane, Vd go myfelf in Perfoa, but as it is ■ ■ 

ji/f, YouTl fend your Daughte r ■ . 

Sir Rich, Yes, Minx, and a good Dowry with her, a$ 
a Reward for Virtue, like the Captain's. 

A/p, But fuppofe^ Sir, Mrs. Valiria (hould not like 
hixnf 

Sir Rich, V\\ fuppole no Aich Thing, Miftrefs, ihe 
fhall like him. 

Lady, Why, there 'tis now; indeed^ Uncle, youVc 
too poiltive. 

Sir Rich, And you too imperdnent : Therefore I rc- 
folve you ihall quit my Houfe; yoa ihan*t keep your 
itevels Hnder the Roof where I am. 

j^f, rd have yoa to know. Sir, my Lady keeps ne^ 
Revels beneath her Quality. 

Sir Rich, Hold your Tongue Mrs. ?ert^ or I fhall dif- 
play your Quality in its proper Colours, 

Jlp, I don't care, fay your worft of me, and fpare not; 

but for my Lady my Lady's a Widow, and Widow* 

are accountable to none for their Anions Well, I 

ftall have a Hufband one of thefe Days, and be a Widow 
too, i hope. 

Sir Rich, Not unlikely, for the Man will hang, himfelf 
the next Day, I warrant htm. 

Alf, And if any Uncle pretends to controul my 
A^ions- 



Sir Rich, He*d lofe his Labour, Pm certain 

. Alp, I'd treat him. 

Sir Rich, Don't provoke me. Huffy, don't, 

hady. Be gone, and wait in the next Room. \ 

[Exit Alpie^; 
Sir Rich, The Infolence of a Servant is a great Hononr 
to the Lady, no doubt ; but I fhall find a Way to humble 
you both. 

Lady, Lookye, Uncle, do what you can, Vm Pefolv'd 
to follow my own Inclinations. 

Sir Rich, Which infallibly carry you to Noife, Non- 
lenfe, Foppery and Ruin ; but no matter, you ^all go 

out 
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OBt of my Doors, TU promifc yom wy Hpufe ftall no 
longer bear tke fcaaddous Name of a B^et-TM: 
H^lb^nds ftiall no more have Caufe to date tkek Ruii^ 
froq* my ;Door, nor cry, Th^re, there my Wife g?ip'4 
my Eftate away — Nor Children c»rf« my Poftcrity, for 
Ihieir Farepts knowing my Houfe. 

Lady^ No more Thrcatning, gjood Unck ; aft as ye* 
pleafe, but don't &old, or I fhail be obliged to call A^ie^ 
again. 

Sir Rich, Very wejl, very well, fee what will cpm^ 
en't ; the World lyiU cenfure thofc that game, an^, ia 
iny Confcience, I believe not without Canfe. 

For fie ivbofi Shame no good Ad'vice can nvake^ 
Whin Money s luanting ^tll her Virtue f.ake, 

[Exit; 
loify. Advice ! Ha» ha, iidiculous A4vic<;. 

Enter Lady L«cy* 

No (boner rid of pne Mifchief bqt another follow?-"^ 
[AJide.^ I forefee this to be ii D^y of Mortiiic^tion^ 

Enter Alpiew.. 

J^. Madam. 

Loify My Uncle^s gone, you may come in, ha, ha, Kav 

L. Lucy, Wye, Couiin, does it become you to laugh at 
tbofe that give you Couniei fiar your Good ? 

La^. For my Good I Oh^ men eanirf Now cannot I 
divine what ^tis that I do mori» than the xeSi of tbd 
World to deferve this filame. 

A/f. Nor I, f&r tl^e Soul of me. 

L. Lucy, Shou'd all the reft of the World follow yom 
Lady^ip's Example, the Order of Nature would be in^ 
verted, and every Good defign^d by Heaven, become a 
Curfe ; Health and Plenty no longer would be knownt 
among us— —You crofs the Purpofe of the Day and 
Night ; you wake w)ien you fhould fleep, and make all 
who have any Dependanise on you wske, while yoii' 
repofe. - 

La4^. Blefs me f may not any Perfen fleep when they 
pleafe r 
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• L. Ltuy, No ; there are certain Hoars that good Man- 
ners, Modeily, and Health, require your Care ; for 
Example; diforderly Hours are neither heathfal nor 

inodeft And 'tis not civil to make Company wait 

Dinner for your Drefling. 

Lady. Why docs any Body dine before ^our o'Clock 
in London ? For my Part, I think it an ill-bred Cttftom 
to make my Appetite Pendalom to the Twelfth Hour. 

Alp* Befides, 'tis out of Faflxion to dine by Day-light i 
and fo I told Sir Richard Yefteiday, Madam. 

L. Lucy* No doubt but you did, Mrs. Alfin^i and 
then you entertain fuch a Train of People, Couiln, that 
my Lady Reseller is as noted as a public Ordinary, where 
every Fool with Money finds a Welcome. 

Lady, Would you have me fhut my Doors again ft my 
Friends ?-Now Ihe is jealous of Sir James Courtly IJJide.J 
Befides, is it poflible to pafs the Evenings without Di- 
verfions ? 

Jlf, No, certainly 

' L. Lucy. I think the Playhoufe the much more inno- 
cent and commendable Diverfion. 

tLady. To be feen there every Night, in my Opinion^ 
is more dedrudive to the Reputation. 

L. Lucy. Well ; I had rather be noted every Night 
in the Front Box, than, by my Abfence, once be iuf- 
peCted of Gaming ; one robis my Eilata and Charader, 
the other diverts my Temper, and improves my Mind. 
Then you have fuch a Number of Lovers. 

Lady, Oh, Cupid/ is it a Crime to have a Number of 
Lovers ? If it be, 'tis the pleafanteft Crime in the World. 
A Crime that falls not every Day to every Woman's Lot 

L. Lucy. I dare be po£tive every Woman does not 
wifti it. 

Lady. Becaufe Wiflies have no EfFeft, Coufin, ha, ha. 

L. Lucy. Methinks my Lord Worthy's Affiduity might 
have banilh'd the admiring Crowd .by this Tinie. 

Lady. Banilh'd 'em f Oh, fnon cteur I what PJeafureia 
there in one Lover ? 'tfs like being feen always. in one 
Suit of Cloaths ; a Woman, with one Admirer, will 
ne'er be a reigning Toaft. 

L. Lucy. I am fure thofe that encourage more, will 
never have the Charadler of a reigning Virtue. 

Lady^ 
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Lad^. I flight the malicioas Cenfure of the Town, yet 
dsfy it to iSjperfe my Yirtae ; Nature has .given me a 
Face, a Shape, a Mcin, an Air for Drefs, and Wit and 
Humoor to iubdue : And (hall I lofe my Conquelt for a 
Name ? 

Jlp, Nay, and atnong the onfafhioaable Sort of People 
too. Madam ; for Perfons of Breeding and Qaality will 
allow, that Gallantry and Virtue are not infeparable. 

L. Lucy, But Coquetry and Reputation are ; and there 
IS no Difference in the Eye of the World, between hav- 
ing really committed the Fault, and lying under the 
Scandal ; for my pwn Part, I would take as much Care 
to prefervc my Fame, as you would your Virtue. 

Lady, A little Pains will ferve you for that, Couiin ; 
. for I never once heard you nam'd— A Mortification 
would break my Heart, ha, ha. 

L. Lucy. 'Tis better never to be nara'd, than to be ill 

fpoken of; but your Refledlions (hall not diforder my 

Temper. I could wi(h, indeed, to convince you of your 

. Error, becaufe you fhare my Bluod ; but £ace I fee tlie 

Vanity of the Attempt, f fhall defift, ^ 

Lady. I humbly thank your Ladyfliip. 

ji/f. Oh f Madam, here's my Lord Worthy^ Sir James 
Courtly y and Enfign Lo-vely coming down i will your 
Ladyfhip fee them ? 

Ladf, Now have I a ftrong Inclination to engage Sir 
Jamesy to difcompofe her Gravity ; for if 1 have aay 
Skill in Glances, (he loves him. But then my Lord 
Worthy is fo peevifh fince our late Quarrel, that Tm 
afraid to engage the Knight in a Duel ; befides, my Ab- 
fence, I know, will teize him more; therefore upon 
Confideration I'll retire, Coufin Lucy^ good -Morrow. 
1*11 leave you to better Company, there's a Perfon at 
hand may prevent your Six o'Clock Prayers. \^xit* 

L. Lucy, Ha f Sif James Courtly — I mufl own I think 
him agreeable j but am forry flie believes, I do. I'll not 
be feen, for if what I fcarce know myfelf, be grown io 
vifible to her, perhaps he too may difcover it, and then 
I am loft. 
•• While in the Breaft our Secrets clofe remain^ 

'TiV lut of Fortune's Power to'gi*ve us Pain^ [Exit. 

Enter 
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£fit^ {on/ Wordiy, Sir y^mes, and Enfign Lovely. 

Sir yam. Ha ! was aot that Lady Lucy f 

Enfign, It was — Ah, Sir James ^ I find your Heart » 
put of Order about that Lady, and my Lord IVorthy lan- 
guifhes for Lady Reveller. 

Sir Jam. And thou art iick for Valeria, Sir ^ick^nd^i 
Daughter. A poor diftrefled Company pf as. 

En/tgv. 'Tis true, that little She Philofophcr has maje 
me do Penance more heartily than ever my Sin$ did ; I 
deferve her by mere Dint of Patience. I have ^ood 
whol; Hours to hear her affert, that Fire cannot burp, 
iiQr Water drown, nor Pain aAi^^ a^d Forty ridiculous 
Syftems 

Sir Jam, And all her Experiments on Frogs, Fift, ftod 
Flies, ha, ha, without the leaft Contradi^Ubn. 

Brnfign, Contradidion, no, no, I allowed ajl flie Cm^, 
with undoubtedly. Madam,— «— *I am of your Miad» 
Madam, it muft be fo n atuoj Caofe^, (sfc. 

Sir Jam, Ha, ha, ha» I ttyftlrit t^ a fupenMUml 
Caufe, which enables thee to^ thrp* dus Fatigue i if it 
were not to raife thy Fortune, i fliould think tl^e mad to 
ptufue her ; but go on and profper, nothing in mv Pow^ 

flwil be wtoting to affift you My Lox^JFortby, yowr 

l^rdfliip is as melaa^hoily as a lpfi,ng G^meft^. 

Im^d. F^h, Gentlemen, Vm out of Humpjir, bjU I 
don't know at what. 

^rjam. Whv then I can tell yon j for the very fvmit 
H^afon that made your Lordfhip ftay here to be SpcQator 
of the Ytry Diverfion yon hate, ^Gaming) the fame Caufo 
makes von uneafy in all Company, my Lady Hf^eJUr. 

Lara. Thou haft hit it, Sir James ^ I confers J love her 
Perfon, but hate her Humours, aijd her Wajr pf Living ;. 
J have fome Reafonsto believe I*m notbdifferent to her, 
yet Iidefpairof fixing her, her Vanity has got fo much 
liie Miflrefs of her Refolution j and yet her Pafiion for 
Gain furmounts her Pride, and lays her Reputatioii open 
to the World. Every Fool that has ready Money ihajt 
dare to boail himfelf her very humble S»rv^t ; S'defit^ 
when I could cut the RafcaFs Throat. 

Sir Jam. Your Lordship is even with her one Wav i 

tos 
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for y9a ar^ as c^% a$ ihe's vain, and as fond of an Op- 
portunity to quarrel with h^r, as (he of a gaming Ac- 
^uaiutance ; my .Opuuoii 'is, my Lord, fiie'll ne'er be 
woo youf W^y. 

To gain all JVomen theris a certain Jtute : 
IfWitJhouldfail to pleafe^ then aa the Fool i 
And inbin you find Simplicity not tako^ 
Winrouu off DifguifeMi andfrofifs the Rake ; 
Ol/enue 'which WiPf th/irfirongefi Humours nm, 
ThejfVe hy their ofum lov^dCant thefureft Way undone. 

Lord. Thou'rt of a happy Temper, ^rj^unes^ I wjfli 
I could be To too ; but nnce I can't add to your Diver- 
£on» I'll take my Leave ; gop^ Morrow, Gentlemen. 

[Exit. 

Sir Jam. This it is to have more Love than Reafon 
about one ; you and I, Loveh, will go on with Difcre- 
tion, and yet I fear it's in Ladfy Luc/% Power to banift it. 

Enfigu. I find Mrs S^^go^ x\^ Progfter's Wife> Ijitereft, 
^^ly^oilh^^ ^Jmis. 

Sr 7#w, 4«*l Aiar fcsr Iwf /iy ?»»yi)f^8«o ftdw 
Ber Hulbfi|d> Bagi tpo. Fai(dx« I am weary of that !«• 
Sf^W^» Uk I 4^wd be iiaSfsS^ t9 Ivive a Hand in his 
Knin. 

EnfigH. She did not Jiofip nwh lo Night« t bftiev^. 
*r*f4iee^ Sir 74^/. wfeM^kini* of % ipmperM Woman 
> 4^ ? HdMfht W^ ? 

9^ Jam* That (he has-«-A lajrgf Portion, and as AMdi 
Cu^iikk^, or ihe covld never haire mapag'd t\» old Fd- 
)ow fo nicely ; ^e h^ a y«ft Paffion for ray Lady Re^'el" 
kr, ftnd ea^jt^oiur^ |e n^wicii: her in every Thing. Not 
a Suit of Clothes, or a Top-knot, that is not exadly 
^e fame with her*s. Then her Plots and Contriv^ces 
to fu^ly tj^ie ExpeQces, put her continually nppn th.e 
^.ack s yet to givp \itf h^r Doe^ flijc has a fertile Brain 
that Way ; but come, ihall we ^o Ho^^e ^nd deep twa 
er thi^e Hoiii^ \ at Dinm^ Til in^oduce you tp Q^aia 
ti$ar^, the S^ Officer, yoor Rival that is to be, he's juft 
tom^ to Town. 

Enfigif. A powerful Rival, I fear, for Sir Richard re- 
folres to marry him ip his Pang^ic^ j ell oiy Hopes lie 

in 
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10 her Argaments, and yoo know Philofopkers are very 
]x>(itive. And if this Captain does bat happen ta coBr- 
tfadid one whimfical Notion, the Poles will as foon join, 
as they couple, and rather than yield, ihe "woi^d go to 
the Indiis in fearch of D ampler ^ Ants. 

Sir Jam. Nay, fhe is no Woman if ihe obeys. 

fFomen, Hie Tides, nvith Papons ebb andflonoy 

And like them too^ their Source no Man can kmyw» 

To -watch their Motions , is the fafefi Guide $ 

Who hits their Humour, fidls 'with Wind and Tide. [Exit. 

A C T II. 

Enter Bockle, meeting Mrs. Alpicw. 
Alp. f^ O O D-Morrovv, 

VJ Buci, Good^Morrow. 

A/p, Good-Morrowy good-Morrdw, is that all yodr 
^Bafinefs here? Wh^tt means that affeded Look, as if 
-yoa long'd ro be examin'd what-s the Matter ? 

Bkck. The Capricio*s of Love, Mademoifelle % the Ca?- 
pricio^s of Love. 

Alp. Why ? are you in Love ? 

Biuk. I«— in Love ! No ! «he DevH take* me, if evtfr 
I ihall be infefled with that Madnefs I Wt enoogh fbr 
one in a Family to fall under the whimfical Circnm- 
ilances of that Diftemper. My Lord has a Aif&cieitt 
Portion for. both ; here — ^hcre — there's a Letter for yocnr 
Lady ; I believe the Contents are not fo full of Stars, 
and Darts, and Flames, as they usM to be. 

Alp, My Lady will not concern herfelf with your 
Lord, nor his Letters neither, I can affure you that. 

Buck, So much the better j Til tell him what you fay 
»■ . Have you no more ? 

yf/^. Tell him it is not my Fault;! have done as 
much for his Service as lay in my Power, till I put her 
in fo great a Paffion, that 'tis impoffible to appeafe her. 

Buck, Very good — my Lord is upon the Square, I 
promife ye, as much inraged as her Ladyjhip tathe full. 
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Well, Mrs. A/fiew^ to the longeft Day of his Life, he 
iwears never to . forget Yederday^s Adventure, that has 
given him perfe6l, perfe6V Liberty. 

j^/f. I believe fo— What was it, pray ? 

Buck. Ill tell you ; 'twas Matter of Confequence, I 
a^ure you, IVe known Lovers part for a iefs TriHe 
by half. 
. J^» No Digreffions, but to the Point, what was it ? 

Buck. Thi s my Lord, was at the Fair with your 

Lady. 

^//^. What of that ? 

Buck, In a RaiEing-Shop flie faw a young GenUeman^ 
whif h file faid was very handfome— At the fame lime, 
my Lord. praifed a young Lady; fhe redoubles her Com- 
menda^ons of the fieau*<— -^e enlarges on the Beauty of 
the Belle ; their Difcourfe grew warm on the Subject ; 
Xhey paufe ; (he begins ^ain with the Perfediions of the 
Gentleman ; he ends with the fame of the Lady : Thus 
they purfued their Arguments, iliU finding fuch mighty 
Pharms in their new Favourites, till they found one ano* 
ther fo ugly— fo ugly— that they parted with full Refo- 
lution never to meet again. 

jf/f. Ha, ha, ha> pleafantj w.ell» if you have no more 
to tell .me, Adiaa. 

Buck. Stay a Moment, I fee my Lord"^ comings I 
thought he'd follow me. Oh ! Lovers Refolu^ons. 

Enter Lord Worthy. 

LorL So, have you feen my Lady Reveller? [To Buck. 

Alp. My Lord 

Lord. Ha ! Mrs. Alpte^, \Gi<ves him his own Letter. 

Buck. Here's your Lordfhip's Letter. 

Lord. An Anfwer! She has done me very much 
Honour. 

Alp. My Lord, I am commanded—- 

j^0n/. Hold a little, dear \Ax%. Alpie^. \All this ^while 
he is opening the Letter, thinking it from the hadj.'\ 

Buck. My Lord, ihe would not— 

Lord. Be qiMet, I fay^ — -. — - 

Alp, I am very ferry 

Lord. Bilt a Moment-^— -Ha ! Why this is jny owa 
Letter. 

Buck. 
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Brnth Yes, my Lord. 

Loni. Yes, my Lord-—— What, flieM not receive it 
then ? 

BucA. No, my Lord. 

L^tJ. How darft you ftay §f> long. 

j^p, I beg yoar Lordfhip not to harbour an ill Opinion 
of me ; I oppofed her Anger with my utmoft Ski}),* 
praised all your Anions, sill yoor Parts, but 2(11 ii> vain. 

LoTif, Enoagh, enoagti. Madam ; fhe has uken the 
beft Method m the World— Well, then we are ne'er to 
meet again. 

JJf, I know not that, my Lord 

Lord. I rejoice at it, by my Life I do ; fhe has only 
prevented me ; I came on parpofe to break with her**-^-> 

BucA. [AJide.'] Yes, fo 'twas a Sign, by the Pleafurtf 
you difcover'd in thinking fhe had writ to yoa. 

Lord. I fiippofe fhe has entertained you with the Canfe 
«f this. 

Alp* No, my Lord, never mentioned a Syllable, only 
faid, fhe had forever done with .you ; and charged me, 
arl valued her Favour, to receive no Me^ge nor Letter 
from you. 

Lord. May I become the very^ft Wretch alive, and all 
the Ills imagiiiable fall upon my Head, if I fpeak to het 
Jhore ; nay, ever think of her boc with Scom-^Where is 
fhe sow ? {If^Ms about. 

Mf. Jn her DrefTing-Room. 

Lord. There let her be ; I am weary of her fantalHc 
Humours, affected Airs, and unaccountable Pafiions. 

Buck. For half an Hour. \^AJide. 

Lord: Do you know what {he's doing ? 

Alf. I believe, my Lord, trying on a Mantua; 1 left 
her with Mr&. PleatnvoU, and that us'd to hold her a great 
while, for the Woman is faucily familiar with all the 
Quality, and tells her all the Scandal. 

Lord. And conveys Letters upon Occafion j *tis tack'd 
to their ProfeiTion — But, my Lady Reveller may do what 
fhe plcafes, I am no more her Slave, upon my Word ; 
1 have broke my Chain—She has not been out then fince 
fhe rofe. 

Mp* No» my Lord. 

L^rd. 
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Lord. Nay, if ihe has, or has not, 'tis the fame Thing 
to me; flie may go to the End of the World, if flic wUH 

I (han't take afty Pains to follow hei^- Whofe Foot- 

man was that I met? 

Jlp. I know not, my Lord, we Have fo many come 
with How-d'ye's, I ne'er mind them. 

Lord. You are uneafy. Child j come, I'll not detain 
you, I have no Curiofity, I proteft I'm fatisfied if ihc's 
fo ; I affurc ye, let her defpife me, let her hate me, 'tis 
all one ; adieu. [G&ing. 

Alp, My Lord, your Servant. 

Lord, Mrs. Alpienv^ let me beg one Favour of you, 
[turns back ] not to fay I was here. 

Alp* I'll do juil as you pleafe, toy Lord. 

Lord. Do that then, and you'll oblige me. 

Us going, and cotHis hank oftftl. 

Alp. I will. L 6 6 J 

Lord. Don't forget. 

Alp. Your Lordihip may depend upon me. 

Lord. Hold ! now Ithiiik onH-^-Pray tell her yoo did 
fee me, do you hear ? 

Alp. With all my Heart. 

Lord. Tell her how indifierent flie is to me in every 
refpcdl. 

Alp. I flian't fail. 

Lord. Tell her every Thing juft as I expreft it to yoo. 

Alp. 1 will. 

Lord. Adieu. [Going, 

Alp J Your Servant. 

Lord. Now I think on't, Mrs. Alpiew, I have a great 
Mind {he ftonld know XKf Sentiments from my own 
Mo)ith. 

Alp. Nay, my Lord, I can*t promife you that* 

Lord. Why? 

Alp. Becaufe flie has exprefly forbid vour Admittance. 

Lord. I'd fpeak but one Word with her. 

Alp. Impofiible. 

Lord. Pugh, pr'ythee let me fee her. \Intreating. 

Buck. So, now adl this mighty Rage ends in a begging 
Sabmiiiion. 

Lord* Only tell her Fm here* 

Alp. 
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Jlf. Why (hoirld yo^i defire me to meet her Anger, my 
Lord. 

Lord. Come, yoa (hall oUige me once. 

JjPuts a Ring upon her Fingtr. 

Alp. O dear, my Lord, you have fuch a Coxnmadd 
Over your Servant, I can r^ufe nothing. C?-^^^* 

Lttrd, Have yoa been at the ^oljimith^s aboat the 
Bills, for I am fix'd on Travelling. 

Buck, Yoor Lordftiip's fo dill^rb^d, yo^ have forgot 
you coantermauded me, and fent me hither. 

Lari. True. 

Enter Mrs*. Alptev. . 

Alp* ] aft as I -told your Lordihip, .^\t fell in a moft 
violent Paifion at the bare mention of your Name: Tell 
him, faid (he, in an heroic Str^n, PU ne^^r fee him more 
and commanded him to quit that Room, for Vva coming 
thither. ' •*, 

Lard. Tyrant, corfe on my Folly, (he knows her Pow- 
er ; well, I ho^e I may walk in*the Gallery ; I would 
fpeak with her Uncle. 

Alp* Tp be fure, my Lord. [J?jr«/ Lord Worthy. 

Buck. Learn, Miftrefs, iearc, you may come to make 
me mad in Time, ha, ha, ha. 

Alp. Go, Fool, follow your Lord. {Exit Buck. 

Enter Lady Reveller. , . 

Lady. Well, I'll fv/ear, Alpienv, you have given me 
the Vapours for all Day. 

Alp. Ah ! Ma^am, af you had feen him, you mafl 
h^ve had Compailion ; I would not have fuch a Heart of 
Adamant for ttie World ; poor Lord, fure you have the 
ilrangell Power over him. 

Lady, Silly — one often fancies one has Power, when 
one has none at all ; Til tell thee, Alpiew, he vex'd me 
ftrangely before this grand Quarrel ; 1 was at Piquet with 
my L2Ay L(rje^it tour Nights ago, and bid him read 
nic a new Copy of Vfcrfes, becaufe, you know, he never 
►lays, and 1 did not well know what to do with him ; 
e had fcarce begun, when I, being eager at a Pique, h^ 
rofe up and faid, he believ/d Ilov*d the MuHcof my 0)yn 

Voipe, 
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Voice, (crying Nine and Twenty, Threefcore) better than 
the fiveetell Poetry in the Univepfe, and abruptly left us. 

j^lp, A great Crime, indeed^ not to read ; when Peo- 
ple are at a Game they are obliged to talk all the while. 

Lady. Crime ; yes, indeed was it, for my Lady Ibves 
Poetry better than Play, and perhaps before the Poem 
had been done, had loft her Money to me. But T won- 
der, Jlpie^, by what Art 'tis you engage me jn this 
Difcourfe, why (hould I talk of a Man that's utterly my 

Averfion Have you heard from Mrs. Sago this 

-Morning ? 

Jlp, Certainly, Madam, flie never fails; (he has fen t 
your Ladylhip the fineft Cargo, made up of Chocolate, 
Tea, Montifiafco Wine, and fifty Rarities befide, with 
fomething to remember me, ^ffood Creature, that (he 
never forgets. Well, indeed,^ Madam, flie is the be(!- 
natur'd Woman in the Vi^orld ; it grieves me to* think 
what Sums fhe lofes at play. 

Lady. Oh, {yQ, fhe Inuft ; a Citizen's Wife is not to 
be endured amongft Quality ; had fhe not Money, 'twere 
impofiible to receive he r .- i 

Alp. Nay, indeed, I mlift fay that of you Women -of 
Quality, if there is but Money enough, you fland not 
upon Birth or Reputation, in either Sex ; if you did, fo 
many Sharpers of Co<uent -Garden, and MiflrefTes of St, 
James'' Sy would not be daily admitted. 

Lady, Peace, Impertinence, you take ftrange Free- 
doms. *l lEnter Valeria runnings 
Why in fuch yalle, Coufm Valeria ? [Stopping her. 
Val. Oh ! dear Coufin, don't flop me, 1 fliall lofe 
the fincft Infedl for Diifeftion, a huge Flefti Fly, which 
Mr. Lonely fent me jufl now, and opening the Box to try 
the Experiment, away it flew. 

Lady. I am glad the poor Fly efcapM j will you never 
be weary of thefe Whimfies ? ' 

VaL Whimfies! natural Philofdphy a Whimfy I Oh! 
the unlearned World. . 

Lady. Ridiciilous Learning ! ^ 
Alp. Ridiculqus.indeed, for Women ; Philofophy fuits 
our Sex, as Jack- Boots would do^ 

VaL Cuftom would bring them as much in Fafhion as 
you I. .-.: .t* Fur- 
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Furbcloes, and Practice would make us as valiant as 
e'er a Hero of them all ; the Refolution is in the Mind 
—Nothing can enflave that. 

LaJj, My Stars ! this Girl will be mad, that's certain. 

Val. Mad ! fo l^ero banifh'd Pkilofophers from Rgme^ 
and the fii ft Difcoverer of the Antipodes was condemn'd 
for a Heretic. 

Lady, In my Confcience, Aipienv^ this pretty Crea- 
ture's fpoil'd. Well, Coufm, might I advife, you (hould 
bellow your Fortune in founding a College for the Study 
of Philofophy, where none but Women fhould be ad- 
mitted ; and to immortalize your Name, they fhould be 
called Valerians\ ha, ha, ha, 

Fal, What you make a J eft of, Td execute, were For- 
tune in my Power. 

Alp. All Men . would not be excluded ; the handfome 
Enfign, Madam. 

Lady, In Love I Nay, there's no Philofophy againft 
Love 't Solon for that. 

Fal, 'Pfhaw, no mo.re of this trifling Subjeft ; Coufin, 
will you believe there's any Thing without Gall. 

Lady, 1 am fatisfy'd I have one, when I lofe at play, 
or fee a Lady addrefs'd when I am by 5 and 'tis equal to 
me, whether the reft of the Creation have or not. 

FaL Well, but I'll convince you then ; I have dif- 
fered my Dove and pofitively I think the vulgar 

Notion true, for I could find none. 

Lady. Oh, barbarous ! kiil'd your pretty Dove. 

{Starting, 

Val. Kill'd it ! Why, what did you imagine I bred 
it up for ? Can Animals, Infedls, or Reptiles, be put to 
a noDler Ufe than to improve our Knowledge ? Couiin, 
I'll give you this Jewel for your Italian Greyhound. 

LuJy, What to cut to Pieces ? Oh, horrid ! he had 
need be a Soldier that ventures on youj for my Part, I 
Ihould dream of nothing but Incifion, Diffedlion, and 
Amputation, and always fancy the Knife at my Throat, 

Enter Servant, 
Serv. Madam, here's Sir Richard, and a—- — 

Val. A What, is it an Accident, a Subftance, a 

Material Beings or a Being of Reafon ? 

Sen\ 
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Serv, I don't know what you call a Material Being, 
it is a Man. 

Fal. 'Pfhaw, a Man, that's nothing. 

Lady, She'll prove by and by, out of, Defcartes that 
we are all Machines. 

Enter S/r Richard, and Caft, Firebrand. 

Alp. Oh, Madam, do you fee who obferves you ? My 
Lord walking in the Gallery, and every Minute gives 
a Peep. 

Lady. Does he fo 1 I'll fit him for Eves-dropping — ' 

Sir Rich, Sir^ I like the Relation you have given me 
of your Naval Expedition ; your Difcourfe fpeaks you a 
Man fit for the Sea 

Capt. You had it without a Flourifh, Sir Richard ; my 
Word is this, I hate the French^ love a handfoxne Woman, 
and a Bowl of Punch. 

VaL Very blunt. - 

Sir Rich, This is my Daughter, Captain, a Girl of 
fober Education ; (he undcrflands nothing of Gaming, 
Parks, or Plays. 

Alp, But wanting thefe Diverfions, fhe has fupply'd 
the Vacancy with greater Follies. {^Afide. 

Capt. A tight little Frigate {Salutes her J] 'Faith, I 

think (he looks like a frelh Man Sea-lick But here's 

a gallant Veffel — with all hQr Streamers out, Top and 
Top-Gallant — with your Leave, Madam, [Salutes her,"] 
Who is that Lady, Sir Richard ? 

Sir Rich. 'Tis a Niece of mine, Captain— tho' I am 
forry Ihe is fo ; fhe values nothing that does not fpend 
their Days at their Glafs, and their Nights at BaJ/et ; 
fuch who ne'er did good to their Prince, nor Country, ■ 
except their Taylor, Peruke-maker, and Perfumer. 

Lady, Fye, fye. Sir, believe hiip not, I have a Paflion, 
an extreme Paffion for a Hero — efpecially if he belongs 
to the Sea ; methinks he has an Air fo fierce, fo piercing, 
his very Looks commands Refped from his own Sex, 
and all the Hearts of ours. 

Sir Rich. The Devil- — ^Now, rather than let another 
Female have a Man to herfelf, (he'U make the firfF Ad- 
vances, {.Afide* 

L Z ^ Capt. 



220 Tbe Bassit-Table. 

Capt. Ay, Madam^ we arc preferr'd by you fine La- 
dies, Ibroetimes before the fprucer Sparks-- — ^there's a 
Conveniency in't ; a fair Wind, and we hale out, and 
leave you Liberty and Money, two Things the moH ac- 
ceptable to a Wit'e in Nature. 

Laify. Oh ! ay, it's fo pretty to have one's Hufband 
gone Nine Months of the Twelve ; and then to bring 
one home fine China, fine Lace, fine Muflin, and fine 
JfiMan Birds f and a thoufand Curiofities. . 

Sir Rick No, no ; Nine is a little too long, Six would 
do better for one of your Conllitution, Miftrefs. 

Capt, Well, Madam, what think you of a cruifing 
Voyage towards the Cape of Matrimony, your Father 
defigns me for the Pilot ; if you agree to it, we'll hoift 
Sail immediately. 

Fal, I agree to any Thing didlated by good Senfe, 
and comprehended within the Borders of Elocution ; the 
Converfe I hold with your Sex, is only to improve and 
cultivate the Notions of my Mind, 

Sir Rick What the Devil is (he going upon now ? 

IJfiJe. 

Val, I prefume you are a Mariner, Sir 

Capt, I have the Honour to bear the Queen's Com- 
mifiion, Madam. 

Fai. Fray fpeak properly, pofitively, laconically, and 
naturally. 

Lady, So ; (he has given him a Broadfide already. 

Capt. Laconically! Why, why, what is your Daughter, 
Sir Richard ? ha. 

Sir Rick May I be reduced to wooden Shoes, if I can 
tell you, the Devil : had I liv'd near a College, the 
Haunts of fome Pedant might have brought this Curfe 
upon me ; but to have got my Eftate in the City, and 
to have a Daughter run mad after Philofophy, 1 11 ne'er 
fufFer it in the Rage I am in ; I'll throw all the Books 
and Mathematical Inftruments out of the Window. 

Lady, I dare fay. Uncle, you have fhook Hands with 

Philofophy for I'm fure you have banilh'd Patience, 

]ba, ha, ha. 

v^ir Rich, And you Difcretion — By all my Hatred for 
siii& French^ they'll drive me xnad : Captain, lUl cxpeft 

you 
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you in the next Room ; and yoa Mrs. Lactmick, witk 
your Philofophy at your Tail. [J?**//. 

Laify. Shan't I come too. Uncle, ha, ha. 

Copt. By Neptune, this is a kind of a whimfical Family. 
Well, Madam, what was yoa going to fay fo pofitively 
and properly, and fo forth ? 

VaL I would have aik'd- you. Sir, if ever yoU had the 

Curiofity to infpeft a Mermaid Or if you arc con- 

vinc'd there is a World in*«very Sta r ■ We, by our 
Telefcopes, find Seas, Groves and Plains, and all that ; 
but what they are peopled with, there's the Quere. 

Capt» Let your next Contrivance be how to get tlii- 
ther, and then you'll know a World in every Star — Ha, 
ha, (he's fitter for MoorJUids than Matrimony ; pray. 
Madam, are you always infeded. Full and Change^ with 
this Dillemper? 

VaL How has my Reafon err'd, to hold Converfe with 
an irrational Being ■ ■ Dear, dear Philofophy, what 
immenie Plcafores dwell in thee f 

Enter Servant, 

Serv, Madam, John has got the Fifli you fent him in 
fearch of. 

VaL Is it alive? 

Ser<v. Yes, Madam. 

Vol. Your Servant, your Servant, I won'd not lofc 
the Experiment for any Thing, but the Tour of the 
new Worid. {^Exit, 

Capt, Ha, ha, ha, is your LadyAiip troubled with 
thefe Vagaries too ? Is the whole Hou^e poffeft ? 

Lad^, Not I, Captain, the fpeculative Faculty is not 
my Talent ; I am for the Pradice, can liften all Day to 
hear you talk of Fire, fubftantial Fire, Rear and Fronts 
and Line of Battle — ^admire a Sea- man, hate the French 
—love a Bowl of Punch : Oh ! nothing fo agreeable as- 
your Converfation, nothing fo jaunty as a Sea Captain. 

Alp. So ; this engages him to play, — ^if he has either 
Manners or Money. \,AJide. 

Capt, Ay 5 give me the Woman that can hold me 

tack in my own Dialedl — She's mad too, I fuppofe, but 

I'll humour her a little. [Afide,} Oh,. Madam, not a 

L 3 fair 
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fair Wind, nor a rich Prize, nor ConqaeJl o'er my Ene- 
mies,, can pleafe like you ; accept my Heart without 
Capitulaxion— *— Tis yours, a Prifoner at Difcretion. 

[Kifes her Hand, 

Enter Lord Worthy. 

Lord. Hold, Sir, you maft there contend with me ; 
die Viflory is not fo eafy as you imagine. 

Lady, Oh, fye, my Lord, you won't fight for one yoa 
hate and defpife ? 1 may truft you with the Captain ; 
ha, ha, ha. {Exit. 

Capt, This muft be her Lover— and he is mad ano- 
ther Way : This is the moft unaccountable Family I 
ever met with. {Jfide.'] Look ye. Sir, what you mean 
by contending, I know not ; but I muft tell you, I don't 
think any Woman I have feen fince I came a{hore» worth 
lighting for. The philofophical Gimcrack I don't value 
of a Cockle-Shell . And am too well acquainted with 
the Danger of Rocks and Quick-fands, to fteer into 
Mother's Harbour. 

Lord, He has difcover'd her already ; I» only I ani 
blind. [J^de. 

Capt, But, Sir, if you have a mind to a Breathing, 
here, tread upon my Toe, or fpeak but one Word in 
favour of the FreKch, or againft the Courage of our Fleet, 
and my Sword will ftart of icfelf, to do its Mafter and 
my Country Juftice. 

Lord. How ridiculous do I make myfcl f Pardon 

me. Sir, you are in the right. I cbnfefs I fcarce knew 
what I did. 

Capt^ I thought fo, poor Gentleman, I pity him : this 
is the EfFeftof Love on Shore-- When do we hear o( a 
Tar in thefe Fits, longer than the firft frefh Gale — Well, 
I'll into Sir Richard, eat with him, drink with him ; 
but to match into his Generation, IM ^s foon marry one 
of his Daughter's Mermaids. [Exit. 

Lord, Was ever Man To flupid as mykM ? But 1 will 
roufe from this lethargic Dream, and feek elfewhere 
what is deny'd at home j Abfence may rellore my 
Liberty. 

Entif, 
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Enter Mr, Sago. 

Sago, Pray, my Lord, did you fee my Keedy ? 

Lord, Kegch, what's that ? 

Sago. My Wife, you muft know, I call her Keedy, 
ha, ha. 

Lord. Not I, indeed— 

Sago. Nay, pray my Lord ben't angry, I only want 
to tell her what a Prefent of fine Wine is fent her juft 
now; and ha, ha, ha, ha what makes me laugh — is, 
that no Soul can tell from whence it comes. 

Lord. Your Wife knows, no doubt. 

Sago. No more than myfelf, my Lord — We have often 
W^ine and Sweatmeats ; nay, whole Pieces of Silk, and 
the Duce take me if Ihe could devife from whence ; nay, 
fometimes Ihe has been for fending them back again, but 
J cry'd, whofe a Fool then. 

L^rd. I'm fure thou art one in Perfeflion, and to me 
infupportable. [Gohig. 

Sago, My Lord, I know your Lord (hip has the Privi- 
lege of this Houfe, pray do me the Kindnefs, if you find 
my Wife, to fend her out to me. [Exit. Lord.'] I ne'er 
faw £0 much of this Lord's Humour before ; he is very 
furly, methinks— Adod, there are fome Lords of my 
Wife's Acquaintance, as civil and familiar with mie, as 
lam with my Journeyman — Oh ! here fhe comes. 

Enter Mrs. Sago, and Alpiew. 

Mrs. Sago. Oh, Puddy, fee what my Lady Reveller has 
prefented me withal. 

Sago. Hey, Keecky, why fure you rife — as the Saying 
is, for at Home there's four Hampers of Wine fent ye. 

Mrs. Sago, from whence, dear ruddy ? 

Sago. Nay, there's the Jed, neither you nor I know. . 
I ofFer'd the Rogue that brought it a Guinea to tell from 
whence it came, and he fwore he durfl not. 

Mrs. Sago. No, if he had, I'd never have employed 
him again. [Afide. 

Sago. So I gave him half a Crown, and let him go. 

Mrs. Sago. It comes very opportunely ; pray, Puddy, 

fend a Couple of the Hampers to my Lady Re^veller''^, as 

L 4 » 
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a fmall Acknowledgment for the rich Prefent (he has 
made me. 

Sago. With all my Heart, my Jewel, my Precious. 

Mrs. Sago. Puddy I am ftrangely oblig'd to Mrs. ^7- 
ptew I do, Paddy, do, dear Pud^. 

Sago, VVhat? 

Mrs. Saco. Will ye, then ? Do, dear Puddy, do, lend 
me a Guinea to give her, do. 

[Hanging upon htm in a nvheedling Tone. 

Sago. Tfhaw, you are always wanting Guineas; I'll 
fend her half a Pound of Tea, Keecky. 

Mrs. Sago. Tea — (ha — (he drinks Ladies Tea; do, 
dear Puddy do ; can you deny, Keecky, now^ ? 

Sago. Well, well, there. [Gives it ber» 

Mrs. Sago, Mrs. Alpietv^ will you pleafe to lay the 
Silk by for me, till 1 fend for it, and accept of that ? 

Jlp. Your Servant, Madam, I'll be careftd of it. 

Mrs. Sago. Thank ye, borrow as much as you can 
on't, dear Jlpienu. [Afidt to her» 

Alp, I warrant yon. Madam. [Exit. 

Mrs. Sago. I muft raife a Sum for Bajftt againft Night. 

Sago Pr'ythee, Ktechy^ what kind of humoured Man is 
Lord Worthy ? I did but aik him if he faw thee, and f 
thought he wou*d have fnappM my Nofe oiF. 

Mrs. Sago. Oh, a mere Woma^, full of Spleen and 
Vapours, he and I never agree. 

Sago^ Adod, I thought fo —I guefs'd he was none of 
thy Admirers— -ha, ha, ha ; why there's my Lord Courts 
tallf and my Lord Herttcit, bow down to the Ground to 
me where ever they meet me. 

Enter Alpicw. 

A/f. Madam, Madam, the Goldfmith has fent in the 
Plate. 

Mrs. Sago. Very well, take it along with the Silk. 

[JfiJe to her. 

Alp. Here's the Jeweller, Madam, with the Diamond 
Ring, but he don*t feera wiliiug to leave it without 
Money. [Exit Alpiew. 

Mrs. Sago. Humph !' I have a fudden Thought ; bid 
him flay, and bring me the Ring Now for the Art 

of Wheedlin g 

ScigQ^ 
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Sago. What are you whifpering about f Ha ! Pre- 
cious—— 

Mrs. Sago, Mrs. Alptew fays, a Frknd of her's has a 
Diamoifd King to fell, a great Pennyworth^ and I know: 
you love a Bargain, Puddy. 

Enter Alpiew, gives her the Ring^ 

Sago, 'Pihaw, I don't care for Rings ; it may be SH 
Bargain, and it may not ; and I can't fpare Money ; I 
have paid for a Lot this Morning ; confidcr Trade muft 
go forward. Lambkin. 

j^/p. See how it fparkles. 

Mrs. Sago, Nay, Puddy, if it be not worth your Mo^x 
ney, I don't deiirc you to buy it ; but don't it become 
my Finger, Poddy ? See now 

Sago, Ah ! that Hand, that Hand it was which firft. 

fot hold of my Heart ; well, what's the Price of it ? 
la, I am ravifh'd to fee it upon Keeckfs Finge r 
Mrs. Sago. What did he fay the Price of it was ? 

\To Alpiew^ 
Alp. Two hundred Guineas^ Madam. 

[jljide to Mrs. Sagov 

Mrs. Sago, Threefcore Pounds, dear Pudd : — The 

Devil's in't if he won't give that. [Jfide^ 

Sago, Threefcore Pounds ! Why 'tis worth a Hundred^ 

Child, richly — 'tis dole— 'tis Hole— — — ^ 

Alp, Stole ! rd have you to know, the Owner is my 
Relation, and has been as great a Merchant as any xth 
London y but has had the Misfortune to have his Ships fall 
into the Hands of the French^ or he'd not Jiave parted 
with it at fuch a Rate ; it cofl: him two hundred Guineas.. 
Mrs. Sago, I believe as much ; indeed it is very fine. 
Sago. So it is, Keeck^'y and that dear little Finger fliall 
have it too ; let me bite it a little tiny Bit — 

\Bites her Finger •. 
Mrs. Sago, Oh ! dear Pudd, you hurt me. 
Sago, Here — I han't fo much Money about me, but 

there's a Bill, Lambkin there now, you'll bufs poor 

Puddy now, won't you ? 

Mrs, Sago, Bufs him — ^yes, that I will, agen and agen^ 

aad agen, dear Pudd. [Flies about his mcA^ 

L 5. Sago^ 
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Sago. YoQ*il go home with Puddy now to Dinirer, 
won't you ? 

Mrs. Sago. Yes — ^a — dear Puddy, if you defire it— 
I will — but — a — 

Sago. But what ? 

Mrs. Sago. But I promised my Lady Reseller to dine 
with her, Deary— Do, let me. Pud— I'll dine with you 
To* m orrow -day. 

Alp, Nay, I'm fure my Lady won't eat a Bit, if flie 
don't Hay. 

Sago. Well, they are all fb fond of my Wife; my Keecky, 

ihew me thy little Finger agen O dear little Finder, 

my Kcecky / [Exit. 

Mrs. Sago. My nown Pudd — — Here ^^ijft/^w, give 
liim his Ring agen, I have my End ; tell him 'tis too 
dear. \^Afuie. 

Alp. But what will you fay when Mr. Sago mifTes it t 

Mrs. Sago. 1 11 fay — ^that it was too big for my Finger, 
and I loft it ; 'tis but a Crying-bout, and the good Maa 
melts into Pity. 

Tth* married State , this only Bllfs nvejind^ . 

An eafy Hujband to our Wijles kind. 

Tve gaind my Pointy replenifyd Purfe once more. 

Oh ! cajl me. Fortune ^ on the -jAnning Shore : 

Nonu let me gain ''juhat I bawe loft before. [Exit« 

ACT III. 

^he SCENE drawsy and difeovers Valeria 
with Books upon a TMe^ a Mtcrofcope^ put^ 
ting a Fijhupon it^ feveral Animals lying by. 

Vol. 'TJSHAW! Thou fluttering Thing ~ So, now 
J: ' rvc fix'd it. 

Enter Alpiew. 

Alp. Madam, here's Mr, Lovely y I have introduced 

him 
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him as one of my Lady's Vifitors, and brought him down 
the Back-Stairs. 
FaL Vm obliged to you, he comes opportunely. 

Enter Lovely. 
O.Mr. Lovely f come, come here, look through this 
Glafs, and fee how the Blood circulates in the Tail of 
this Fiih. 

Lov. Wonderful ! but it circulates prettier in this fair 
Neck. 

FaL 'Pfhaw — ^be quiet— I'll {hew you a Curiofity, the 
greateft that ever Nature made.—- [Opens a Box.'\ In 
opening a Dog the other Day, I found this Worm. 

L(yv. Prodigious f 'Tis the Joint- Worm, which the 
Learned talk of fo much. 

VaL Ay ; the Lumhrictts^ L€etus^ or Taefcia^ as Hippo- 
crates calls it, or vulgarly in Englift, the Tape-Worm— 
^hudivus tells us of one of thefc Worms found in a Hu- 
man Body, two hundred Feet long, without Head or 
Tail. 

Lov* I wilh they be not got into thy Brain. [AJide^ 
Oh, you charm me with thefe Difcoveries. > 

VaL Here's another .Sort of Worm calFd Lumhricus 
teres Intefiinalis. 

Lyv, I think the firft you fhew'd me the greateft 
Curiofity. 

Fal, 'Tis very odd, really, that there Ihonld be every 
Inch a Joint, and every Joint a Mouth Oh, the pro- 
found Secrets of Nature I 

Lo'v. 'Tis llrangely furprizing— But now let me be 
heard, for mine's the Voice of Nature too ; methinks you 
negledi yourfelf, the moft perfeft Piece of all her Works. 
FaL Why, what Fault do you find in me } 
Lo'u, You have not Love enough ; that Fire would 
confume and banifti all Studies but its own ; your Eyes 
would fparkle, and fpread I know not what, of Lively 
and Touching, o'er the whole Face j this Hand wher> 
prefs'd by him you Love, would tremble to your Heart. 

FaL Why fo, it does- Have I not told you twenty 

Times 1 love you ?— *-for I hate Difguife; your Tem- 
per being adapted to mine> gave my So«l the firft Im- 
L 6 preftioni'^ 
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prcilion ; You know my Father's pofitivc,— — bat cTo 
not believe he ihall force me to any Thing that does not 
love Philofophy. 

L9V. But that Sea Captain, Valeria, 

VaL If he was a Whale, he might give you Pain, for 
I (hould long to diHe^ him ; but as he is a Man, yoa 
have no Realon to fear him. 

Lo^j, Confent then to fly with me. 

Val. What, and leave my Microfcopc, and all my 
Things for my Father to break in Pieces ? 

Sir R.cb. Valeria, Valeria, \Within. 

VaL O Heavens ! he is coming up the Baek-Stairs» 
What Ihall we do ? 

Lfyi). Humph ; ha, can't you put me in that Clofet 
there ? 

Val, Oh, no, I han't the Key. 

Lo'u, 111 ran down the great Stairs, let who will fee 
toe. ^ \Going,. 

Val, Oh no; no, no, no, not for your Life ; — here,, 
here, get under thie Tub. 

\T^hro'ws outfome Fijh in hajie and turns the Tub ovir hint* 
Sir, I'm here. 

Enter Sir Richard, 

Sir Rich. What, at your Whims — and Whirligigs, ye 
Baggage ! I'll out at Window with them. 

[Thronving OFwa^ the Things^ 

VaL Oh I dear Father, fave my Lumhricus Latus, 

Sir ^iV^.* ril Lamprey and Latum you ; what's that I 
wonder ? Ha ! Where the Devil got you Names that 
your Father don't underftand ? Ha ? [Treads upon them, 

VaL Oh, my poor Worm \ Now you have deftroy'd a 
Thing, that, for ought I know, England can't producer 
again. 

Sir Rich^ What is it good fir? Anfwer me thaft. 
What's this Tub here for ? Ha ? [IGcks it. 

VaL What Ihall I do now ^— — ^it is a ^'tis a-*-Oh • 

dear Sir ! don't touch the Tub for there's a liear's 

young Cub that I have bought for Difledion,— — bat t ' 
dare not touch it till the Keeper comes. 

Sir Rich. IJl Cub you, and Keeper yoo, with a Ven-- 

geance 
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feance to yafh ; is my Money laid out in Bears Cubs ? — 
'U drive out your Cuh^lOpens the Door^ fiands at a Dif* 

tancB offi and <with his Cane lifts up the Tuh^ Lovely rifes^ 

L(yv* Oh the Devil ! difcovcr'd ; your Servant, Sir. 

[Exit. 

Sir Rich, Oh I your Servant, Sir — What is this your 
Bear's Cub ? Ha, Miftrefs ! His Taylor has lick'd him 
into Shape, I find — - — What did this Man do here ? iia, 
Hufly ? — I doubt you have been ftudying Natural Philo- 
fophy, with a VengeariCe. 

Val, Indeed^ Sir, he only brought me a ftrange Fifh^ 
and hearing your Voice, I was afraid you would be an- 
gry, and fo that made me hide him. 

Sir Rich. A Filh I 'tis the FleOi I fear ,• Til have yoa 

married To-night I belle /e this Fellow was the 

beggarly Enfign, who never march'd farther than from 
Whitehall to the Tcnver, who wants your Portion to make 
him a Brigadier, without ever feeing a Battle — HuiTy, 
ha — ^tho* your philofophical Cant, with a Murrain to 
you—rhas put the Captain out of Conceit, I have a Hus« 
band ftill for you j come along, come along, I'll fend 
the Servants to clear this Room of your Baubles. [^Pulli 
her off,'] I will (b. 

VaL But the Servants won't, old Gentleman, that's 
my Comfort ftilL \^ExiK 

Re-enter Lovely. 

L(yv^ Vm |[lad they are gone, for the Dace take me i£ 
I could hit ^e Way out. 

Enter Sir James. 

Sir yam. Ha — ^Enfign ! luckily met ; I have been la- 
bouring for you, and I hope done you a Piece of Service* 
Why, you look furpria'd. 

Lov. Surpriz'd ! fo wou'd you. Sir Jamesy if you had 
been whelm'd under a Tub, without Room to breathe- 

Sir Jam. Under a Tub ! ha, ha, ha. 

Lont. 'Twas the only Place of Shelter. 

Sit Jam. Come, come, I have a better Profpedl ; the 
Captain is a very honed Fellow, and thinks if yoa caa 
bear with the Girl, you deferve her Fortune ; here's 

your 
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your Part, {Gives a PaperJ] he'll give you your Cue 5 he 
Mays at his Lodgings for you. 

Lov, \7hat's the Defign ? 

Sir Jam. That will tell you ; quick Difpatch. 

Lo*v. Well, Sir James j 1 know yon have a. prolific 
Brain, and will rely on your Contrivances, and if it 
fucceeds, the Captain ihall have a Bowl of Punch large 
enough to fet his Ship afloat. [^Exit, 

Enter Lady Reveller, Lady Lucy, and Mrs. Sago. 

Sir Jam» The Tea-Table broke up already ! I fear 
there has been but fmall Recruits of Scandal To-day. 

Mrs. Sago. Well, 1 II fwear I tliink the Captain's a 
pleafant Fellow. 

Sir Jam. That's becaufe he made his Court to her. 

[JJide. 

L. Revel. Oh — I naufeate thofe amphibious Creatures. 

Sir Jam. Umph, (he was not addrefs'd to. 

L. Lucy. He feems neither to want Senfe, Honour, 
nor true Courage ; and methinks there is a Beauty in his 
plain Delivery. 

Sir Jam. There fpoke Sincerity without AfFeftation. 

L. Reve!. How Ihall we pafs the Afternoon ? 

Sir Jam. Ay, Ladies, how ftiall we ? 

L. Ri'veL You here! I thought you had lifted yourfelf 
Volunteer under the Captain, to board fome Prize, you 
whifper'd fo often, and Ineak'd out one after another. 

Sir Jam. Who Vv'ould give one felf the Pains to cruife 
'Abroad, when all one values is at Home ? 

L. Reve/. To whom is this diredled ? Or will yoa 
monopolize and ingrofs us all? 

Sir Jam. No, — ^tho' you would wake Defire in every 
Beholder, Irefign you to my worthy Friend. 

L. Lucy. And the reft of the Company have no Pre- 
tence to you. 

Mrs. Sago. ^Thsii*s more than (he knows. [Afide, 

Sir Jam. Beauty, like yours, would give all Mankind 
PiCterce. 

Mrs Sago. So, not a Word to me; are thefe his Vows? 

\^In an tmeafy Air. 

L. Lucy. There's one upon the Teize already. {.Afide. 

L. RiveU Why, you ar^ in Difordcr, my D^ar ; you 

look 
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look as if you had loft a Trattt Leva : What have yoa 
faid to her. Sir James ? 

Sir Jam. I faid, Madam [ I hope I never fay any 
Thing to offend the Ladies. The DeviPs in thefe mar- 
ried Women, they can't conceal their own Intrigues, 
though they fwear us to Secrecy. [J/ide. 

L.Lucy. You miftake, Coufin; 'tis his faying nothing 
to her has put her upon 'the Fret. 

L. Re^veL Ah ! your Obfervations are always malicious, 

Mrs. Sago. I defpife them dear Lady Re<ve//er, let's in 
to Picquet ; I fuppofe Lady Lucy would be pleas'd with 
Sir James alone to finifh her Remarks. 

L. Lucy, Nay, if you remove the Caufe, the Difcourfe 
ceafes. 

Sir Jam. [Going up to ker,'\ This you draw upon your 
felf J you will difcover it. [To her. 

Mrs. Sago. Yes your Falihood. 

L. Rea^el. Come^ my dear Sir James, will you make 
one at a Pool ? 

Sir Jam. Pardon me. Madam, I'm to be at White*^ in 
half an Hour, anon at the ^^^ip/-7fl^/^. I'm yours. 

Mrs. Sago^ No, no, he can't leave her. 

[Going, Jiill looking hack. 

L. Lucy, They play Gold, Sir James. 

Sir Jam. [Going up to Lady Lucy.] Madam, were your 
Heart the Stake, Td renounce all Engagements to win 
that, or retrieve my own. 

L. Lucy. I mull like the Counter- flake vtxy well, e'er 
"I play fo high. 

' Mrs. Sago. Sir James ^ harkye, one Word with you. 
[Breaking from Lady Reveller'/ Hand^ pulling Sir 
James by the Sleeve. 

L. Lucy. Ha, ha, I knew (lie could not ftir; I'll re- 
move your Conftraint, but with my wonted Freedom, 
will tell you plainly — your Hufband's Shop would better 
become you than Gaming and Gallants. Oh Shame to 
Virtue, that Women fhould copy Men in their moU 
reigning Vices \ 

Of Virtue'' s luholfome Rules unjuftly lue complain^ 

When Search ofPleafuresgi'ue us greater Pain^ 

HonjoJIightly yoe our Reputation guard. 

Which lofi but onQ9 can never be repair d, 

- ' Lady 
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L. Revi/. Farcwel Sentences. 

Enter Alpiew. 

jflp. Madam \}Vhtfpers her Laiy^ 

Mrs. Sago, So then, you perfuade me 'twas tke Care 
of my Faroe. 

Sir Jam. Nothing elie I proteft, my dear little Rogue ; 
I have as much Love as you, but I have more Conduft. 

Mrs. Sago, Well, you know how foon I forgive you 
your Faults. 

Sir Jam, Now to what Purpofe have I lyed myfelf 
into her good Graces, when I would be glad to be rid 
of her ? iAfide. 

L. Re-veL Booted and fparr'd fay you \ Pray fend him 
np. Sir Ja.nes ; I fuppofe trufty Buckle is come with fome 
diverting Embafly from your Friend. 

Enter Buckle in a RidingDn/s* 

Mr. Buckley Why in this Equipage ? 

Buck, Ah ! Madam 

L, ReveL Out with it. 

Buck, Farewell Friends, Parents, and my Country j 
Aou, dear Play-Houfe, and. fwect Park, Farewel. 

L. Re^el, Farewel, why, whither are yoo going ? 

Buck. My Lord and I am going where they never 
knew Deceit. 

Sir Jam. That Land is invifible. Buckle. 

L. Re'ueL Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Jam, Were my Lord of my Mind, your Lady/hip 
Ihould not have had fo large a Theme for your Mirth.. 
Your Servant Ladies. [Exit.. 

L. Re'vel, Well, but what's your Bufinefs ? 

Buck. My Lord charg'd me in his Name to take his 
everlafting Leave of your Ladyfhip. 

L. Re^vel, Why, where is he going pray ? 

Buck. In Search of a Country - where there is na 
Women. 

Mrs. Sago. Oh dear ! Why what have the Womea 
done to him, pray ? 

Buck. Done to him. Madam ! He fays they are all 
proud, perfidious, vain, inconftant Coquets in England, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sago. Oh ! he'll find they are every where the 
fame. 

L. Re^eL And this is the Caufe of his whimfical Pil- 
grimage ? Ha, ha. 

:Buck. And this proceeds from your ill Ufage, Ma- ^ 
dam ; when he left your Houfe — he flung himfelf into 
his Coach with fach a Force, that he broke all the Win- 
dows — as they fay — for my Part I was not there — When 
he came home, he beat all his Servants round to be 
reveng'd. 

J/p, Was you there, JBuri/e ? 

Buck. No, I thank my Stars, when I amVd, the 
Expedition was over — in halle he mounted his Chamber 
-—flung himfelf upon his Bed — burft out into a violent 
Paflion — Oh that ever J fliould fufFer myfelf to be im- 
posed upon, faid he, by this coquettifh Beauty ! 
L. R€*veL Meaning me. Buckle^ Ha, ha. 
Buck. Stay till I nave flniihed the Piece, Madani, 
and your Ladyfliip fliall judge flie*s as fickle as (he*$ 
fair — (he does not ufe more Art to gain a Lover, faid he> 
than to deceive him when he is fix'd—**— Humph. 

\Leeringat her. 

L. Revel. Pleafant and does he call this taking 

Leave ? 

. Mrs. Sago. A comical Adieu. 

Buck. Oh ! Madam, Tm not come to the tragical Part 
of it yet ; ftarting from his Bed — 

L. Re^el. I thought it had been all Farce — if there be 
any Thing Heroic in't. 111 fet my Face and look grave. . 
Buck. My Relation will require it. Madam, for I am 
ready to weep at the Repetition : Had you but feen how 
often he traversed the Room, [^ji^ing />.] heard how 
often he ftamp'd, what diftorted Faces he made, calling 
up his Eyes thus, biting his Thumts thus. 

L. Re<veL Ha, ha, ha, you'll make an admirable Adlor 
•—(hall I fpeak to the Patentees for you ? 
Mrs. Sago. But pray how did this end ? 
Buck, At laft. Madam, quite fpent with Rage, he funfc 
down upon his Elbow, and his Head fell upoii his Arm» 
L. Re'vel. What, did he faint away ? 
Buck. Oh« no. 

Mrs; 
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Mrs. Sago. He did not die ? 

Buck, No, but he fell afleep. 

L. RevcL Oh brave Prince Prettiman ! 

O nines. Ha, ha, ha. ' - 

Buck. After three Hoars Nap, he wak'd— and calling 
haftily — my dear ^uckU^ faid he, let's to the End of the 
World ; and try to find a Place where the Sun Ihines not 

here and there at one Time— for 'tis not fit that 

it (hould at once look upon two Perfons whofe Senti- 
ments are fo different — She no longer regards my Pain, 
ungrateful, falfe, inhuman, barbarous Woman. 

L. Re<veL Foolifh, fond, believing, eafy Man ; there's 
my Anfwer — Come, (hall we to Picquet^ my Dear ? 

Buck. Hold, hold, Madam, I han't half done— ^• 

Mrs. Sago, Oh I Pray my Lady Reveller ^ let's have it 
out, 'tis very diverting. 

Buck. He caird me in a feeble Voice ; Suckle, faid he, 
bring me my little Scrutore — for I will write to Lady 
Rj'verer before I part from this Place, never to behold 
her more — What, don't you cry, Madam ? 

L. Revel, Cry — No, no; go on, go on. 

Buck, 'Tis done, Madam — and there's the Letter. 

[Gi*ves her a Letter, 

L. Re*veL So, this compleats the Narration. \^Reads, 

Madam, Since I cannot lt*ve in a Place nuhere there is a 
Pojfihility of fieingyou ivithcut admiring, I refohve to fly 5 
/ am going to Flanders : Since you are falfe I ha^ve no Bufi» 
nefs here — 1 need not defer He the Pain I feel, you are hut too 
nvell acquainted ivith that — therefore III chufe Death rather 
than return — Adieu, 

Buck. Can any Man In the World write more tenderly^ 
Madam ? Does he not fay 'tis impoffible to love you, 
and go for- Flanders F and that he would rather hear af 
your Death than return 

L, Revel, Excellent, Ha, ha. 

Buck, What, do you laugh 'i 

Mrs. Sago. Who can forbear ? 

Buck. I thiife you ought to die with Grief; I warrant 
Heaven will punifh you all. [Going. 

Alp, But harkye. Buckle^ where are you going now ? 

Buck. 
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Huck. To tell my Lord in what Manner your Lady re- 
Ceiv'd his Letter ; Farewel— now for Flanders — 
Jlp. A fair Wind and a good Voyage to you. 

l^Js he goes out enter Lord Worthy, 
Buck, My Lord here ! So, now may I have my Head 
broke for my long Harangue, if it comes out. 

L. Re'uel. Oh miraculous — my Lord f you have not 
finifh'd your Campaign already, have you ? Ha, ha, ha ; 
or has the French made Peace at hearing of your Lord- 
fhip's intended Bravery, and left you no Enemies to 
combat ? 

Lord, My worft of Foes are here — here, within my 
Breaft j your Image, Madam. 

L. Re<vei, O dear, my Lord, no more of that Theme, 
for Buckie has given us a Surfeit on't already— even 
from your breaking the Glaffes of your Coach— to your 
falling faft afleep, Ha, ha, ha. 

Lord, The GlalTes of my Coach ! What do you mean. 
Madam — Oh Hell ! [Bytng his Thumbs. 

Buck, Ruin'd quite Madam, for Heaven's Sake, 

what does your Ladyihip mean ? I ly'd in every Syllable 
1 told you. Madam, 

L. Revel. Nay, if your Lordfhip has a Mind to aft 
it over again, we will, oblige you for once — Jlpiew, fee 

Chairs Come, dear Sago, fit down — and let the Play 

begin— ^«fi/? knows his Part,, and upon Neceflity could 
a6t yours too, my Lord. * 

Lord. What has this Dog been doing ? When he was 
only to deliver my Letter, to give her new Subjeft for 
Mirth — Death,, methinks I hate her — ^Oh that I could 
hold that Min d What makes you in this Equipage ? 
Ha, Sirrah ? l^Jide. 

Buck. My Lord, I, I, I, I, 

Lord. Peace, Villain—— [Strikes him. 

Lady. Hey — ^This is changing the Scene. 

Buck, Who the Devil would rack his Brains for thefe 
People of Quality, who .'like no Body's Wit but their 
own ? ; [Jfide, 

Mrs. Sago. If the Beating were Invention before, thou 
haft it now in reality ; if Wars begin. 111 retire. They 
may agree better alone perhaps, [Exit^ 

Lady^ 
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LaJy, Where did you learn this Radenefs, my Lord> 
to ftrike your Servant before me ? 

Lord, When you have dcpriv'd a Man of his Reafon, 
how can yoo blame his Condudb ? 

Buckle. Reafon — Egad— there's not three Drams of 
Reafon between you both — as my Cheek can teflify. 

IJfide. 

Lady. The Affront was meant to me — nor will I en- 
dure thefe Paffions — I thought I had forbid your Vifits. 

Lord. I thought I had refolv'd again ft them too. 

Jlpienv, But Refolutions are of Tmall Force of either 
Side. \^4fi^^* 

Lord. Grant me but this one Reqaeft> and I'll remove 
this hated Objeft. 

Lady. Upon Condition 'tis the laft. 

Lord. It fhall — I think it ihall at leaft — - 10 there a 
Happy Man for whom I am defpifed ? 

Lady. I thought 'twas fome.fuch ridiculons Queftion ; 
I'm of the Low-Church, my Lord, confeqaendy hate 
ConfefTors ! hz^ ha, ha* 

Buckle. And Penance too I dare fwear. \j4P^^ 

Lord. And every Thing but Play. 

Lady. Dare you, the Subjedl of my Power— you, that 
petition Love, arraign my Pleafures ? Now I'm fixt — and 
will never fee you more. 

Buckle. Now wou'd any Body fwear (he^s in earned. 

Lord. J cannot bear that Curfe — fee me at your Feet 
a|;ain. [Kneels.] Oh ! you have tortor'd me enough, take 
Pity now dear Tyrant, and let my Sufferings end. 

Lady. I mufl not be Friends with him, ror then I (hall 
have him at my Elbow all Night, and fpoil my Luck at 
the BaJet'Table. [A fide."] Either Cringingj or Corred- 
ing, always in Extreams*-«I am weary of this Fatigue. 

He that nAJOitld gain my Hearty muft learn the Way 

Not to controulf but readily obey ; 

Tor he that once pretends m Faults to fee ^ 

7 hat Moment makes himfelf all Faults to me. [Exit. 

Buckle. There's the Infide of a Woman. [j^Jide. 

Lord. Gone — now Curfes on me for a Fool— the 
worfl of Fools— a Woman's Fool-^ 

Wbofi 
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Tf^ofe only Pleafure is to feed her Pride y 
Fond of her Selfjbe cares for none bejtde: 
So trtie Coquets their numerous Charms difpl^^ 
Andjlri've to conquer y furpofe to bftray, 

A c T IV. 

■ Enter Lord Worthy and Sir James. 

Sir James. XTT ELL, my Lord, I have left my 

VV Cards in the Hand of a Friend to 

hear what you have to fay to me. Love Tm fure is the 

Text, therefore divide and fubdivide as quick as you can. 

Lord. Coud'ft thou infufe into me thy Temper, Sir^ 
yames, I (hould have thy Reafon too ; but J am oorn to 
love this Fickle, Faithlefs Fair — What have I not cfTay'd 
to raze her from my Bread j but all in vain ! I muft 
have her, or I muft not live. 

Sir James. Nay, if you are fo far gone, my Lord, 
your Diftemper requires an able Phyfician — What think 
you of Lo^e/y^s bringing a File of Mufkelteers and carry 
her away, /^/ ^ Armis ? 

Lord. That Way might give her Perfon to my Arms, 
but Where's the Heart ? 

Sir James. A Trifle in Competition with her Body. 

Lord. The Heart's the Gem that I prefer. 

Sir James. Say you fo my Lord ? I'll engage three 
Parts of Europe will make that Exchange with you ; Ha, 
ha, ha. 

Lord. That Maxim wou'd hold with me perhaps in 
all but her ; there I muft have both or none ; therefore 
inftruft me. Friend, thou who negligent in Love, keeps 
always on the Level* with the Fair — What Method ihall 
I take to found her Soul's Defign ? For tho' her Carriage 
puts me on the Rack when I behold that Trainy)f Fools 
about her, yet my Heart will plead in her Excufe, and 
calm my Anger fpite of all Efforts. 

Sir James. Humph ? I have a Plot, my Lord, if you 
will comply with it. 

Lord. Nothing of Force. 

Sir Jams. What e'er It be you ftiall be Witnefs of it, 

'twill 
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'twill cither quench your Flame, or kindle hers, I only- 
will appear the Guilty; but here's Company, Til tell 
you all within. . 

Enter Captain and Lovely, dre/s'd like a Tar, 

L. Wor, V\\ expeft you. \_Exit. 

Sir James, Ha, Captain, how fits the Wind between 
you and your Miftrefj. ? Ha r 

Capt, North and by South, Faith ; but here's one fails 
full Eaft, and without fome unexpedled Tornado, from 
the old Man's Coaft — he makes his Port I warrant ye. 

Lately. I wifh I were at Anchor once. 

Sir James. Why," thou art as errant a Tar, as if thou 
had 'ft made an Raft -India Voyage, ha, ha. 

Lonely, Ay, am I not. Sir James f But Egad I hope 
the old Fellow underilands nothing of Navigation ; Jf he 
does, I fhall be at a Lofs for the Terms. 

Sir James. Oh ! no Matter for Terms — look big, and 
blufter for your Country — defcribe the Vigo Bufinefs — 
publick News will furniih you with that, and 111 eng-^ge 
the Succefs. 

Capt, Ay, ay, let me alone, I'll bear up with Sir 
Richard, and thou (halt board his Pinnace with Confent, 
ne'er fear — ho, here he comes full Sail. 

^ Ent£rSir Richard. 

Sir Richard, I'm glad to fee you; this is my Kinfman 
.which I told you of; as foon as he landed I brought him 
to kifs your Hands. 

Sir Rich, I honour you, you are welcome. 

Lovely. I thank you. Sir — I'm not for Compliments ; 
'tis a Land Language, I underftand it not ; Courage, 
Honeily, and Plain-dealing Truth, is the Learning of 
our Element ; if you like that 1 am for ye. 

Sir James. The Rogue does it to a Miracle, 

\_Afide to the Captain* 

Capt, He's an improving Spark, 1 find, ha, ha. 

Sir Rich* Like it. Sir ? why 'tis the only Thing I do 
like, hang Compliments and Court breeding, it ferves 
only to make Men a Prey to one another, to encourage 
Cowardice and ruin Trade— No, Sir, give me the Man 

that 
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that dares meet D^eath and Dinner with the fame Ap- 
petite — one who rather than let in Popery, would let 
oat his Blood ; to maintain fuch Men I'd pay double 
Cuftom ; nay, all my Gain ftiou'd go for their Support. 

Sir James. The bell Well-wiftier to his Country of an 
Englijhman I ever heard. 

Lonely. Oh ! Sir Richard^ I wifh the Nation were all 
of your Mind, 'twou'd give the Soldiers and the Sailors 
Life. Captain launch off a round Ly^ or two. 

Capt. And make us fight with Heart and Hand ; 
my Kinfman, TU affure, fits your Principle to a Hair ; 
he hates the French fo much, he ne'er fails to give them a 
Broadfide where'er he meets them ; and has brought in 
more Privateers this War than half the Captains in the 
Navy ; he was the firft Man that boarded the French 
Fleet at Vigo — and in Gibraltar Bufmefs — the Gazetteer 
will inform you of the Name of Captain Match, 

Sir James, Is this that Captain Match ? 

Lonely, For want of a better. Sir. 

Sir James, Sir, I (hall be proud of being known to you. 

Sir Rich, And I of being related to you. Sir — I have 
a Daughter young and handfom'e, and TH give her a 
Portion (hall make thee an Admiral, Boy ; for a Soul 
Ii(ce thine is only fit to command a Navy— what fay 'ft 
thou ? art thou for a Wife ? 

Sir James. So, 'tis done, ha, ha, ha. [Jjide, 

Capf. A profperous Gale I' faith 

Lonely, I don't know. Sir Richard^ mehap a Woman 
may not like me; I am rough and Storm- like in my 
Temper, unacquainted with the Effeminacy of Courts ; 
I was born upon the Sea, and fince I can remember, 
never liv'd two Months on Shore ; if I marry, my Wife 
muft go Aboard, I promife you that. 

Sir Rich. Aboard Man ? Why flie (hall go to the 
Indies with thee — Oh I fuch a Son-in-Law — how (hall I 
be bkfs'd in my Pofterity ? now do I forefee the Great- 
nefs of my Grand-Children j the Sons of this Man (hall, 
in the Ages to come, make France a Tributary Nation. 

Lovely. Once in an Engagement, Sir, as 1 was giving 
Orders to my Men, comes a Ball and took off a Fellow's 
Head, and ftruck it full in my Teeth ; I whipp'd it up, 
clap'd it into a Gun, and fhot it at the Enemy again. 

£ir 
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sir Rich. Without the leaft Concern ! 

Lovely. Concern, Sir — ha, ha, ha, if it had been my 
own Head I would have done the like. 

Sir Rich. Prodigious EfFe^a of Courage? — Captain FII 
fetch my Girl, and be here again in an Inftant — What 
an Honour will it be to have fuch a Son. \^Exit. 

Capt. Ha, ha, ha, ha, you outdo your Mafter. 

Sir James, Ha, ha, ha, ha, the old Knight's tranf- 
ported, 

Lo^vely. I wilh it was over, Fm all in a Sweat ; here 
he comes again. 

Enter Sir Richard and Valeria. 

Sir Rich, ril hear none of your Excufes ~ Captain 
your Hand — there take her, and thefe Gentlemen fliall 
be Witnefles, if they pleafe, to this Paper, wherein I 
give her my whole Eftate when I die, and twenty thou- 
^nd Pounds down upon the Nail ; I care not whether 
my Boy be worth a Groat— get me but Grandfons and 
I'm rich enough. 

Capt, Generoufly faid, Ffaith — much Good may do 
him with her. 

Lovely, I'll do my Endeavour, Father, I promife you. 

^\x James, I wilh you Joy, Captain, and you. Madam. 

Val, That's impollible ; can I have Joy in a Species 
fo very different from nly own ? Oh my dear Lovely! — 
We were only formed for one another ; — thy ddar En- 
quiring; Soul is more to me — than all thefe ufelefs Lumps 
of animated Clay : Duty compels my Hand — but my 
Heart is fubjedl only to my Mind, — the Strength of that 
they cannot conquer ; — no, with the Refolution of the 
Great UnparallePd EpiSletus^ — I here protell my Will 
fhall ne'er affent to any but my Lovely, 

Sir Rich. Ay, you and your Will may philofopbize as 
long as you pleafe, — Millrefs, — but your Body ihall be 

taught another Doctrine, — it (hall fo, Your Mind 

and your Soul quotha! Why, what a Pox has my Eftate 
to do with them?. Ha? 'Tis the Flefh Houfewife, that 

muft raife Heirs, — and Supporters of my Name ; -^ 

and fmce I knew the getting of the Eftate, 'tis fit I 

ftiould difpofe'of it, ——and therefore no more Excufes, 

'^ this 
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-this is your Hafband, do you^ fee, t ake my Word 
for it. 

YzX.The out<vjard empty Form of Marriage take^ 
But all beyond I keep /or hoydy^s Saie» 
Tlfuj on the Ground for e'ver fix my Eyes ; 
All Sights but homely Jhall their Balls defpife. 

SkRich. Came, Captain, — my Chaplain is* within, lie 
fliali do the Bufinefs this Minute : If I don't ufe the Aq- 
thority of a Father, this Baggage will make me lofe fuch 
a Son-in-Law, ,that the City's Wealth can't purchafe me 
his Fellow. [Afide. 

Lov. Thanks dearlnventtonfor this timely Aid: 

The Bait's gone do^wn^ he's by himf elf betray* "Sl^ 
Thus fill <uubere Arts both true and honeft fail. 
Deceitful Wit and Folicy pre<vaiL 

VaL To Death, or any Thing,— 'tis all alike to toe. 

[Exit cum Valeria, 

, Sir Rich, Get you in I fay, Hufley, get you in. 

In my Confcience my Niece has fpoird her already ; but 
I'll have her married this Moment : Captain, you have 
bound me ever to you by this Match ; command me and 
my Houfeibr ever 5 —But (hall I not have your Com- 
pany, Gentlemen, to be WitneiTes of this Knot,, this joy- 
ful Knot ? 

Capt» Yes, Faith, Sir Richard^ I have too much Re- 
fpeft for my Kinfman to leave him, — till I fee him fafe 
in Harbour; I'll wait on you prefently. . 

Sir fames. I am engaged in the next Room at Play, »I 
beg your Pardon, Sir Richard, for an Hour; I'll bring the 
whole Company to congratulate the Bride and Bride- 
groom ^ 

Sir Rich. Bride and Bridegroom ! Congratulate me, 
Man I Methinks 1 already fee my Race recorded amorigft 
.the foremoft Heroes of my Natioa; — Boys, all Boy st- 
rand all Sailors. 

They Jhall the Bride of France and Spain piill do^Mn, 
^And add their Indies to our Englifh Cro^n. [Exit, 

Sir James. H^, ha, ba,,never was Man fo bigotted be- 
VoL. I. M fore; 
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fbre ; ■ ■ (h ow will this end when he difcovers the Cheat? 
Ha, ha, won't you make one with the Ladies, Captain ? 
Caft. I don't Care if I do venture a Piece or two ; HI 
but difpatch a little Bufmefs, and meet you at the Table, 
Sir James. 

'Enter luldAf Lucy, 

Sir James. Ha, Lady Lucy I is your Ladyfbip recwi- 
cil*d to Baffet yet ? Will you give me Leave to lofe this 
Purfe to you, Madam ? - 

L. Lucy, I thank Fortune, I neither wifli, nor need it. 
Sir James \ I prcfume the next Room is furntfh*d wixh 
Avarice enough to ferve you in that AiFair, if it is a Bur- 
then to you ; or Mrs. ^a^\ ill Luck may give you an 
Opportunity of returning fome of the Obligations you 
lie under. 

Sir James, Your Sex, Madam, extorts a Duty from 
ours, and a well bred Man can no more refufe his Money 
to a Lady, than a Sword to his Friend. 

L. Lucy, That Superftuity of good Manners, Sir James ^ 
would do better converted into Charity; this Town 
abounds with Ob}c6ts, ' ' ■ wou'd it not leave a more 
glorious Fame behind you to be the Founder of fome 
pious Work, when all the Poor, at mention of your 
Name, fhall blefs your Memory, than that Pofterity 
fhou'd fay you wafted your Eftate on Cards and Women. 

Sir Jeufies, Hnmph, 'tis pity fhe were not a Man, (he 
preaches fo emphatically. {,^fide.'\ Faith, Madam, you 
have a very good Notion, but fomething too early ; 
when I am old, I may put your Principles in Pra6tice, 
but Youth for Pleafure was deiign'd.— 

L. Lucy, The trueft Pleafure muft coniift in doing 
good, which cannot be in Gaming. 

Sir James, Every Thing is good in its Kind, Madam ; 
Cards are hvirmlefs Bits of Paper, Dice infipid Bones — • 
•and Women made for Men. 

L. Lucy. Right, Sir James, — but all thefe Things may 

be perverted. Cards are harmlefs Bits of Paper in 

themfelves, yet through them, what Mifchiefb have been 
doLe ? What Orphans wrong'd ? What Trade i'men 
ruin'd ? What Coaches and Equipage difmifs'd for 
them ? 
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Sir Jam. But then, how many fine Coaches and EquU 
pages have they fet op. Madam ? 

L. Lucy. Is it the more honouraWe for that? How 
inaay Miffes keep Coaches too ? Which Arrogance in 
my Opinion only makes' them more eminently fcanda- 
lous 

Sir Jam, Oh ! thofe are fuch as hare a Mind to be 
damn'd in this State, Madam ;-*-but I hope your Lady- 
ihip don't rank them amongft us Gamefters. 

L. Lucy, They are infeparable. Sir yames ; Madam*$ 
Grandeur muft be upheld — tho' the Baker and Butcher 
ihut up Shop. 

Sir Jam^, Oh ! Yoar Lady (hip wrongs us middling 
Gentlemen there ; to ruin Tradefraen is the Quality's 
Prerogative only ; and none beneath a Lord can pretend 
to do't with an honourable Air, ha, ha. 

L. Lucy, 'Their Example fways the meaner Sort ; I 
grieve to think that Fortune (houM exalt fuch vain, fuch 
vicious Souls, -whilil Virtue's cloath'd in Rags. 

Sir yam. Ah ! Faith, fhe'd make but a fcurvy Figure 
at Court, Madam ; the Statefmen and Politicians wou'd 

fnpprefs her quickly; ^but whilft fhe remains in your 

Breaft fhe's fafe,^ ^— and makes us all in love with 

that fair Covering, 

L. Lucy, Oh I Fie, fie. Sir J antes y you could not love 
one that hates your chief Diverlion. 

Sir Jam, I Ihou'd hate it too. Madam, on fome Terms 
that I cou'd name. 

L. Lucy. What wpu'd make that Converfion, pray? 

^ixjam. Your Heart. 

L. Lucy, I cpu'd pay that Price — but dare not venture 
upon one fo wild. — X^Afide,"] Firfl let me fee the Fruity 
e'er I take a Leafe of the Garden, Sir James, 

Six Jam. Oh 1 Madam, the beft Way is to fecure the 
Ground, and then you may manure and cultivate it as 
you pleafe. 

L. Lucy, That's a certain Trouble, and uncertain Pro- 
fit, and in this Affair, I prefer the Theory before the 
Pra<^ice : But I detain you from the Table, Sir James. 
*— you are wanted to Tally your Servant.— [Exit. 

Sir Jam* Nay, if you leave me. Madam, the Devil 
M z will 
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will tempt me,- S he's gone, and now can't I (hake 

off the Thought of feven Wins, eight Lofes — -for the 
Blood of me, and all this grave Advice of her's 

is loft, Faith, — ^tho' I do love her above the reft of 

her Sex ; (he's an exaft Model of what all Women 

ought to be, — and yet your merry little coquettifti Tits 
are very diverting ; — ^well, now for Baffet \ let me fee 
what Money have I about me. — Humph I about a hun- 
dred Guineas, half of which will fet the Ladies to 

cheating — falfe Parolies in abundance. 

Each Trifling Toy njooud tempt in Times of Old ^ 

I^OFW nothing melts a Woman s Heart like Gold. 

Some Bargains drive, others more nice than they, • 

Who'd ha'veyou think they f corn to kifs for Fay j 

To furchufe them you muft Ic/e deep at Play, 

With feveral Women, fe'veral Ways prevail ; 

But Gold's a certain Way that cannot fail. [Exit. 



\ 



^be SCENE draws^, and difcovers Lady 
Reveller, Mrs, Sago, and feveral Gentlemen 
and Ladies round a Table at Baffet. 

Enter Sir James. 

L. Revel. Oh I Sir James, are you come ? We want 
you to tally for us. 

Sir Jam. What Luck, Ladies ? 

L. Revel. I have only won a Sept ^ leva. 

Mrs. Sago. And I have loft a Trante & leva , ' m y 
ill Fortune has not forfook me yet I fee. 

Sir Jam. I go a Guinea upon that Card. 

L. Revel. You lofe that Card. 

Mrs. Sago. I mafe Sir James'^s Card double. 

Banker. Seven wins, and hvt lofes ; you have loft 
it. Madam. 

Mrs. Sago. Again ? ■ fure never was Woman fo un- 
lucky 

Banker. Knave wins, and ten lofes; you have won. 
Sir James. 

L. Revel. Clean Cards here. 

. Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sago, Burn this Book, 't has ^n unlacky Air, 
{Tears them,'] Bring fome more Books. 

Enter Captain. 

L. Revel. Oh f Captain, here fet a Chair; comet 

Captain, you fhall fit by me — now if we can but ftrip 
this Tarr. [Afide. 

Capt. With all my Heart, Madam ; come, what 

do you play Gold ? — that's fomething high tho' j — well* 
a Guinea upon this honed Knave of Club's. 
L. Re*ve/. You lofe it for a Guinea more. 
Capt. Done. Madam. 

Banker. The Five win?, and the Knave lofes. 
L. Revel. You have loft it. Captain. 
Sir Jam. The Knave wins for two Guineas more, 
Madam. 

L. Revel. Done, Sir James. 
Banker. Six wins, — ^Knave lofes. 
Sir Jam. Oh ! the Devil, I fac'd, I had rather have 
loft all. 

Banker. Nine wins, Queen lofes,— you have won. 
Mrs. Sago. I'll make a Paroli, — I mafe as much more ; 
your Card lofes. Sir James^ for two Guineas, yours. 
Captain, lofes for a Guinea more. , 

Banker, Four wins, Nine lofes ; ■ ■ you have loft. 
Madam. 

Mrs. Sago. Oh ! I could tear my Flefti — as I tearthefe 
Cards j — Confufion ! — I can never win above a wretched 
Paroli; for if I pu(h to Sept ^ Leva, 'tis gone. 

[Walks about diforderly» 
Banker. Ace wins, Knave lofes. 
Capt. Sink the Knave, 1*11 fet no more on't. 
L. Revel. Fac't again ; — what's the Meaning of this 
ill Luck to Night ; Bring me a Book of Hearts, I'll try 
if they are more fuccefsful, that on the Queen ; yours 
and your Card lofes." 

Mrs. Sago. Bring me a frefh Book ; bring me another 
Book ; bring me all Diamonds. 

[Looks upon them One by Qne^ then throvjs them over 

her Shoulders. 

L. Revel. That can never be lucky ; the Name of 

Jewels don t become a Citizen's Wife. [Mde. 

" M 3 Banker, 
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Bankit* King wins, the Tray lofes. 

Sir Jam. You have great Luck to Night, Mr. Sharpers 

Sharper. So I have, Sir James, — I have won SoTteca 
every Time. 

L. Revel. But if he has got the knack of winning thu9, 
he (hall iharp no more here, I promife him. ' \jfide. 

Mrs. Sago. I mafe that. 

L. Re*vei. Sir James, pray will you Tally. 

^njam. With ail my Heart, Madam. 

[Takes the Cards andjhuffies them. 

Mrs. ^^^0. Pray give me the Cards, Sir. 

\Takes ""em andjhuffies ''em, and gi'ves ""em to him again* 

Capt. Ifetthat. 

L. Re<veL I fet Five Guineas upon this Card, Sir 

Sir Jam. Done Madam,«i— Five wins,— Six lof«i» 

Mrs. Sago. I fet that. 

Sir Jam. Five don^t go, and Seven lo&s* 

Capt, I mafe double. 

L. ReveL I mafe that. 

Sir Jam. Three wins, Six lofes. 

Mrs. Sago. I mafe, I mafe double, and that-*-Oh ye 
malicious Stars ! — ^ again. 

Sir Jam. Eight wins. Seven lofes. 

Capt. So, this Trante ^ le*va makes fome amends ;— 
Adfbud, I hate cheating — ^What's that falfe Cock made 
for now ? Ha, Madam ? 

L. Revel. Nay, Mrs. Sago, if you begin to phiy foul. 

Mrs. Sago. Rude Brute, to take Notice of the Slight 
•f Hand in our Sex ; — I proteft he wrongs me. Madam, 

—there's the Dernier Stake, and Til fet it all, now 

Fortune favour me, or this Moment is my laft. 

L. Revel. There's the laft of fifty Pounds, — ^what's the 
meaning of this ? 

Sir Jam. Now for my Plot j her Stock is low I per- 
ceive^ \Slip5 a Purfe of Gold into the Fwbdvws of Ladf 
Reveller'j Apron. 

L. Revel. I never had fuch ill Luck, 1 muft fetch 

more Money : Ha, from whence came this ? This is the 
genteeleft Piece of Gallantry \ the Adion is Sir Hartfs, 
1 fee by his Eyes. 

[Dif coven a Purfe in the Furheiov^s of her Aprcn^ 

s Sir 
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Sir Jam. Nine wins. Six lofes- 

Mrs. Sago, I am rain*d and undone for ever ; Oh, oh> 
ok, to lofe every Card, Oh, oh, oh. \Burft4 out a crying. 

C^t, So> there's one Vefiel fprang a- Leak, and I am 
almoft aihore ;*■ i f I go on at this Rate, I iha}l make 
but a lame Voyage on't I doubt. 

Sir Jam, Duce wins. King lofes. 

Capt, I mafe affain,-— I maie double, I mafe again ; — 
now the Devil blow my Head off if ever I faw Cards 
run fo ; damn 'em. \Tears the Cards^ andftamps on ^em. 

Sir Jam, Fie, Captain, this Concern among the Ladies 
is indecent. 

Capt. Damn the Ladies, — mayn't I fwear,—— or tear 
my Cards, if I pleafe ; I'm fure J have paid for them : 
Prfty count the Cards, I believe there's a falfe Tally. 

Sir Jam, No, they are right. Sir. [5/> James counts ^em, 

Mts. $4$^. Not to toiui ono Card ! Oh, oh, &\u 

[Stamps uf and dvwn^ 

L. i?fv«/: Madam» if yon play no longer, pray don't 
dift«rb thofe that do.-— Cone, Cetmige, Captain, Sir 
Jameses Gold was very lucky. — ^Who cou'd endure thefe 
Men« did they not lofe their Money ? [Jfide. 

Capt. Bring another Book here ;— that upon Ten,— 
and I mafe that. — ' [Puts do^wn a Card, and turns another. 

Sir Jam, King fac't. Eight wins. Ten lofes. 

Capt, Fire and Gunpowder. \^xit. 

L. Revel. Ha, ha, ha, what is the Captain vaniAi'd in 
]iis own Smoke F-^Come, I bett it with you, Mr. Shot' 
per j your Card lofes. 

Re-enter Captain, pulling in a Stranger ^ tjohich he had 
fetched out of the Street. ^ 

Capt, Sir, do you think it poffible to lofe a Trante Csf 
leva, a ^uinze'/e<ua,-^Sind a Sept /eva, — and never turn 
once. 

Stranger, No fure, 'tis impoffible. 

Capt, Oands you lye, I did Sir. 

[Laying his Hand on his Sivord* 

'All the Women, Ah; ha, ah, ha. [Shriek and rim off\, 

Capt. What the Devil had I to do among thefe Land- 
Rats ?-— Zounds, to lofp forty Poands for nothing, not fo 
M 4 much 
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much as a Wench for it; Ladies, qabtba,-— a Man Bad* 

as good be acquainted with Pick -pockets. [Exit. 

Sir yam. Ha, ha, ha, die Captain has frightened the 

Women out of their Wits, now to keep my Promife 

with my Lord, tho' the Thing has but an ill Face, no 
Matter. 

They join together to enjlave us Men, 

And iv/y not 'we to conquer them again^ 



A C T V, 

. Enter Sir James on ctre Side, and Ladf Reveller mt 
the other* 

L. BeveL Q» I R James, what have you done with th^ 
O rode Porpoife ? 

Six Jam, He is gone to your Uncle's Apartment, Ma- 
dam, I fuppofe. I was in Pain till i knew how 
your Ladyfhip did after yeur Fright; - 

L. ReveL Really, Sir James, the Fellow has put me 
into the Spleen by his ill Manners. Oh, my Stars ! that 
there (hould be fuch an unpolifh'd Piece of Humanity, 
to be in that Diforder for lofing his Money to us Women 
— I was apprehenfive he would have beat me, ha, ha. 

Sir Jam. Ha, ha, your Ladyfhip muil impute his ill 
Breeding to the Want of Converfation with your Sex ; 
but he is a Man of Honour with his own, I aHvre yott. 

L. Revel, I hate out of fafhion'd Honour. But 

Where's the Company, Sir James? Shan't we play, again? 

Sir Jam. All difpciVd, Madam. 

L. Revel. Come, you and I will go to Picquet then. 

Sir Jam, Oh,.I'm tir'd with Cards, Madam, can*t you 
think of fome other Diverfion to pafs a chearful Hour ? 
—I cou'd tell you one, if you^d give me leave. 

L. Revel. Of your own Invention ? Then it muft be a 
pleafant One. 

Sir Jam. Ohy the pleafantcft one in the World. 

L. ReveL What is it, I pray ? 

Sir Jam. Love, Love, my dear Charmer. 

I Approaches her. 
L* 
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L. ReveL Oh, Cupid! How came that in your Head ? 
Sir Jam, Nay, 'tis in my Heart, and except you pity 
me, the Wound is mortal. 

L. Re<veL Ha, ha, ha, is Sir James got into Lord 

Wortby\ Clafs ? ^You that could tell me I fhould not 

have fo large a Theme for my Diverfion, were you in his 
Place, ha^ ha, ha : What, and is the gay, the airy, the 
witty, inconftant Sir James overtaken I ha, ha. 

• Sir Jam. Very true, Madam, you fee there is no 

jefting with Fire. Will you be kind ? 

[Gets hetnjoeen her. and the Door* 
L. Re<vel, Kind? What a difmal Sound was there ?— 
I'm afraid your Fever's high. Sir James, ha, ha. 

Sir Jam. If you think fo. Madam, *tis time to apply 
tooling Medicines. [Locks the Door. 

L. Re^el. Ha, what Infolence is this ? The Door 
lock'd I What do you mean. Sir Ja?nes f 

Sir Jam. Oh, 'tis fomething indecent to name it, Ma- 
dam, i)ut I intend to (hew you. [Lar^s hold on her. 

L. Refuel, Unhand me. Villain, or Til cry out 

. Sir Jam, Do, and make yourfelf the Jefl of Sert^ants. 
cxpofe your Reputation to their vile Tongues, — which, 
if you pleafe, (hall remain fafe within my Breaft ; but if 
with your own Noife you blaft it, here I bid Defiance ta 
all Honour and Secrefy, — ^and the firft Man that enters, 
dies. [Struggles ivith her* 

L. Re'vel What Ihall I do ? Inflrua me Heaven. — 
Monfter I is this your Friendship to my Lord ? And can 
you wrong the Woman he adores ? 

Sir Ja7n, Ay, but the Woman does not care a Soufe 
for him ; and therefore he has no Right above ms ; f 
love you as much, and will poffefs. 

L. RenfeL Oh f Hold, Kill me rather than deftroy 

my Honour ; — what Devil has debauch'd your Temper ^ 
Or, how has my Carriage drawn this Curfe upon me ? 
What have I done to give you Caufe to think you ever 
fhould fucceed this hated Way ? [I'Veeps,, 

Sir Jam. Why this Qjaeftion, Madam ? Can a Lady 
that loves Play fo paffionately as you do, — ^that takes as 
much Pains to draw Men in to lofe th^ir Money, as a: 

Town Mifs to their Deftru£tion, that careiTes all 

M 5 Sorts 
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Sorts of People for your Intereft, that divides your Time 
between your Toilet and Bafit-Taifle ; can you, I fay, 
boaft of innate Virtue ? — Fye, fyc, I am fure you muft 

have guefs'd for what I play'd fo deep ; we never 

part with our Money without Defign, — or writing Fool 

upon our Foreheads ; therefore no more of ilus Re- 

filtance, except you would have more Money. 

L. Re*veL Oh 1 honid. 

Sir jam. There was fifty Guineas in that Purfc, Ma- 
dam,— here's fifty more ; Money (hall be no Difpute, 

[Offers her Money. 

L. Re^^eL [Strikes it donvn.'] Pcrifh your Money with 

yourfelf ^you Villain there, there; take youf 

OOafted Favours, which I refdv'd before to have paid in 
Specie ; bafcit of Men, Til have your Life for this Af- 
front— -what ho, within there. 

Sir Jam. Hufli ! Taith, you'll raife the Houfe* 

[Lafs bold on her."] And *tis in vain—you're mine ; nor 
will I quit this Room 'till I'm poflefs'd. * [Struggles. 

L. Revel. Raife the Houfe ! I'll raife the World in 
my Defence ; help, Murther ! Murthe r a Rape^ 

a Rape 

Enter Lord Worthy /rom another Room nvith his S^word 
draivn. 

Lord, Ha ! Villain, unhand the Lady-— or this Mo- 
ment is thy laft. 

Sir Jam, Villain, back my Lord f ollow me, 

[Exit. 

L. Rivil, By the bright Son that fhines, you (hall not 
go— no, you've fav'd my Virtue, and I will prefei*ve your 
Life — let the vile Wretch be puni(h*d by viler Hands-— 
yours (hall not be proph&n'd with Blood fo bafe, if I 
have any Powe r 

Lord. Shall the Traytor live ?— Tho' your barbarous 
Ufage does .not merit this from me, yet in Coniideration 
that I lov'd you once — I will chaftife his Infolence. 

L. Re^el, Once Oh ! fay not once ; do you not 

love me dill ? Oh ! }k>w pure your Soul appears to roe 
above that detefted W,retch. [fFeefs. 

Sir Jam. [P^^^'ng,) Ittal^es as I cou'd wlih— 

Lcrd» 
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Lord, Yet how have I been flighted j every Fop pre- 
ferred to me — Now yoa difcover what Inconveniency 

your Gaming has brought you into this from me 

would have been unpardonable Advice — now you have 
proved it at your own Expence. 

L. Re'vei: I have, and hate myfelf for all my Folly-— 
Oh ! forgive me — and if ftill you think me worthy of 

your Heart 1 here return you mine and will 

this Hour fign it with my Hand- 

Sir Jam, How I applaud myfelf for this Contrivance. 

Lord, Oh the tl-anfporting Joy, it is the only Happt- 
nefs I covet here, 

Hajle then my Charmer^ hafte the longed-for Bllfs^ 

The happieji Minute of my Life is this.. [Exit. 

Sir Jam. Ha, ha, ha, ha; how am I cenfur'd now for 
doing this Lady a Piece of Service, in forcing that upoa 
her, which only her Vanity and Pride reftrain*d. 

So blujhing Maids refufe the courted Joy^ 

Tho"" nuijhing Eyesy and prejjing Hands comply \ 

Till by fame Stratagem the Louver gains , 

Whatjhe denfd to all bis amorous Pains, 

j§s Sir James is going off, enter Lady Lucy meeting him. 

Sir Jam. Ha, Lady Lucy ! Having fucceeded for 

my Friend, who knows but this may be my lucky Minut^ 

too ? -'Madam, you come opportunely to hear. 

[Takes her by the Hand* 

L. Lucy, Stand off, bafeft of Men, I have heard too 
much ; coud'ft thou chufe no Houfe but this, to a6l thy 
Villanies in ? And coud'ft thou offer Vows to me, when 
thy Heart, poifon'd with vicious Thoughts, harboured 
this Defign againft my Family ? 

Sir Jam, Very fine, 'Faith, this is like to be my lucky 
Minute with a Witnefs ; but Madam — 

L. Lucy, Offer no Excufe, 'tis height of Impiiidence 
to look me in the Face. 

Sir Ja;n 'Egad fhe loves me Oh f happy Rogue 

this Concern can proceed from nothing ellc. [JJtde, 

L. Lucy, My Heart till now unus'd to FaiTion fwells 

with this Affront j wou'd re,proach thee wou'd 

reproach myfelf, for having harbour'd one favourable 
Thought of thee. 

M 6 Sir 
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Sir Jam. Why did you. Madam ? — 'Egad I owe mare 
to her Anger than ever I did to her Morals. 

L. Lucy, Ha ! What have I faid ? 

Sir Jam, The only kind Word you ever otter'd. 

L. Lucy, Yes, Impoftor ; know to thy Confufion, that 
I did love thee, and fancy 'd I difcover*d fome Seeds of 
Virtue amongft that Heap of Wickednefs ; but this laft 
AAion has betray'd the fond Miflake^ and ftiewM thoa 
art all o'er Fiend. 

Sir Jam. Give roe leave, Mada m 

L. Lucy. Think not this Confeffion meant to advance 
thy impious Love, but hear my final Refolution. 

Sir Jam, 'Egad I muft hear it 1 find ; for there*s 

no flopping her. 

L. Lucy, From this Moment Til never 

Sir Jam, [Clnpphg his Hand before her Mouth."] Nay^ 
Bay, nay, after Sentence no Crimmal is allow'd to Plead ; 
therefore I will be heard — ^not Guilty, not Guilty, Ma- 
dam, by — ^if I don't prove that this is all a Stratagem, 
contrived, ftudy'd, defign'd, profecuted, and put in Exe- 
cution, to reclaim your Coufm, and give my Lord Pof- 
feflion-— may yop finifh your Curfe, and I be doom'd to 

cverlafting Abfence — 'Egad I'm out of Breath 

L. Lucy, Oh I Coud'lt thou prove this i 
Sir Jam. I can, if by the Proof you'll make me happy; 
my Lord (hall convince you. 

L. Lucy. To him I will refer it, on this Truth your 
Hopes depend. 

In fvain ijcejiri^e our FaJJjons to conceal^ 

Our ^very Paffjons do our Loves reveal i 

When owe the Heart yields to the Tyrant's Sway, 

The Eyes our Tongue tvill foon the Flame betray, [Exit. 

Sir Jam, I was never out at a critical Minute in my 
Life. ^ 

Enter Mr. Sago andtiuo Bailiffs meeting Alpiew. 
Sago, Hark ye, Miftrefs, is my Wife here ? 
Jlp, Truly, I (han't give myfelf the Trouble of feek- 
ing her for him, now (he has loft all her Money— your 
Wife is a very indifcreet Perfon, Sir. 
Sago. I'm afraid I (hall find it fo to my Coft. 

Bailiffs 
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Bailiffs, Come, come, Sir, we can't *vait all Day — 

the Adhons are a thoufand Pounds You ihall have 

Time to fend for Bail, and what Friends you pleafc. 

Sago. A thoufand Pounds ! [Enter Mrs, Sago, j Gh 
Lambkin ! have you fpent me a thoufand Pounds ? 
Mrs. Sago, Who, I Pudd ? Oh 1 undone for eve r 
Sago, Pudd me no Pudd — Do you owe Mr. Tai^j the 
Mercer two hundred Pounds, ha ? ' 

Mrs. Sago. I, I, I don't know the Sum, dear Pudd— 
but, but, but, I do owe him fomething ; bat I believe he 
made me pay too dear. 

Sago. Oh ! thou Wolfkin inftead of Lambkin ' 

for thou haft devour'd my Subftance ; and do'ft thou owe 
Mr. Doliar the Goldfmith, three hundred Pounds ? Do'ft 
thou ? Ha, fpeak Tygrefs. 

Mrs. Sago, Sure it can't be quite three hundred 
Pounds. [Sobbing. 

. Sago. Thou Ifland Crocodile tho u ■ and do'ft thou 
owe Ratfiane the Vintner an hundred Pounds ? And were 
thofe Hampers of Wine which 1 received fo joyfully, fent 
by thyfelf tothyfclf, ha ? . 

Mrs. Sago, Yes, indeed. Poddy ■ I , I, I beg your 
Pardon. [Sobbing, 

Sago. And why did'ft not thou tell me of them, thou 
Rattle -Snake ? for they fay they have fent a hun- 
dred Times for their Money — elfe I had not been arrefted 
in my Shop. 

Mrs. Sago^ Be^ be, be becaufe I^ I, I was afraid, dear 
Puddy. [f^^i^g* 

Sago. But wer't thou not afraid to ruin me tho', dear 
Pudd ? Ah ! I need afk thee no more Queftions, thou 
Serpent in Petticoats ; did J doat upon thee for this ?, 
Here's a Bill from Callico the Linen -Draper ; another 

from Seidell the Jeweller from Coupler a Mantua- 

maker, and Pimpiveil the Milliner ; a I'ribe of Locufts 
enough to undo a Lord-Mayor. 

Mrs. Sago. I hope not, truly, Dear, Deary I'm fure 
that^s all. 

Sago, All, with a Pox no Mrs. Jezebel, that's 

not all ; there's two hundred Pounds due to myfelf for 
Tea, Coffee, and Chocolate, which my Journeyman has 

confe&'d, 
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confefsM, fince «your Roguery came out-»->that you have 
embezzled. Huffy, you have ;^ fo, this comes of yoar 
keeping Qiiality Company— e'en let them keep yott 
now, for I have done with you, you fliall come no more 
within my Doors, I promife you. 

Mrs. S{fgo, Oh ! ajII me rather ; I never did it with 
Defign to part with you, indeed, Puddy. \_Sobiiing^ 

Sago, No, no, I believe not, whilil I was worth » 
Groat. Oh! 

Enter Sir James, 

Sir yam. How F Mrs. Sago in Tears, ajid my honeH 
Friend in Ruffians Hands -, the Meaning of this ? 

Sary. Oh 1 Sir yar/tes m> ^hypocritical Wife is as 

much a Wife as any Wife in the City . Vm arrefted 
here in an Adlion of a thoufand Pounds, that fhe has 
taken" up Goods for, and gam'dawayj get out of my 
Sight, get out of my Sight, I fay. 

Mrs. Sago. Indeed, and indeed, [SohBhg.'] dear Puddy, 
but I caonot-no, here I will hang for ever on this Neck. 

[F/r>j alfout his Ned, 

Sago. Help, Murder, Murder ; why, why, what will 
•you collar me ? 

Sir yam. Right, Woman ; I muft try to' make up this 
Breach ■ 'Oh ! Mr. Sago^ you are unkind — * — 'tis pure 
Love that thus tranlports your Wife, and not fuch oafe 
Defigns as you complain of. 

Sage. Yes, yes ; and fhe run me in Debt out of pure 
Love too, no doubt. 

Mrs. Sago. So, it was, Pudd. 

Sago. What was it, ha, Miftrefs, out of Love to mcr 
that you have undone me ? Thou, thou, thou, I don't 
know what to call thee bad enough. 

Mrs. Sago. You won't hear your Keecky out, dear 

Pudd ; it was not out of Love for Play but for Lo, 

'Lo, Love to you, dear Pudd ; if youH forgive me, V\\ 
ne'er play again. [^O'^"^ ^^^ Sobbing all the ivhilem 

^\rJam.^2i,y,novjf Sir, you muft forgive her. 

Sago, What I Forgive her that would fend me to Jail ? 

Sir yam. No, no, there's no Danger of that, I'll bail 

you, Mr. Sago, and try to compouncf thofe Debts 

You know me. Officers. 

Officers* 
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. 0fficer4, Very well. Sir JamtSt your Worfhip's Word 
is fufik;ient. 

Sir Jam. There's your Fee« then, leave here yonjr 
Prifoner, J*il fte him forthcoming. 

Officers, With all our Hearts ; yodr Servant, Sir. \^Exit, 

Sago, Ah thou Wicked Woman, hQw have I doated oa 
thofe Eyes! How often have I kneePd to kifs that 
Hand ! Ha, is not this true, Keecky ? 

Mrs. Sago, Yes, Deary, I, I, I, I do confefs it. 

Sago, Did ever I refufe to grant whatever thou alk'd me? 

Mrs. Sago, No, never Pudd — \JVeepsfltU, 

• Sago. Might'ft not thou have eaten Gold, as the Say- 
ing is^ ha ? — Oh Keecky, Keecky f {Ready to nueep^ 

Sir Jam, Leave prying, and wheedle him, Madam, 
wheedle him. 

Mrs. Sago. I do confefs it ; and can't you forgive your 
Keecky then, that you have been fo tender of, that you 
fo often confeft your Heart has jump'd up to your Mouth 
when you have heard my Beauty prais'd. 

Sago, So it has I profefs. Sir James ^-^^l begin' to melt 
I do i I am a good-natur'd Fool, that's the Truth 
on't : But if I fiiould forgive )'0u, what would you do to 
make me amends ? For that fair Face, if I turn you out 
of Doors, will quickly be a cheaper Drug than any Ia 
my Shop, 

Six Jam, And not maintain her half fo well — pro- 
mife largely. Madam. \To Mrs, Sago* 

Mrs. Sago, V\\ love you for ever. Deary. 

Sago, But youll jig to Co^ent-Garden again. 

Mrs. Sago, No, indeed, I won't come within the Air 
on't, but take op with City Acquaintance, rail at the 
Court, and go twice a Week with Mrs. Outfide to Pin^ 
makers-hall. 

Sago, That would rejoice my Heart. [F.::ady to 'weep. 

Sir Jam, See, if the gopd Man is not rea3y to weep ;■ 
your laft Promife has conquered — Come, come, bufs and 
be Friends, and end the Matter — I'm glad the Quarrel 
is made up, or I had had her upon my Hands, {^yide, 

Mrs. Sago. Pudd, don't you hear Sir James, Pudd f 

Sago, I can hold no longer. Yes, I do hear him, 

■■ • come then to the Arms of thy nown Pudd. , 

[Run into one another* s Arms, 
Sir 
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Sir yam. Now all's well ; and for your Comfort, La^ 
dy Reseller is by this Time married to my Lord Worthy^, 
and there will be no more Gaming, I aiTare you, in that 
Houfe. 

Sago. Joys npon Joys. Now if tHefc ^ebts were bat 
accommodated, I fhould hz happier than ever ; I fhould 
indeed, Keecky. 

Sir Jam, Leave that to me, Mr. Sago, T have won 
Part of your Wife's Money ; and will that Way reftore 
it you. 

Sago, I thank you, good Sir James, I believe you are 
the firft Gamefter that ever refunded. 

Mrs. Sago. Generouily done, Fortune has brought 

me off this rime, and I'll never truft her more. 
' Sir Jam, But fee the Bride and Bridegroom. 

Enter Lord Worthy and Lady Reveller, Lady Lucy, 
Buckle and A]piew» 

L. Lucy. This Match which I have now been Witnefs 
to, is what I long have wilh'd ; your Courfe of Life 
xnuft of Nepeflity be changed. 

L. lUvel. Ha, Sir James here l--Oh if you love me, 
my Lord, let us avoid that Brute ; you OMift not meet 
him. 

Sir Jam. Oh, there's no Danger, Madam My 

Lord, I wifli you Joy with all my Heart ; we only quar- 
rel'd to make you Friends, Madam, ha, ha, ha. 

L. Re-vel, What, am I trick'd into a Marriage then ? 

Lord. Not againft your Will, I hope. 

L. Re'vel. No, I forgive you ; tho' had I been aware 
of it, it fhould have coft you a little more Pains. 

Lord. I wifh I could return thy Plot, and make this 
Lady thine, Sir James, 

Sir Jam. Then I ihould be paid with Intereft, my 
Lord. 

L. Lucy. My Fault is Confideration you know, I muft 
think a little longer on't. 

Sir Jam. And my whole Study (hall le to improve 
thofe Thoughts to my own Advantage. 

Sago. I wifli your Ladyfhip Joy, and hope I fhallkeep 
my Keccky to myfelf now. 

Lady. 
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Lady. With all my Heart, Mr. Sago, ihe has had ill 
Luck of late, which I am forry for. 

Mrs Sago. My Lord Worthy will confine your Ladyfhip 
from Play as well as I, and my Injundion will be more 
eafy when I have your Example. 

Buck. Nay^'tis Time to throw up the Cards when the 
Game's out. 

Enter Sir Richard, Captain Hearty, Lovely, and 
Valeria. 

Capt. Well, Sir James, the Danger's ovcf ; we have 
doubled the Cape, and my Kinfman is failing diredily 
to the Port. 

Sir Jam. A boon Voyage, 

Sir Rich. 'Tis done, and my Heart is at Eafe. — Did 
you ever fee fuch a perverfe Baggage ? Look in his Face, 
I fay, and thank your Stars ; for their befl Influences 
gave you this Hufband. 

Lo^. Will not Valeria look upon me ? She us'd to be 
*inore*kind when we have filh'd for Eels in Vinegar. 

Val* My Lonely ^ is it thee I And has natural Sympa- 
thy forborn to inform my Senfe thus long \ \flies to him. 

Sir kich. How/ how! This Lovely f What, does it 
prove the Enfign I have fo carefully avoided ? 

Lo*if. Yes, Sir, the fame ; I hope you may be brought 
to like a Land-Soldier, as well as a Seaman. 

Sir Rich. And, Captain, have you done this } 

Capt. Yes, 'Faith, (he was too whimfical for our Ele- 
ment ; her hard Words might have conjur'd up a Storm 
for ought I know, lo Ihave fet her afhore. 

L. Re^vel. What, my Uncle deceived with his Stock of 
Wiidom ? ha, ha, ha. 

Buck Here's fuch a Coupling, Mrs. Alpie^w, han't 
yoQ a Month's Mind ? 

JIp. Not to you, I afTure you. 

Buck. I was but in Jelt, Child j fay nay, when youVe 
afk'd. 

Sir Jam. The principal Part of this Plot was mine. 
Sir Richard. 

Sir Rich. Wou'd 'twas in my Power to hang you for't. 

Sir 
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Sir yam. And I have no Reafon to doubt you (honld 
repent it j he is a Gentleman, tho' a younger Brother ; 
he loves yoar Daughter, and (he him, which has the bcft 
Face of Happinefs in a marry'd State j yoli like a Man 
of Honoar, and he has as much as any one, that I aflbre 
you, ^'\r Richard, 

Sir Rich, Well, fince what's pail is paft Recal, I had 
as good be fatisiied as not ; therefore take her^ and blefs 
ye together. 

Lotd. So now each Man's Wifh is crown'd, but mine 
wita double Joy. 

Capt, Well laid. Sir Richard, let's have a Bowl of 
Punch, and drink to the Bridegroom's good Voyage co- 
Night fteady, fceady, ha, ha. 

Sago, V\\ take a Glafs with you, Captain,— —I 
reckon myfelf a Bridegrooni too. 

Buck, I doubt Keccfy won't find him Inch. [^fide. 

Mrs. Sage, Well, — ^poor Keeck/*^ boand to good Bew 

(hayioor. 
Or (he had quite loH her Puddy's Favour. 

^hall I for this rtpiru at Fortune f ' ■ Ag^ 

rm glad at Heart that Trnforvi'venfo, 

Some Neighbours f^ives have hut too lately Jhefomy 

When Spoufe had left >«, all their Friends luerefhnxmm 

7 hen all you Winjes that nvou* d a<void wf Fate, 

Remain contented 'with your prefent State, 
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THE 

PROLOGUE. 



LEST any herejhoud hlame our Author s Toil^ 
For f rolling ixsith her Brat a Hundred Mile, 
By me tofuchy She does this Reafon gifve^ 
Seeing ho'iv many Men by Ventures li*ve. 
She ftraight embarked, and hoifted Sail to try. 
What pure good Nature if thefe Bottoms lye, 
BeJide^Jhe hof'^dyjhe might divert you 400, 
J5y adding to your Pleajures fomething ne*w. 
fhe Virtue of thefe Baths had ne^re beeu knotvn^ 
Ifore thefe Hills , no Man heul ventur'^d do^ixjn. 
Hen DoSors Venturing, come in Hopes of Fees , 
And Patients Venture, on their Skill for Eafe, 
For Wealth, the Merchant Ventures en the Seas, 
The Laijoyer Ventures upon any Caufe, 
And Venturing Client^s beggared by the Laivs,. 
The Louver Ventures, to Addrefs the Fair, 
With broken Speeches, and dejeSleS Air, 
She runs a Venture, miho relieves his Care, 
The Gamefter Ventures, to improve his Store, 
And hanging loft, be Ventures on for more. 
The London Funk, in Garret Jhut all Day, 
At Night, ivith laft Halfcrovjn Jhe Ventures to the Flay^ 
The Amorous Cully meeting voith the Mifs, 
Ventures at Water -G rue If or a Kifs, 
Since every Man, Adventures in his Way, 
Hither our Author Venturd voith her Flay, 
And hopes her Profits vjtll her Charge defray. 
If that bright Circle Ventures to adorn her Day. 






THE 
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E P I LOG U E. 

Spoken by Mifs Jacobella Power. 



IN Spight of dull tnfipid Rules ^ Tm came. 
To learn ijuhat Fate attends my Virgin Bloom, 
Strange Things F've heard this Night, that makes me fear , 
heaft I flyoiC d find fuch Entertainment here. 
You Men are gro'wnfi fwitty in Deceit, 
That We, foor Girls, are often ruined hft, 

'Tis Pity but I hope to crofs this Play, 

And he revenged on youfome other Way, 

Wel l out confider. We are tender Things, 

That Innocence, andfprightly Beauty brings,- 

Soft Accents, broken Words, and yielding Air, * 

Are all the Weapons, that attend the Fair. 

And can you long refift, the fnjueet Temptation, 

Gi*ve us at leaji a Bill of Reformation. 

That the fucceeding Age may f erf of you. 

You dare he Cinjil, tho* you can^t be true» 

But if at lafi no Charms have Po^wer to ivtnye, 

You*re paft Repentance vr the De'viPs in ye. 

[Runs off. 



Drama- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

Belair, a Gentleman jujl come from Travel^ an Airy Spark, 

Sir William FreeIove» Fri/nJ to Belair, in Lb^tft witik 
fieliza. 

Sir Thomas Bclair, Father to Belair. 

^/> Paul Cautious^ a Whim/teal^ Defponding, Old Fellow^ 

Ned Freclovc, younger Brother to Sir WilliaA. 

WouMbc, a Silly, Pro/effing Coxcomb. 

Pofitive, Father to Camilla. 

Robio^ Servant to Belair. 

W O M E K 

Lady Caudoas, Wife to Sir Paul, and Sifter to &#• WflliAOU 

fieliza. 

Camilla, Coujin to Beliza, a great Fortune^ 

Patch, Maid to Beliza. 

Flora^ Maid to Camilla. 
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SCENE Sir Paul CautiousV Hou/e. 
William Freelovc'i Jpartment. 



Sir 




Enter Bclair and Robin, meeting Sir William. 
Belair. 

l^^MJ^"^ H Sir William^ I am fo tranfported, I caonoC 
^ "" fpeak in the common Strain of Mankind. 

Sir Will. And jpry'thee, Belair, What oC- 
cailons this Tranlport ? 

BeL Had'll thou been my profeft Enemy 
all thy Life, and done me as much Mifchief as the I'urk 
in Hungary, or the French in Flanders ; if thou'lt but help 
me now, thou woud'ft make Amends for all— ^uch a 
Creature ! fuch an Angel ! 

Sir IFilL What Vifions ! Apparitions ? 
BeL Cou'd I but hope to fee her once more, Pd change 
the happieft half of my Life for that one Moment. 

Sir Will. If you pleafe to defcend from your high- 
flown Raptures, and walk Hand in Hand with my Un« 
derftanding. 

BeL You'l lead me to her. \Hafiily. 

Sir WilL Ha, ha, ha, what, before I know where fhc 

is 
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is yoM woa'd be landed at your Port before yoa ha:\e 

taken Shipping, or told the Place yoa defign for* 
3eL Pho J you know all my Defigns. 

Robin, When a Woman's concerned. \^4fide. 

Sir Wilh Are extravagant— you' have more In- 
trigues upon your Hands, than a handfome young Poet 
on the Succefs of his firft Pla y l ike a Dog in a Herd, 
you run at all, and catch none, becaufe you run with 
iuch ungovern'd Heat, you fpring the' Quarry before yoa 
can draw your Net. 

BeU Bat if I mlfs Sitting, I commonly hit *€m Fly- 
ing — but this is nothing to the Pi^pofe ; the Lady, Man, 
the Lady '- 

"Sir Wil. Ay, the Lady ; what of her ? 

Bel Which I faw lall Night Oh, fuch a Creatarel 

^xxWill. At what Window f 

BeL Such a charming Air.— 

jSir WiL What Houie was it at? 

BeL As much Youth as wou'd ferve to recover lialf 
the decay'd Faces in jthe Town. 

Sir^/7/. What Street? 

BeL Wanton as a Nun, yet look'd demure as a Qua- 
ker 

^vB^WilL Z'death, where, where, is this rare Creature 
to be feen ? 

. BelL Then her Features, Sir /T/y/flw/ Oh, fuch Fea- 
tures ; flie is the moft perfcft Piece in the World her 

Shape clean and eafy — a profufe Quantity of dark 
brown Hair — and fuch a Complexion, a$ the Gods form 
when they defign a Miracle ot Beauty. 

Sii: WilL Nay, fince you will have your own Way, 
I'll ftrike in withyou a charming high Forehead* 

BeL Ay, and fuch a Mouth 

Sir m/L Sparkling black Eyes 

BeL And (uch a Caft 



Sir fFi/L Such Dimples in. her Cheek S ' ^ 

BeL Ay, ay. Rapture, Rapture. 
Sir fFilL Ah, he's got above the Clouds already — 
^ when you 4iave recover'd your Senfes, Be/air, you may 
be fit for Converfation ; I have a little Bufinefs to dif- 
•patch and muft beg your Pardo n ■ ■ 

JSeL Thou wilt not leave me. 

Sir 
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Sir Will. Why, what Service can I do you ? 
BeL You mu^ affiH me in the Management of this 
Affair. 

Sir Will. What Affair ? Who is (he ? Where did you 
fee her ? 

Bel. Why, when I left you laft Night, I took a Boat 
refolving to go up the River for a little Air, when the 
luckieft Occafion prefented to make me the happieft 
Man living. 

Roh. I have known a hundred of thcfe lacky Occa- 
fions ; in a Month's Time the moft unlucky Occalions, 
that ever Man had. \^Afide. 

Sir Will. What was it ? 

BmL a Lady defigning to land at Whitehall Stairs, 
ftepping ihort from the Boat, fell into the Water, I 
jumpt in after her, caught her in my Arms, and "brought 
her fafe aftiore. 

Rob. Who cou'd hare believ'd he fhou'd be burnt in 
the Middle of the I'hafnes now- 
Sir Will. What's her Name r 

Bel. I know not, fhe enquired mine, and where I 
liv'd ; gave me a thoufand Thanks, and promis'd I 
(hou'd hear from her. 

Sir Will. Well, and what can I do for you ? 
Bel. ril tell you, I muft have Lodgings in this Honfe, 
for here I dire^d her ; told her m)%Name was Conftanty 
tho% Faith, Bsllair was at my Tongue's End \ but you 
know my Reafons for concealing my Name, leaft my 
Father h^ar Tm in England^ before I'd have him, and 
force me to marry the Woman he commanded me Home 
for, which, for ought I know, may be ugly, old, ill- 
natur'd, foolifti, conceited, vain, and fo forth — at leaft, I 
fhall think her fuch, becaufe of his chufing — I like no 
Caterer in Love's Market — 

Sir Will, You (hail have thefe Lod^ngs to oblige you, 
good Mv. Conjiani — but what have you done with the 
' other Lady you told ;ue of Yefterday j you was then 
dying for her ? 

Bel. Faith, I like her ftill ^but t'other, t'other, is a 

perfedl Venus — ^ 

Rob. Pray, Sir, what is jour Ns|me to her ? I Ihall- 
cert^inly forget all thefe Names. 

Vol. I. N BeL 



266 Love at a Venture. 

BeL Colpttel Re^eU yon Sot. 

R^^* Juft comt from where. Sir ? 

BeL From Portugal, Blackhead. 

Rah. And ■■ ■ are you an - — Ofiiccr too in toother 
Place with your new Amoiir ; Co, co, co, con, pray. 
Sir, do me the Favour to tell me your Name to this 
Incognita once more ? 

BeL Comfiant, Coxcomb. 

Rob, And what are you. Sir, pray, what are you ? 

BfiL An Oxfordfifire Gentleman ; remember that^ 
Sirrah, come up to Town about a Law-Suit. 

Roh, Yes, Sir — Colonel Revel \q&. come from Portugal^ 
' — • Mr. Couftant^ an Oxford/hire Gentleman, come • up 

to Town about a Law -Suit. Very well, I have it 

now. Sir, 1 warrant you. 

Sir Will. Well but do you think to manage both thefe 
Intrigues with Secrefy. 

Bel, I do ; and in order to't, TU keep my own Lodg- 
ings, that are known to the other, and theie for my la-' 
cognita, and Til engage to play my Part with both. 

Sir Will. To what Purpofc ? 

BeL Why, fince my old Dad will have me marry, I 
would willingly chiife for my felf ; now, you muft know, 

1 defien to Uuce m^f fwing of Love and Liberty if, in 

the Chafe, I chance to meet one that can fix me, her Til 
marry ; till when 111, like the Bee, kifs every Plant, and 
gather Sweetnefs from every Flower— —Youth is the 
Harveft of our Lives, Sir William. 

Sir Will. Well, in my Confcience, Travel has given 
thee a large Afforance. 

Enter a Serviuit, 

Serv. Here is Mr. WoiCdhe to wait on yoa. 

BeL Who's he? 

Sir WilL The projeAing Coxcomb, I told yoa of 
Yefterday. 

BeL What, he that mimicks thee in his Cloaths ? 

Sir Will. The fame — — now, for hard Words, and 
foft Senfe ; bring him up. \Exit Ser^HOtt. 

BeL I'll not ila y I expeft a Mefiase from my 

t?other MiArefs at my Lodgings \ 1*11 fend a Night*-Gown, 

and 
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and a Salt 6f Cloaths hither ; and Robin (hall wait to call 
me, if my Fair unknown fends— Oh the Pleafure 
of Intrigue ; it finds Emjployrocnt for every Senfe> 
fliarpens the Wit, and gives a Life to all our Faculties* 

When fatd 'with one, another Jiill Jufffliei^ 

^hus different Women gi*ve us different 'foys* 

Beauty in one ; in t'' other Wit -ive Jlnd.\ 

In this a Shape, in that afpacious Mindi 

But Change, dear Change y thou Life (^ human Kind, 

[Exit. 

Knter WouMbe. 

Wou^d. Dear, Sir William, my Stars are Superabund- 
antly propitious, in adminiftring the feraphick Felicit)' 
t>f finding you alone. 

Sir Will. Oh, Mr. Woudbe — fpare me, I befeech 

you 

Woud. My Sours inhabited ; or, rather -canonii'd* . 
with an Alacrity to fee you. 

Sir Will, I know not how his SouVs inhabited ; bat 
his Head might pafs for a Colony, in Greenland^ it is fo. 
thinly Peopled. {^Afide-^ 

Enter Ned Fcce Love. 

Ned, Brother, good Morrow j Mr. Woudhe, yours. 

Woud, Sir, I am moft obilequioully your Servant. 

Ned, What Gentleman was that 1 law go out jult now? 

Sir Wil. A Friend of mine, who, for loiiie Reafons, I 
lijive promised this Apartment to; 1 hopi Sir Paul \von\ 
be alarm'd 5 "1 think 'tis bed not to let him know it, if 
iie does not find it out. 

Ned, Much the heft, for he'll alk fo many Impertinent 
Queftions about him, aad he in^fuch a Fright, he'ir.call 

in half the Parifh to watch vvith him- —Who is th^ 

<jrentleman ? 

$ir Will, If-y©u remember, I told you, when I was in 
Spain, a Gentlepian refcuM me from the Hands of Ruffi- 
.ans, when I was fet upon in the Night ; this is he, an^ 
,€Ver fmce we have held a ftri6l Friendlhip ■ Perhapi^ 
he may have -kiU'd his Man, I know not ; he defires 
Privacy— rand I am bonud, in Honour, to give it. 

N .2 . Ned. 
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Nti, Doubtlcfs What's his Name ? 

Sir fFi//. Conftant. 

Enter Servant, 
• Ser<v, Sir, the Taylor has broifght home your Cloaths. 
Sir fFili, Bring him in. 
Woui/. But, Sir inUiam^ pray, how do you like my 

Way of greeting 1 never want Words, you fee^ 

I hate thofe dull Rogues^ that have no better Expreflions 
at meeting theif Friends than, dear Jack^' how. is't ? 

Enter Taylor j and Sir William drejjes, 

Meer Fuftian-r ha! What do I fee? Another Suit 

and, upon my Veracity, a charming one — ^2— I muft - 
put down the Trimming exadly, I fhall obliterate half 
elfe. \7akes out a Book and lurites* 

Ned, Our Engtijb Tongue is much obliged to you,' 
Mr. Wou^dbe. 

Sir IVilL Is it not too (hort Mr. Meafure ? 

[To the Taylor. 
Ttfyl Not at all, Sir. 

Woud. The Suit my Taylor is making, is the veiy 

fame Colour ; 111 fend, and have it trimm'd exadly like 

that. . (Jfide. 

Sir WilL How do you like my Fancy in this Suit, 

Mr. Woudhef 

Woud. Sir William^ I reverence the Sublimity of your 

Fancy If mine be not done by Play-time, I'll break 

my Taylor's Head, and never pay the Bill. \_AJide. 

Ned, But what new Difcoveries have you made lately, 
Mr. Woudbe ; Nevpr a Projedl, ha ! , 

Woud, Yes, Sir, I am going to eredl an Office for 
Poetry. 

Ned. How! An OfRce for Poetry? 
Woud. Ay, Sir, where all Poets may have free Accefs, 
paying fuch a Moiety of their Profits, and be furniih'd 
with all Sorts of refin'd Words adapted to their feveral 
Characters. 

Sir Will. The Poets will be very much oblig'd to you 
truly. Sir. 

- JFoiid. I think fo hark ye, I'm upon another, 

ProJ^, which you'll not guefs for a Wager \ 

Sir 
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Sir Will No, really, Mr. Wou'dhe-, 'Viz not in my 
/hallow Capacity, to fathom the Profundity of your Wit. 
Wou^d. Oh, Sir IVilliam^ fuch accumulated Kindnc/s 
will bankrupt jxiy poor Acknowledgements — Pro- 
fundity of your Wit fpoke like a Gentleman, and a 

Scholar thou art expenfively obliging, therefore I 

will communicate tho* it is not grown to a full Ma- 
turity, yet 'tis this for the Good of the Public, 

I am contriving how to fave the Charges of Hackncy- 
Coaches ; the Rafcals are fo faucy, efpecially to 
Ladies, there's nO enduring them ; I refolve to dc- 
ftroy their Conftitution. 
Ned, ki how, pry 'thee ? 

Sir Will. They are the moft neceffary Things in the 
World ; a Hackney-Coach carries us fiom one End of 
the Town to the other in a Trice. 

Wou^d, Ay, Sir William but my Projcft carries 

*ein quicker—^ — and without going out of their Houfes. 

Ned, That's a Stratagem, mdeed, beyond my Com- 
preheniion. 

Sir ff^ll; If you can do that, Mr. Woudhe^ you need 
not fear a Patent; the Ladies will be all of your Side. 

WouSe. They will have Reafon, Sir, for they may 
drefs, patch, paint, drink Tea, or play at Piquet, all the 
while they are going to the Play-houfe — Is not ^this 
an excellent Projeft ? 

Sir WilL Excellent, kidded ; but, prjr'thee, how is it ? 
Ned, Ay, ay, how is it, you muft deal with the Devil 
certainly. 

Woud. No^ without his Help, I aflure you, 'tis all my 
own— this individual Brain contrived it- were ' 

I known at Court, I Ihou^'d be a great Man — a moft 

magnificent Man. 

Sir WilL Oh, this Projea, Sir, will do your Bufinefs. 
Woud. I know you are impatient for the Secret ; yofii 
are my Friends, or V^ not impart a Matter of thisT^on- 
fequence. 

Sir WilL I hope you don't doubt our Secrefy ? 

Woud. Not in the leaft to convince you, 'tis' this, 

I'll make the Streets to move. 

Ned. Ha, ha, the Streets move! Pry'thee, how wilt 
tbou do that ? 

N 3 . Woud. 
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mud. Oh, by Clock-wQjk, Sir. 

Sir mU. By Clock-work I What make the iblil 
Earth move by Clock-work I 

Woud, Ay, Sir 1 affirm that!s poffible Yoa 

mirtake, the Earth is not folid ; read Init Baker\ Chro- 
nlcFc, and you1l find a whole Field walked ten Mile in 
Queen Befs\ Days. 

Ned. But not by Clcck-work,.Mr. Wcudhe. 

Woud. Humph ha 1 can't be pofitive is 

that, but— if it can walk at all why can't it 

be made walk by Clock-work but in a Month's 

Time I ihall be able to anfwer th^t, and all other Ob- 
jedions * For, you muft know, Yeflerday f began my 
Study, in order to fearch out the Curiofity of every Coon- 
try,, Language, Art and Science — you (hall hear 
how 1 have cantoned out the Day I rife about five, 

my firft Hour is laid out upon Law ■ ■ ' 'tis fit a 
tjentleman fliou'd underftand the Laws of his Country, 
tho' I hate the confounded Studv, 'tis fo crabbed ■ ■ 
At Six, 1 read a LefTon ofGreek— — at Sev^n, one of 

Hebrew ^ght^ is for Italian — — — Nine, for 

Spanifh » T en, for French— Eieven, Afb'Ow 

nomy Twelve, is proper for Geometry, then the 

Sun Beams are perpend icula r ^ 

Ned Excellent, ha, ha, ha. 

Woiid, At One, I dine then -repofe an Hour lor 

Digeftion at Three, I ftudy Phyfic ^ that, if I'm 

poiTon'd by the Vintners, I may not be kill'd by the 

Do6l6rs~.-at Four, Logic at Five, iTiilofophy — -^* 

at Six, Hujfbandry-*-^ that when Viy Father dies, my 
Steward and Tenants mayn't cheat me. 

Sir Will. A politic Thought ■ 

Woud. Hawking, hunting, fifhing, fowling, at S^- 

ren ArchiteSore, at Eight* — -^forto underlland the 

Art of Building, is of mighty Confeqiience towards raifing 
a Man's Fortune, you know, ■■■ ' Nine, for Poetry, io 

Honour of the Nine Mufes becaufe I love the Ladies 

Company towards Bed-time — Thus, i« a Month, I 

hope to become MaAer of all thefe Things \ hew like 
^ou my Rules, Gentlemen, ha ? - 

AW.. Qh, wonderfully, ha,, ha. ' 
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WquL Wdl, Poetry \% one of the nobkft Parts of 
the Mathematics — but we have fetch Fadlions now on 
Foot, that Mafic has put Poetry quite oat of Tune — but 
that Suit— I maft to my Taylor iimnediately. \^Afuk. 

Ned, But, Mr. Woud'be, the Town fay you are much iu 

Be/izas Eavour you won't rival my Brother, wiH 

you ? 

fToud. Not T, upon my Soul but does the Towft 

really fay fo? 

Ned. Why Ikou'd I Cell you ib dfe ? 

PTou'd. Nay, the Elegauoe of my Fabric, ha»-tittrfat«<l 
the luMgindtioii »f many aftne Lady, I afl'ure you*' 

Sir #W/, tia, ha, ha, the Feol believe yoii. 

Wou'd. Where do you dine. Sir (Viliii^t-r 

$\rif^i/I. With my Sifter .Gwr/wi. 

Woud. I£ Bi'Iiza likes me ' ■ ■ J'm a happy Mortal j 
J'UinakefQaae Advance, and. giwe her to uiuierlland I'm 
not inexorable, [jffidt. Til rendezvous yea At the Portal 
cf her ijj^artaieat after Dinaear .; yfmr moft- obfeq,ui<m6—- 

Ned. H« toek |>ani€iilftr jNotioe of year Ooths^ 
Brother ; I'll venture a 6uinea, the next Time he ap- 
pears, he's teqoipt to a Hair, if ^kar Money or Credit 
be in his Power.; h^ ha, ha* 

Sir ff^il/, I believe that, but Til give ^liim cnotighon't 
]f4e'is-^UisYthe iHoft ^iwiical'C^xconib I'ever liaw. — 

Ned, W«U» bat how goes it between y 00 and .^^//W, 
Brother? 

Sir f^iil I begin to doubt a Rival there, but who, I 

can't find out She is grown indiiFerent of late, often 

abroad, and feldom in Humour, when at Home,' if there 
be a Favourite in referve, let her take Care to conceal 
him, fot l^ith, i have fuclc'd in the Spaniards Jealoufy 
with their Air, and ihou'd breath a Vein without 
Scruple——— 

Ned. Well, if cyer I be in Lov e * - ^ o f all Pafiibns 

which agitate the Mind of Man grant f may never 

be iof^^ed with Jealcwfy. 

Sir PTi/L Thou prayeft againft the only Thing that 
gives Love « -Relilh. 

N 4. Lov» 
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Love like to lufcieu^ Meat^ iciU Surfeits breed. 

And hurt the Stomach lAjhich thefre fent to feed. 

Without a Grain ofjealoufy apply* d^ 

T9ur Appetite, your Healthy and Life's deftroy^d, ^ [Exit. 

^be SCENE changes to BelairV Lodgings. 

Enter Belair meeting Mrs, Patch. 

Bel. I forefee this Day, Mrs. Patch, will be a lucky 
Day— the Sight oi thee 

Patch, Will not pleafe you, I dare be pofitive, my 
Lady can'.t fee you to Day. being oblig*d to go abroad. 

Bel, Oh, propitious Diiengagement Now, if 

my Incognita does but fend — [Afide.'] I'll wait for her 
return, let it be never fo late 

Patch, Not to Day, fwcet Sir your Love runs 

on Wheels — *— Pray, more foftly. Sir. 

Bel. This Girrs very pretty, I never minded her fo 

much before Harkye, Child, I will come^ if I 

mifs thy Lady, thou (halt keep me Company. - 

Patch. You arc mcrrv. Sir. 

Bel. I mnft be fo, wnen I am near any Thing 
belonging to P^//sui— — Methinks I entertain her whilft 
thou art near me. 

Patch, I can't tell how you mean it. Si r but 1 

aiTure yotf; as fine G^tlemen as yourfelf, have paid their 
Devotions to me, before no w 

Bel. Why not ? he iliuft be infenfiblc, that fo much 
Beauty cannot warm. [^Kijfes her. 

Enter Robin. 
Roh. Why, the Devil's in my Matter— egad, I (hall 
flarve with him in Love's Kitchen, for he engro(res all 
Sorts of Fleih, I find, {Afsdt. 

Patch. Not fo clofe, I befecch you, Sir. 

[Pu/hing him am)ety, 
Bel, I proteil my Heart feels a thoufand Emotions for 

thee— 

Patch, Przy ftop your Emotions, Si r ■ ■ and doYi't 
load me with your Heart for I have fo many already I 

don't 
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don't know where to put 'em, without choaking one 
another.- 

Rolf. She rteed never fear that, he'll not (lay fo long.-— 

BeL I proteft it is a Pleafure to look on thee 

Ro6, He does not love to be^idle, I'll fay that for him ; 
but I bring him Employment and muft difturb him — Sir. 

Patch, I am not furprizM at that — for I take Pleafure 
to look on my felf, and generally do it a thoufand Times 
a Day. 

Roi. Sir, — Sir, — Sir. 

Bel. Ha ! has (he feht ? [Afide fo Robin. 

Roh. The Maid ftays for you. Sir. 

BeL Oh ! Tranfport — ^run — fly, let every Thing be 
ready for my Change of Drefs, Til be there in an Inftant 
— I wifh this Girl were gone. 

Rolf. So, the Tide's turn'd already— ;-Why; what a hur- 
rying Life's this I lead. [Exit. 

Patch. Well, what more fine Things, Sir. 

BeJ, Nay, I fee you don't believe what I have faid al- 
ready — and an, an ^pifh pox how Ihall I get rid of 

her 

Patch. You arc out of Humour, Sir, I hope, I 

Be/. No, no, no, no, Child, I; I^ I, — ^what the Devil - 
fhall I fay — this is the moft unlucky Accident. 

Patch, What is, Sir ? 

Bel. A good Hint — why, my Man tells me there is a 
Friend of mine wounded in a Duel, and defires me to 
bring a Surgeon immediately— fo dear little Rogue, ex- 
cUfe me, this Kifs to thy Lady, and tell her Re^et lives 
not in her Abfence — if this don't do't, I fhall go dif- 
traftefl, that's certain [JJlde. ' 

Patch. Nay, I have done my Meflage, fo your Servant. 

[Exit. 

Bel. So, now for my dear unknown Let me fee, 

what am I ? — ^ho, a Countiy Gentleman — I muft reftrain 
my Humour — a little Gravity will be necefFary to adorn 
that Character — befidcs, the Invention's new, and gives 
the Intrigue the greater Gufto— 

To gain my Pointy Til e*very Art improve. 

All Policy s allovid in War and Lo've. [Exit. 

N s ACT 
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ACT IL 
Beliza'i Lodgings. 

Beliza a7id Camilla. 

ie/Iz. A ND yoa are really is Love with tlii» Strang 
Xjl gcr, Coufin.? 

Cam. Ifearfo, Belisca, 

Eeiisa^ To what Piirpofe. ? 

Cam, To no Purpofe at all, without thy Help., 

Belix. You arc affur'd of me — but pr'ythee, in what 
can I help thee ? Yoa neither know who he i€>. nor what 
he is he may, for ought yoa know., be a Wretch ac-^ 
worthy of your Efteem. 

Cam. Impoffible— -*I tcU thee he's a Country Gentle- 
man, which the Term brought up to Town on Bufmcfs.. 

BiUx. Then how are you fure he is not married in the. 
Country^ 

Cam, Start ilo Objc(^ions^ I befeech you— -I am fure 
he is not married-— --i>he did not look as if he wa». 

Belix, Well, fuppofe. he is what you'd have him be, 
jlou know your Father has difpos'd of you, and I'm. 
afraid won't be prevail'd upon to alter his Mind. 

Cam, Ay, there's the ofily Bar to all my Wi(hes ; why 
ihou'd our Parents impofe upon our Inclinations, in that 
one Choice which makes as ever happy, or ever mife- 
rable ? 

Belix, *Tis an unjuft Prerogative Parents have got, 
from whence I fee no* Deliverance withoot^ an Aft of 
Parliament, - 

Cam, If thou art my Friend, Beiiza^ I may chance t<y 
crofs my Father's Defign» without the Help of the Senate. 

Beliz, I confefs I am. a WeJl-wifher to Diibbedience 
in Love Affairs— there's my Hand, ii^ud me how 
I may Jbe ferviceable. 

Cam. Thus : I have fent Flora to give him a&. Invita- 
tion hither. 

Belix, Hither !— to my Lodgings ; 'tis well I fent. 
Colonel RenjeJ Word I fhou'd not be at Home. [AJide^ 

Camm. 
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Cam, Yes, I hope you'll forgive the Liberty I have 
taken, I was not willing he lhou*d know mine, till X 
had your Approbation of him. 

BeliK, But how if my Lover, Sir William^ ihoird hajy*- 

pen to come, who is grown a pcrfcA Spaniard fince his^ 

Travels, and has of kite been apprehenfive of a Rival,. 

tho' from what Caufe I know not ■ the Country 

. Gentleman. won'd be in Danger, f aiTure you. 

Cam, To prevent his being feen, I have order*d him: 
to be brought in the Back-way— —he is yet a Stranger 
to every Thing that concerns me — he neither knows* 
way Name nor Family— 4ior ihiill he, if yon approve 
him not ; therefore^ after I have thank'd him. for the 
» Service he did uie, l\\ give him to underftand I have -a 
a Relation whofe Judgment I rely o n and from her 
Mouth he muft receive his Hopes, then I'll call you iii. 
and retire. 

Belisc, You have a very good Opinion of me/ Ck)ufin.. 

Cam. I have fo*. 

Enter Flora. 

Flo. He waits your iPleaAire, Madam- 

Cofii, Bring him in Coufm, you'll be at HaudV 

Beiix. In the next Room. {Exit Beliza^ 

Enter Bell air; graveiy dreftn 

BeL This is an Honour fo much above my Merit,. 
Mada m < ■ .' t hat J receive it with Confnfion, and ftiall 
be oneafy till you inform me how I may return this won- 
derotts Favour*— ——1 -am <iaaght by Fsnusi What Eyes, 
are there. 

Cam, Radier inftrudt ine, Sir,, how I nray return: the^ 
Obligations I have to you 5 they are «o common Ones^- 
you purchas'd my Life at tlve Hazard of your own, and 
jKJhallbe the-Bufindfs dfthat Life you fav'd (if tfv«r 
•ought falls wkhin my Power) to^ferve you.«— -*Oh, my 
Heart. ^ f^M- 

BiL On '^at khid Pfomife wtll I 'build toy Hopes y 
nay, I will rely upon it-**— and now. Madam, I muft 
declare that it is in.your Power to over-pay the HazarcL 
yoa have mention'd ; the only Woman 1 could be con- 
^tent to take, for Better for Worfe, I ever faw ; egad, 
Tm upon the very PireiJipice of-MatrimCny, if fhc con- 
fcats^ l^fidr.. 

N & Coft^ 
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Cam. Gratitude obliges gcncroirs Soals —then be 

affur'd, and afk-^ — pray Heaven his Deiigns be honour- 
able that he afks the Right. \,^fi^* 

BeL 'Pis done, faith, [i^d'z] yoor Heartr-I fear 

youUl think I am too bold in my Deiires but you 

commanded me to fpeak and I durft not tell yoa 

a Lye— yourfelf wou'd have difcovcr'd it, {(5t your beaa- 
teous Image is drawn fo lively Jn my Breaft, that you 
are Miftrels of every Thought, and every Wifti about it. 

Cam, My Soul tells him, thro* my Eyes, (I fear) thit 
his Rcqucft is granted, \^Afide.'] I confefs you have fur- 
prized me. Sir, and I know not well what to anfwer you ; 

only this ^werc I free to difpofe of my Perfon, with 

jny Heart, your Services fhou*d not go unrewarded, 

Bfii, Ha ! what fay you. Madam f your Words (hake 
^sne like an Ague Fit — ^you are not«^ (forbid it Heaven) 
married? 

Cam, Not married^ 

BeL Nor vow'd againft it ? 

Cam. Neither — but I've a Father to whom my Duty 
jnuft fubmit, without his. Leave I meafure not a Foot of 
his Eftate, tho' I*m his only Child. 

BtL Let him keep it then, — if Love had any Power 
o^er your Sou l or had I Charms to wound like you, 
this wou'd be no Obftacle. » 

Cam, You have too many, and I find my Heart but 
too inclining — were it pofiible, but my Duty 

BeL Oh, Extafy I 1 ilian't contain myfclf [y^fideS\ 

it is, it Ihall be poffible give me to underilafid ypur 

Father, Madam, that I may apply myfelf to him ; if 
Avarice alFeds him, and Wealth be his. only Aim, I am 
Heir to an Eftate, perhaps, as large as he can wifh. 

Cam, But how are you f&re your Father will confent:; 
and why wou'd you hazard his Difpleafure for a Stran- 
ger, Sir ? 

BeL The Eflate*s intaird, he cantiot hurt me there^ 
and here I mufl be happy^ or not at al l ■ " m ay I not 
know your Family ? 

Cam. Yet you rhuft not. 

BeL Why fhou'd you deny me — Is it not fn ray 
Power to kno w Can I not enquire when I go out, 

whofe Houfe this is ? 

Cam^ 
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'^Cam, Without any Benefit by it iox thefe are a 

Fjriend's Lodgings, whofe Judgment 1 efteem, you fliall 
confult her ; if Ihc approves it, perhaps, you may know 
mine before Night — Who's there ? 

Enter Flora, 
I>eiire Belixa to walk in— — 

Bel. Ha ! Did fhe not name Beliza ? I hope it is not 
that Beliza I krtow ^if it {hou'd, Vm in a fine Con- 
dition—— [Enter Beliza emd Patch.] by ill Luck— 
the very She— what the Devil fhall I do ? [^4^. 

Cam. Coufin, this is the Gentleman I'm fo much 
obliged to Mr. Conftant^ this is a Relation of mine. ' 

Belix. What do 1 fe^ ^ Colonel Re'vel here ► 

Pat, Ay, tis even he. , X • 

Bel, There is no Excufe to be made now— thou never 
failing Power of Impudence affift me. \,^fide.'] I muft 
honour every Thing that's related to you, Madam. 

.^ {Salutes her. 

Belisc. How grave he is in this Difguifc — picques me, 
niethinks, tho' 1 had no Defign upon nim. 

pat. How fobcr he looks 

dami, This is the Friend I refer you to, Mr. Conftant, 

Pat. Conftant I — Yes, he is conftant with a Witnefs. 

Cam. What (he promiies, 111 confirm. [Exit, 

Bel. I'm in a hopeful Way, faith Egad I'm fo 

confounded, I know not how to look— but Tm refolv'd 
to carry- it off, and perfuade her Tm not the Man^ [AJide. 
Madam, I'm oblig'd to my Stars, however, tho' they 
conceal the Family, and Name of her I adore, they give 
me an Opportunity of knowing her fecond Self, you being 

made fo by the ilri^eft Bonds of Friendfhip ^This m 

the hardeft Talk I ever went thro', by Jupiter. [Afide. 

Belix. I don't wonder that you know m e - b ut i am 
farpriz'd at your Impudence. 

MeL This is the hrft Time I was ever accus'd of that 
by a fair Lady : Wherein have I incurr'd your Dif. 
pleafure ? . . 

BtliK. Pray,^ Sir, do you aft this Part upon a Wager, 
or do you think I have loft my Senfes-very pretty, truly- 

Bel. A Wager. — ^Part— and Senfe^-^— What do you 
iD^an^ Madam ?-^0h, mifchievous Encounter. [Afide. 
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Belinc, Colonel Revel can inform Mr. CaHfiani of mj 
. Meaning. 

Bel. Colonel Rivel! Who's he ? A Pox of the 

Name. [Afide^ 

Pat. So, he don't know himfel f ■ 

Beli%. You don't know fuch a Man as Colonel Re<vel? 

Bel Not f , upon my Word* Madam 
>■ Behx. Well, iuch an Aflurance I never faw, and do^ 
you think this will pafs upon me ? ' 

Bel. I hope fo, l^JiJe,'] I proCeft, Madam, 1 can*t 
guefs what you aim at 

Pat. Were I in your Place, Madam, I'd have him 
toft in a Blanket. 

Bel. Well faid, Mrs. Patch: Egad, wou*d I were well 

out of their Hands. l^fi^* 

' Belkc. Lookye, Sir, your Declaration for my Coufin 

concerns me not ; for from the.Firft, to me yon appeared 

as indifferent as now But if you think to imp(& npon 

mj Underftanding, you'll draw my atmoil Malice on 
your Head; 

Bel, And I need no more— —for the Malice of a 
Woman exceeds the Devil's. [^jifide.'\ Your Rallery is 
very pleafatit, Madam, but very different from what I ex^ 
pe^cd — for I confefs, I am a Stranger to your Meaning. 

Beliz. Oh, you fhift your Shape fo often, you may 
eaiily forget — an excellent Contrivance, to take as many 
Names as yon make Miftrefil-s. 

P^, Coufult your Pock^t^Book, Sir; and yoall £nd 
your Name was Revel two Hours ago 

Bel. This is a new Way of treating Str^gers, Mst- 
dam ; Do you call this telling me the Secrets of the yn- 
known Fair ? This will make the prettieft Norel in the 
World i^fieU. 

Beliz. The Seciret» of the unknown Eair ; yes, (he &ali 
know your Secrets, I promiib you, and who yon are*^ 
•believe me, your Affairs are done with her; you Ihall 
jieither know her Name, nor Quality. 

Bel. Recal that Sentence, Madam ; or, let me iall a 
Sacrifice, to your fuppofed Refentmcnts— — - — never to 
know my lovely, dc;ar Incognita is Death, with all the 
.Additiox^ Racks Barbarians, e'er invented, to fq>arate 

Soulk 
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* Sotrt and Body. I begin to grow perfcdl in my double 
- Art. ! find. [Jfuk. 

Beii», This is the moft bare-fac'd Tmpoflor I ever 
few. [^^fide,\ Really, now in my Opinion, Colonel, 
you aft the fame Perfcn too long~Come, come, pull 
off the Maflc, and Til forgive you, ha> ha. 

BeL That Wheedle (han't take, Vm in, and muft go 
thro' it. [j1frsle.\ Mafk, Madam I by all the Pangs of 
Love I feel for your beauteous Friend, I wou'd wear no 
Pifguife to any Thing that belongs to her 

Pat, Wcl>, was I myi Lady» Td have that Tongue 
pnird out of your Head. 

BeL Pray,. Madam,, who is that pretty Enemy ? is fhe 

• Friend, or fome Relation ? 

Pat, Do, do, feem ignorant, poor Devil — you don*t 
know me ;, not long iince, you knew me for this Lady's - 
Maid, and lik'd me well enough, to> think me worth a 
Compliment. 

Belix, Make Love to my Woman ! Pray, Sir, what 
Name wou'li you have taken to her, ha, ha. 

Bel. Yoaart^in aplea&nt Humour, Ladies, J hope I 
fhalt find the Benefit of it ; to my Knowledge, I never 
few any of you till this Hour— —This is a Mailer- piece 
-of Art, to face down two Women at once. [AJidff.'\ 

Pat, Nay, if 1 had believ'd all he faid to me, I (hou'd 
have regtilered him amongft my LovejFs.- That is not 
'.true neither. 

BeL As the icft — ^Poor Qentleweman, I pity thee.; 
pr'ythee, get Advice, befdre diy Frenzy increafe toa 
'much. 

, Beiix. So, you'll perfuade us we are mad by and by—^ 
and you don't bear a Colonel's Commiffion, and have 
not been in Portugal v/ith. Charles the Third ? 

BeL No, upon my Honour, Madam — ^My Name is 
•Qn^wity bom in Oxford/htre^ and come up about a Suit* 
•in Chancery ; and know this Colonel no more than yofi 
tknow me ; if you pleaie. Til; give you my Qalh on't — -^ 
which I can do without Perjury, that's my Comfort. 

i^del 
BeltKn A pleafant Quibble, ha, ha. 

Eat^ This St(i:y has coil you foroc Paio s ' 

BeL 
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Bel, I wifli I cou d fee this Gentleman which you tafee 
me for : Can you believe J 'cou*ci be fo bafe to make 
Love to another, if once I had prefum'd to mention it 
to you— your Charms are full Security againft fuch Pro- 
ceedings ; I am concern *d, that Nature has made any 
Refemblance between us : I fhall hate myfelf for being 
like him. 

Beli%, Well, whether you #ill, or you will not be 
bim, it is the fame Thing— —provided you'll tell him, 
that I fuffer'd- his AddreSes only for my Diverfion« and 
that I never had any PafEonforhim, but loath, deteft, 
and hate him. 

Bel. Tell him ■ w here (hall I find him ? 

Belix, I have done, and defire youM know your Way > 
out. 

BeL I wou'd not willingly difobey a Lady j but here. 
Madam, you muil pardon me, fince my future good or 
ill depends on you ; I cannot ftir from hence, till I ob- 
tain your Promife to affift my Suit, and give me hopes 
that I, at laft may know my beauteous Fair. 

Belix. Ha, ha, ha, all that I can fay, Colonel, is, 
that you are very unlucky irt this Affair, not but you 
counterfeit to a Miracle; but the Mifchief is, that I have 
all my Senfes, can fee Co\ont\' Re^el, hear Colonel Re- 
^jel, and underfland Colonel Re^el too well to folicit his 
Caufe, I affure you. 

Pat. There's your Anfwer, Sir, —and if you pleafe 
to follow me, Til fhqw you a Way out better known to 
you than that you came in by# 

BeL Pray, good Mrs. Civility^ Ije not fo hafty — ^givc 
me leave, at leaft, to fee your Cbuiin before I go^ 
•Madam. 

Belisc. To what End, pray I 

Bel, To convince you of your Error. 

Beli%. That^s the hardeft Tafk that you ever under- 
took. Colonel, and not to be effefted ; therefore, once 
more I tell you, you have feen your lall of her, and your 
Abfence wou'd oblige me. 

Bel, 'Tis very hard, Madam, that becaufe Nature has 
made me refemble another Perfon, who tnay, for ought 
I know, be a Man of Honour too^ thoVunhap/ily under 

your 
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four Difpleafure, I fhouM have the ill Fortune t6 fufFcr 
for Nature's Fault. * 

Belsx. That wou'd, indeed, be unjuft but T (hall 

not be prevaird upon to believe Nature in the Fault here ; 
therefore pray retire, the Scene is long enough, 'tis time 
to change it ; good Colonel don't oblige one to treat you 
below your Title. 

Pat, Don't yon underftand my Lady, Sir ? 

BeL\Yes, yes. Madam, but too well ; and if I muft 
go without the Satisfaction I expeded, let me implore 
Uiis Favour ; tell her, I die hers. [Exit. 

Pat, And every Body's, I dare fwear, in his turn. 

Bt/iz. This Man is the very Epitome of his Sex ; the 
compleateft Juggler I ever faw : I proteft his Aiiurancc 
has put me quite out of Countenance, 

Re-enttr Camilla. 

Cam. Well, how do you like him, Coufin : Is he not; 
a charming Fellow } 

Beiix. I think not. 

Cam, Pifh ! I know you do, 

Bel. Indeed I don't ; and if yon knew as much as T, 
you wou*d think him as ugly as I do. 

,Cam. Ugly I Can any Mortal think that Man ugly ? 
Burt pr*ythee, what have you difcover'd— won't yoa 
tell me ? 

Beiiz.-Yes, if you promife to make right ufc on't. 

Cam. What do you mean ? 

Bt/iz. That your pretended Lover is a Villain. 

Cam. How ! Pray, Coufin, explain yourfelf within the 
Rules of good Manners. 

Be/iz. He deferves it not. 

Cam. I don't underftand you— and the Introduflion 
grows tedious— of what do you accnfe Mr. Conftant ? 

Bel. In the firft Place, his Name is not Confiant^ bu^ 
BfveL 

Cam. How know you that ? 

Beliz. From his own Mouth. ' 

Cam. Wlien? , 

Beliz. A Week ago. 

Cam. Where? 
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. BeUz* Here in this Hoaf^?. ♦ 

Cam. In this Houfe, how came he hither ? 

Beiiz. Upon his Legs, I think. 

Cam. On what Balinefs, pray ? 

Beliz. Much upon the fame £rrand— Love. 

Cam, Love ! to whom ? 

Beliic. To your Friend and Servant. 

ftwsr. Ha, ha, ha, now I find your Drift 70a like 

bim yourfelf, and this is an Artifice to blaft my good 
Opinion — 'tis poorly done, Belixa. 

Belix. No, my Conditution is Bot To warm as yenrs-^ 
remember you took Fire in the middle of Water ;. I de- 
ijpife him. 

Cam. We never defpife indifferent Things— *— I litdc 
expefted this from a Friend. 

Belix. If you'd have the Friend continu'd, don't pro-, 
yoke me to return Su^cions, CoufiA. 
. Cam. l>on*t yoa provoke me, by l3radncio^49f the Man 
1 love — lie has not been in Town two Da^, ati4 y€rti'd 
perfuade me he has made Overtures -of Love to y<»i a 
Week ago. 

Belize, if I don't prove this is Colonel Rew/^ lafiely 
come from Portugal^ and been in Town this Fortniglkr^ 
and made me feveral Vifits 4zndor FreteBce of CoortSiip 
ji'la mode, Tm content to forfeit both Friendihi|) and 
EUate. 

Cam. Flow ihaJI it be proved ? 'Tis (\Sft iiB]»ofiibIe. 

Bfliz. Write to him, and tell him wJiat I have Cinn- 
firm'd; defire him to^ome hither to ju(Ufy himfelf, if he 
expefts any farther Favours from you — «at the fame Time 
ril fend for him by the Name o£Re*vei, and appoint him 
here alfo, if there appear two Men exactly the fame, (as 
I am fare they are) then I'll own rayfelf in the Wrong, 
and afk your Pardon ; if not, you fiiall mine. 
^ Cam Agreed, I'll in, and write to him ihis Moment ; 
pray Heaven there be two Socia's. [.Eftrt* 

Enter Sir William. 
Sir m//, I am pleas'd. 

BfJiz. That's more than I am, I afliire yoa. Sir TFiiJiam. 
SiK IViU. To find you alone, I meant. Madam j' I am 

not 
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BOt furpriz'd at your being ont of Humonr, for I have 
feldom found you in it o\. lace, the Reafon of which Fm 
yet to learn, not being confcious of having given you 
any Caufe, e\cept the trueft Pafiion that e'er poffefs'd the 
Heart of Man be one. 

Btlix, Souietinoes, and in fome Perfons it is fo ; but 
from whence you derive your Sufpicions, I can't imagine. 

Sir WilL From your cxceffive CoWncf for lorae^ 

Days pail, I have beheld ibch a Referve in all your Car-" 
riage to roc, very dilFerent ^om what it us*d to be, and 
I begun to fear your H^rt had entertained fome new 
Amour. 

Bel. I hope he has not difcover'd this Impoflor, he 
could not meet kirn, furc. \A{ide,'\ You have no Rea- 
■fon to doubt my Sincerity, Sir WiUtam ; I am ndt fub- 
jeA to fall in Love, I may venture to fay, you hold the 
^reateft Share in my Heart. 

Sir WUL Tliat'B kitfd — but this thin airy Diet of Hope 
and Expe^don, Belma, ftarve thofe which feed on^—- 
will you not admit tat to the Banquet of PofTeffion— • 
when ihall I receive from this Hand the Confirmation of 
thofe Lips. U^iff" ^^ Hand. 

Beim. When I can bring my Heart to a.Refolntion^ 
^ir William^ of quitting all thefe little innocent Pleafores 
a fingl^ Life permits^ you (hall have timely Notice for a 
Liceme. 

Enter Patch. 

Pai, Madam, )rotir Coufin Cemalla defires one Word 
with y9on. 

Beii%, Pardon nty leaving you in my own Lodgings^ 
Sir WilHam-i fome AiFairs of my Coufms, who is lately 
come to Town, prefs me it prefeni ; I fhall come to 
Cards at Lady Cautious^ in the Evening. [Exit. 

Sir WiU, ril not fail being at home—— there's fome- 
thing more in this than I can fathom ; I refolve to watch 
hcf narrowly, if 1 have a ilival, and Scapes me, I for- 
give him^ ^ [£>//• 
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ACT HI. 

Sir William'j Lodgings. 

Str William meeting Lady Cautious. 

Sir miLT N Tears, Sifter, what's the Matter ? 

X Lady, What (hou'd be the Matter, but my 
Huft)and ? that doating, old, difponding Wretch, whofc 
Fears, Miftrufts and Jealoufies, is enough to diftradl any 
Body, ftill doubting Providence, and fearing every Wind 
——yet you are fo far from pitying my Condition, you 
add to my Misfortunes, by making my Confinem&t 
ftrider, under Pretence of the Honour of our Family— 
I hope Tm of Pigit to know how far that concerns me. 

Sir fTi'/J. Ay, Sifter, but the Wife that is difpleas'd 
with the Huft)and*and the Hufl}and that does not pleafe 
the Wife, arc always in Danger-^— ftie of liking fome 
Body elfe — and he of being a Cuckold— —now, while 
there is fuch a Probability, the Honour of our Family 
requires a Guard. >^ 

Lady. Why was I marry'd then to that I cannot love ? 

Sir fTtlL My Father knew his Reafons, doubtlefs, Siftef. 

Lady, Yes, and I know 'em too Sir Fau/ took me 
without a Fortune, by which yours is the greater, yet 
the Coniideration has no Weight with you ; it pleafes 
you to fee your Sifter condemned to the idle Fancies, and 
whimiical Miftrufts of this impertinent Dotard ; he is fo 
apprehenfive of Death, that he allows a Surgeon a Hun- 
dred^ a Year perpetually to attend him, and wou'd not fet 
a Step without him for a Thoufand — nay, he lays in the 
fame Chamber— juft now he fancied himfelf caird 
three Times, which he takes for an Omen of his Death, 
pray Heaven it prove fo-^and has fent for twenty People 
to watch by him. 

Sir ei'i/I, Ridiculous Folly-— -but you muft bear with it. 
Sifter ; he is old 

Lady, 'that's the worft Argument under the Sun, for 
a young Woman to bear with. [^^.] Pray, Brother, 
what Gentleman is that which you have obliged with 
di^fe Lodgings ? 

Sir 
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Sir fTilL Ha! has (he fcenhim— Why doyou aflc? 

LaJy. Is it a Crhne to afk who is in my own Houfe ? 

Sir ff^iil. Yes, if they are not in your own Apartment 
—'tis not Modefty in your Sex to inquire after our? — now 
I forefee my Error too late, in letting him have thef« ' 
Lodgings — How came you to know there was a Man 
here ? 

Lad]^, I muft not fay, I have feen him — ^jf/iJe,'} my 
Woman brought' me Word, there was a Stranger dreil- 
ing himfelf, when I fent her this Morning, to alk if you 
wou'd not drink fome Chocolate with me. 

Sir ffV/. Then you did not fee him yourfelf ? 

Lady. No. 

Sir ff'i/I, Vm glad to hear that, for he is Libertine 
enough to engage her. 

Lady, But luppofe I had, where had been the Crime ? 

Sir ffW. Nay, no Crime, Sifter— onFy I wou'd 
not have you affronted ; therefore; pray take care not to 
come near this Apartment, for he hates the Sight of 
Women. 

Lady. That's faJfe, to my Knowledge — for he faid the 
fofteft Things to me that jlove cou'd form j ly^Jide."] fay 
you fo. Brother ? an unpolifhed Brute, 1 hope he is not to 
continue long here ? 

Sir JVW, Only, for two or three Days. ' 

La^. Oh, my Heart — (o (hort a Stay. [/^Jtde. 

Sir fVil/. Ho, here he comes, retire Sifter. 

Lady. I muft fee him again — ■ tho' yoa prevent 

me now ; . if I don't break through this Conftraint, fay. 
Woman wants Contrivance. [Exit, 

Enter Belair and Robin. 
RoB, Why then, this prov'd, a confounded Miftake, 
Sir, but were it poihble you cou'd not know the Houfe 
again } . 

BeL How cou'd I, when I was ^convey 'd the back 
Way into. an Apartment, where I never was before; the 
cunningeft Man alive, might have been deceived, as well 
as I— but the Gift of Impudence is a wonderful Gift ; 
ha ! Sir William^ I did not fee thee. 

Sir Will. I believe not. Love and Variety clouds thy 
Sight, but what is the Disappointment yon fpeak of? 

Bil. 
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Bel. I am 10 unlocky Dog, that's al l ■ I fell into 
the Company of both my Miftreffes, at once. 

Sir WiJL This 'tis to have more Intrigaes than one 
can manage, ha> ha, ha,; and how did you behave 
yourfelf? 

Bel. Faith en'cavalierement -^ I ftack dofe to th« 
'Simc of Confiant, and my Incognita— for I like her 
beft. 

Rot. Till he fees ibmebody he likes better. [y^//ir. 

Bel, And fwore I never faw t'other, in my Life, nor 
never heard of the Name of Revel-^^xit was as down- 
right a Country Gentleman^ and made Love as-gravely, 
as ever a Squire of 'em all. 

Sir //'z7/. And did the Impofition pafs ? 

Be/' Not without Scruple but I'll undertake tO' 

make myfelf two diftind Perfons, as clear as the Sun at 
Noon-day, if thou'lt aflill me. 

Sir /f7//. How ? for the Frolick's fake, I care not if T 
do 

Be/. Then, as I have Occafibn, you (hall receive In- 
drudlions, I want a Meiienger in my IntereH. 

Sir //7//. That I can procure you— but to what Pur- 
pofe. 

Be/. You fhalUknow in Time — I ihall' want thy per-- 
fonal Appearance too. 

Sir H^i//. You fhall want nothing, in my Power — but 
pr'ythde do you like ei:her of 'em well enough to marrj' ? 

Be/, In my Confcience I think I cou'd be content wich 
the Koofe, if my Incognita s Family be anfwerable to^ 
her Beauty ^ _ 

Rol;, Nay, if he grows honourably in Love, I may 
hope for fome Reft at laft. [JJide, 

Sir ^///. Why will ye not quit the other then ? 

Be/. l"otheris relate«r, and a Friend-^if I deceive her 
not, (he'll malicioufly fpoil my Intrigue ; be(]des, 'tis a 
pretty Amufement, and the Defign fo Novel, that J mud 
purfue it for the Pleafure^of Invention, and I think it 
poiTible to perform ; we have feen two People fo very 
like, that whei;i abfent they cou'd not b& diftinguiih'd 
from one another. 

Sir fTt//. But if* the Faces wore Resemblance, the 
Voice or Shape difcoveir'd i(. 

Be/. 
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Bel. But a good Affiirance folves all that. 

Rah, Why, Sir, if the worft come to the worfl — that 
they will both have you — 'Why e'en marry them both,- 
keep one for yourfelf, and t'other to entertain your 
Friends—or, if yo^ pleafe, Sir, — to do you a Service, I 
doo t care if I take one of 'em off your Hands. 

Sir f^ilL Then you'l-vefttore to lely upon your Mafter'a^ 
Choice, ha, ha, ha. 

RoL Ay, Sir, fooner than ere a Man in England \ my 
Mader has tailed fo many of thofe Dilhes — that I dare 
truil to his Palate. 

BtL You arc witty, Raical, ha ! Who have we here, 
thy Mimick. 

£«/^rWou'dbe, <!/r^ //i^ 5//- William, tfWNed. Freelove. 

Wotid, Well, I have furprized fome Ladies, ftraqgeJy, 
that ftop'd their Coach, and call'd out Sir William^ Sir 
William j and when I turn'd back, and they difcover'd 
their Mxftakc, they blufh'd intolerably, ha, ha, h^» 

^y^fide to Ned. 

Ned. Nay, your Drefs is exaftly the fame with his j 
the Mi (lake was very eafy. 

Sir Will. Mr. Wou'dbe, your Servant. 

Wou'd. Sttrp(rieing ! another Suit ! 

BeL Ha, ha, ha, what a Confternation you have put 
him in ? 

Ned* What's the Matter with you, Sir ? Thi*s Minute 
you look'd as gay, and pleafant as the Month of June^ 
and now it is December at leaft — he has difcover'd you. 
Brother. 

Woud. Moft beatifically cxpreft, and worthy of Quo- 
tation. \Takes out a Pocket -book and ivrites^. 

BelL I prefome. Sir, you are examining, what AiTig- 
nations fall out this Hour, that you may not difappoint the. 
Ladies. 

. Wpud. No, Sir, I am taking Cognizance of the Gen- 
tleman's Wit. 

Bel, I hope you are not one of thofe Spungy. brain'd 
Poets, that fuck fomething from all Companies to fqueeze 
into a Comedy, at acting of which^ the Pit and Foxes m:a/ 
laugh at the^r own jeis. 

Ned. 
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Ned» Where each may claim his Share of Wjt. 

Bel, And by my Conient, ihoa^d claim a Share of the 
Profits too, ha, ha. 

IVoud, This is a Gentleman of an Intelleflual Sub- 
limity—- No, Sir, I contemn the terrene Extradion of 
thofe poor Animals, whofe barren In tellers chrufts fach 
ipnrious Brats abroad i when I write, it ihail be all my 
own 1 afiure you. 

5ir Will, Oh, Mr. Wou^dbe can never want Afliftance 
of that kind. 

I^oud. What fhall I do with thefe Cloths t I wou'd 
not give a Farthing for 'cm, now he has left 'em off-^ — 
and that's ten Times the prettier Suit in my Opinion- 
Well, he is the moft genteel Fellow in Europe^ 

Enter Robin. 

Rob, Sir, Sir, the Incognita's Maid, Sir« has brought 
yon this Letter, and ftays for an Anfwer. 

[Giijes him a Letter, 

Bel, Ha ! Reads — M;f Cdujin has m. ftrange Opinion of 
you, and nothing but your Perjonal Appearance immediateil 
cartpre'vent my gi*viiig Credit to^ her Story ; make Hafte^ if 
you expeH any farter Favours from your Incognita ^^•'-^2LViy 
farther Favours f Yes, I do exped farther Favours, or 
I'd never take half this Pains — Let me fee [Paufes, 

Woud, I wifh'd I cou'd fell this Coat 1 (hall never 

indure the Sight of it, that's certain. \^Afide, 

Bel, Hark ye. Sirrah, do you tell the Maid, Til not 

fail the Summons and do you hear, follow her at a 

Diftance, till you fee her Housed ; if (he goes to Beliza\ 
do you aflc to fpeak with Beliza^s Couiin, and tell her 
you left me in the Street talking to fomebody, but that 
V flie might not think me long, 1 fent you before ; befure 
you make no Blunders, Sirrah. 

Rob, I warrant you. Sir, Lying is become my Voca- 
tion ; but. Sir, what Name, Sir ? 

Bel Conftanty you forgetful Blockhead, 
. Rob, Ha, I have it, the Country Gentleman^ Sir 

Bel, Ay, ay, away. [Jfide to Robin.] • [Exit, Robin. 

Sir PFill, What, another Billet-doux ? 

Bel, 'Tis from my unknown— now for thy Affifl:ance. 

fFou'd. 
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Woud. What Contrivance ihall I have for fuch a 
Drefs — my Rogue of a Taylor will not truft, that's cer- 
tain. Let me niink— -that won't do — ^nor that-^— ho, I 
have it— — 

\Takes out bis Book 0ul fwriteSf 

Bel. This Meflenger mufi be had immediately, Sir 
WilUam. 

Sir Will, ril procure yon one inftantly. 

Bel. Then I'm Mafter of my Arc 

Woud. Sir William^ I recommend that to your Perafal 
\Qi^es him the TabletsJ] If this Projedt takes not, I*m 
undone [Jfide., 

Sir Will. What's this IReads."] We nuhofe Names are 
here fubf crib" df do fromife to make our Per/onal Appearance im 
the Side- Box y the third Dey of a new Play^ either Tragedy^ 
Comedy f Farcer or Opera, thatjhall he woritten by Timothy 
Wou'dbe, Efii\ and played at one of the Houfes or both, as 
the Players can agree about that, on Forfeit of a Guinea^ 
•^'jhich <we have depofitedin the Hands of the Author. , 

Ned. Ha, ha, ha, a pretty Contrivance for another 
Suit. 

Bel. This is new, indeed, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Will. I love to encourage Ingenuity, he has flung 
away many a Guinea after me, now 1*11 give him one 
—pray enter me down Mr. Woudbe. 

Woud, Let me intreat your own Hand, for the Tn- 
couragement of others. \Sir William ivrites. 

Bel, I'll not be out at a Frplic> there's mine. Sir. 

Sir Will. There, Brother, enter your Naifte too— 

[Gives N^d a Guinea^ 

Ned, Ha, ha, with all my Heart there is Belvil, Loveil^ 
'and Free-wit — ^you may depend on Mr. Woudbe* 

Wou'd, ril wait on 'em incontinently. 

^ Bel. But, when is this. PI ay to be writ, Sir ? 

Woud. That 1 mull confider oh, Sir; too many 
Things at once deftroy the Thought, and dull the Fancy". 

Ned. But fuppofc it fhou'd not live till the third Day, 
,tlie Town is very capricious. 

Woud. I know it. Sir, for that Reafon I took this 
Method ; when their Gold is at Stake, they'll bring in 
their Bodies^ to fave their Bail — egad, I Ihan't have 
Vol. I. O Money ' 
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Money enoagh-— Let me fee FU fell thefe Clothes^ to 

make it up-— -Gentlemen, Pm your moil obliged 

[Exiu 

Ned. Ha« ha, ha, he is upon the Wing, with his Sub« 
fcription. Til follow, and fee if he goes to their Lodgings. 

[Exit, 

Sir mU. Now, fpr thy Bufmtfs, Belmr, where fhall I 
find you half ah Hour hence ? 

BeL Here, for I muft now drefs me. 

Sir Will. Very well. [Exit. 

BeL So, thus far I'm right ^now for half an Hours 

Refpitefrom the Fatigue of Bulinefs egad, I wifh the 

pretty Creature, I law in the Morning, wou'd fall in my 
Way — who the duce is (he, I wonder — no Matter who, 
file's handfome — and that*s Knowledge enough, to re- 
commend he r ■ Ha ! here fhe comes by ^o've. 

Enter Lady Cautious. 

Lady, Here he is ! a charming handfome Fellow—— 
what Excufe (hall I make ? — ha — I thought Sir William 
had been here — Sir, I beg your Pardon 

BeL He's juH gone out, Madam, he^s a happy Man, 
to have fo much gpauty in Quefl of him. 

Lady. Beauty's an Epithet your Sex never fail to make 
Ufe of to r'aife our Vanity, when t>refent, but the Objed 
once remov'd, you foon recall your Praifes. 

BeL Sometimes, Madam, good Manners produce 
Adulation ; but here Flattery dares not (how her Face, 
your Charms are fo confpicuous, they need no Art to in- 
form your Knowledge, nor I no Cunning^to inflave my- 
felf ; I am chain'd already, your Eyes at firft Sight re- 
duc'd me, and the fhort Moments which we pais'd this 
Day together, made fuch an Imprieflion on my Heart, 
that I have thought of nothing iince but how to fee you 
again. 

Lady. Oh ! how his Words run thro' my Soul 
alas. Sir, to what Purpofe fhou'd you fee me, I am 
married. 

BeL Goodi^ 

Lady. Wretchedly married. 

BeL Bmer and'better— wretchedly married, fay you? 
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Lady, Wretchedly— to an old peevifli defponding 
Wretch. 

BeL As I coaM wl(h -^her DiHike of her Ha/band is 
my firft Step to Poffeffion [JfiJe. 

Lady, Forced by Iny Friends to wed kirn, by which all 
my Happinefs in this World is loft. 

Bel, £ani(h that Thought my charming; Creature— -—« 
'tis a falfe one; there are Joys, ineftimable Joys in 
Store, give me but Leave, and TU inform you where 
they may be reap'd. . \T41kiMg her Hand.- 

Lady, Not hy me without a Crime. 

Bel, The Crime be on their Heads that forc'd your 
Marriage, Nature ne'er defign'd thefe Charms fhon'd 
wither in the Arms of Age,- and deftin*d only to a Clod 

beiides your not xronilBntine to the Match makes it ' 

invalid^ and of no Force to hold you — take Pity, then, 
both of yourfelf and me, I languifh, figh, defpair — nay, 
e'en die for yoa. 

Lady. Help me. Heaven^ I have noPow^r to fpeak^^ 

Bel. Oh ! do not ftruggle fo, nor dafh my riling Hopes, 
ieave me ndl, except you wi(h my Death, which I refolve 
the Moment you depart 

Ltufy^ Forbid that Thought, I cannot fee you die— 
yet muft not yield ; let me eo for Virtue's fake 

BeL Lave forhids it*— Oh f I (hall faint with Extacy 
of Pleafure— 'UQ JeiTamin nor Rofe has half the Sweets 
vthat dwell upon thefe Lips, 'tis Effence from the Throne 
oijove — ^this Neck, this Breaff — Ohi eveiy Part about 
thee is Celeftial, Loadftone like, thy Breath attrkdb anci 
;draws my Lips to thine. . {,^iff^g her. 

Lady, Oh ! the Difference between his KiiTes, axul xxay 
Huihands, what ftiall I do • 

Bel, Do ! Confent to blefs the Man that loves you^ 

Lad;y. . But how long will he do fo i 

Bel, That's ever the Womens Queftion— alk not that; 
can I prove falfe to fo nieuch Beaiity^ x)h, no, faithful as 
the Needle to its Pole, or Turtle to his Mate, fecret as 
a Prieft— ^nd loving as the Vine— give me PoiTeflion 
^nce, and bind the trueft of his Sex for ever. 

[Pulling her. 

O 2 Sir 
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Sir Paul ivkbin. 



Sit Pail!. Bafiluo0f 



Lady. Ah, [5i&r/>i/.] my ttniband's Voice. 

Sir Paul, [IVithin.'] Ah, Thieves, Thieves. 

BeL A Curfe of all ill Lock — ^Joft in the critical Mi^ 
nntc when (he was yielding '■ ' 'Death, what (hall I 
do. Madam, can, can, can, can, you put me no where ? 

Lady, Tmpoffible, hell fearch aH tlie Houfe — now the 
Dace take me for (hrieking \^Afide^ 

BeL, Then there's no way— bnt to cut his Throat. 

Ladf. Now help me, dear, dear Invention [Paufes. 

Sir Paul. Bajilicon^ why where's my Surgeon there — I 
Ihall be mnrdcr'd here's Thieves got into my Houfe. 

Ladf. A lucky Hint, improve it. 

Bel. Improve what? 

Enter Sir Paul, and Servants. 

Sir Paul. What's here, a Man, a TYM, a Thief, fall 
on, fall on. . 

Bel. I (hall be apprehfifided for a Rogue, here — ^makc 
your Mermidons be civil. Sir, or I (hall whip you thro' 
the Guts, by Hercules. - [La^^ l^^ Hand on hisS<w9rd. 

Sit Paul, BafiUcMy keep near me BaJiUco n* 

Lady. Oh! Hold, hola. Sir Paul, What <lo you do ! 
•Abufe a Gentleman that came to fave ^our Life. 

BeL What the Devil does (he mean now — f<Mne Turn 
to bring me off, if I can but hit her Tight. 

Ladf., Tell him you faw the Hou(b befet with Rogues, 
tell him, tell him, any Thing. ' {Afideto Bel. 

BeL Humph, ha. Oh, witty Rogu e 

Sir Paid. Ha^ how's that ? 

BeL Yes, Sir, I came to do you Service. 

Sir PauL A?ivOW# pray* ^wect, Sir ? To lye with my 
Wife, ha! "\' 

Bel. No, Sir, coming by your Houfe I faw four Men, 
and heard 'em fay, that's the DOor, dog him to fome 
convenient Place, and then fecure him. 

Sir PauL Secure me, for what. Sir ? I owe no body 
nothing, I have no Employment in the State, Sir. 

B^L Your Riches is much talk'd on, Sir, and People 

imagine 
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iinitjg^ite yoa have got tktt whick wecallthePhtloro- 
pher's Stone ; I believe the/ de£gii to rob and mtifder 
you, I heard *em mutter fomething oriipping you up^ 
and DifTedling you. 

S'ltPauL Oh! Bloody Villains. 

LSufy^ Excellent Fellow — ^— ^. .. * [4/ide. 

Bel Theytalk'd as if yon fwallow'd thcStoaeeverj^ 
Morning, and kept it in your Body for greater Security 
allD^y. 

S\vPaul Monfbonsf .. ^ 

Bel, I find their Defign is to Search for. that Stonet 
which, if they get it, will make them as rich as Alder- 
men ever after. 

Sir Paul. Barbarous — Sir, if you*l believe me^ 1 don't 
know what they mean by thfe Philofopher's Stone, as I 
hope for long Life JL have no Stone worth a Groat, 

except the Stdftfi of this Ring. " * ' 

Bel. Nay, I know nothing of that, Sir, I thought my- 
iUr ^dliiid in Hi^oiin, Ao''^)nf^>yt»<^^ypii. 
•W otice of your Danger. 

Sir Paul. Sir, I hwtily.thank yon — My Coachman, 
indeed, told me there was four Men behind my Coach 
laft Night, which made me not go abroad to Day ; theie 
muft be the Rogues. . . 

Lady. It pafles as I would have it— — ^but I wiftihe 
Ikk) &«te lul the Sot«^^ of the 8^6^ WAfeh he indfcr^j^ted 
m^ for tisilt t)l^mifn|; FelloW h^s ^'mf^zxi, 1 find 
that. ' -'':' '...,.. j.^^^ 

: BeL Pox take him for his anfe^fonable Intruftoh. 

Sir PW. \ thought I heard you (hriek out. Wife. 

LaJy. I w»(h I had been- dumb when- 1 did — yes, my 
Dear, with defign to raife the Houfe, to purfue,* and 
uke the Rogues, this Gentle man -^pld me of, at leafl dif- 
perfe 'em, that my Love might be in no Danger. 

Sir Paul, Oh, was it that, very welt— ^ome, yon and 
I will retire to my Clofet, and return Thanks for this 
Deliverance, Bafilicon j come yoii along With us. Sir, 1 
thank you. {Exit. 

Laafy. I fiever^ad lell Religion about me in my Life; 

Mxit. 
O 3 Bel. 
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BeL U tboa had*ft ftay'd but one Qparter of an Hoar 
longer. Old Noll^ tkoa (hott*dft have had ibmething to 
have diank*d me for. 

* Enter aServuni, , . 

S»r^ Sir WllUam (ends to tell yon, that he, and the 
Gentleman yon want/ ftay» for yon at the CofFee-honfe, 
Sir. 

BtL I come— \Exit Serv^J] was there ever fuch a 
promifing ProjeA croft ; I mnft have her^-and I find fhe 
mnft have me too ■» ■ ■ 



What I'on'ous Hazards do ive Rovers run^ 
1^0 fur chafe ^juhat 'weJKght asfovn as tAJon ; 
And. Women know it too^ yet hng to Be undone. 



\ 



The End of the Third Act. 

ACT IV. 

' ^ohixif fobts. 

IM.X TERE ike went in f — kt me fee^I am to lay— ^ 
JfjL what am I. to fay ?-^ pox on't, m« Mafte* 
gives me fo many different Leflibns, one knocks t'other 
oat of my Head— he is doing— doing, no, no, he did not 
bid me fay be was doing — he was flopt in the Street — ay, 

ay, that's right, and his Name ads bud, I have forgot 

his Name now — — but here's the Maid, and fo 'tis no 
Matter, 

Enter Flora. 

Flor, Ha ! Itobtn ! is yotor Mailer come ? 

Roh. He's coming, Child— a Lawyer, I believe, for 
he had a fwinging Stroke with his Tongue, flopt him in 
the Street, about his Law-Suit, I fuppoie, fo he fent me 
Exprefs, fraught with his eager Wiihes, to beg thy Lady's 
Patience for two Minutes only, and the^ he'll throw him- 

felf 
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felf at her Fee t ^ egad, I think I have made as noble 
a Speech as ever a Courtier of *em all. l^filf* 

Flora, .Why don't you come in, and deliver your 
Menage, then ? 

Rob, Now I have feen thee I dare not. 
Fior, Why, what do you fear ? . 
Rok, Thofe pinking Ogles of thine— But now Ilihink 
on't, if my Mafter and your Lady Couple, thou'lt fall to, 
me of Courfe. 

Flor. To you T believe not,. Sir. 

Rob, But I believe yes — are not we Perquifites made 
for one another?— ——our Station's the. fame — our Em- 
ployment alike yqu drefs your Lady fo do I my. 

Mafter— you receive and deliver MefFages, fo do I— and 
lyine is the common Vocation of us both. 

/£r. You are very familiar in your Courtfliip. 
Rob. 'Tis my Way — but I know Truth is an out-of- 
faihion'd Courtihip, which your Sex is not us'd too. Ha ! 
my Mafter. [£ff/^r Belair i/r^ y^r Revel.] Sir, I did 
your M eflage. 

BiL yiy MeiTagre, Fellow, what Meflage ? This Dog 

will fpoil all by his Blunders ; he does not fee that I'm 

Re-vel now ; [Afide,'] do you know who you fpeak too ^ 

Rab, By my Troth, I don't know — and yet methinks 

I fhon d know too. 

Flor, 'Tis very ftrange if he fhou'd not know his 
M after. 

Rob, Why, Sir, pray are not you my Mailer, co, co, co< 
Bei. I'll tell you, Rafcal. \Strikes him a Box on the Ear. 
Rob, Egad, rm in the wrong, but where I can't tell— 
his Fingers are grown plaguy flippant of late. 
BeL Is jP^//jk<i within, my Dear, doft know ? 
Flor, I believe (be is. Sir — I'll let her know you'd 
fpeak with her, if you'll pleafe to fignify what Name 

you'll wear at prefent 

B#/, Name ! Why, my own Name, Child, Revel i 
what Name ihou'd I wear ? ThQu art pleafant, ha, 
ha, ha. 

Rob. There was my Miftake, now. \^jifide» 

Flor. Here flie comes. Sir. 

" O 4 BeU 
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Enter Beliza. 

Bei» So darts the Sun thro' all the thick wrought Clopds, 
t<» chcar the labouring Swain. [Caiching her in his Amu. 

BelizM, Hold, Sir ! Who ^e you pray ? The Colonel, 

or the Country Gentleman the grave, ferious, forraal 

Lover, or the gay rakiih Soldier ? — let me know, I be- 
feech you, that I ihay fquare my Converfation to yours- 

BeL Ha, ha, ha. Why thcfe Interrogatories ? llladam, 
do you walk in your Sleep ? — now I fancy you are in a 

Dream ; ay, it is fo, faitn and I cannot refift the 

Opportunity for Gloves. L^M^' ^^• 

Beliza, Away, thou exqnifite DilTemble r ■ How 

tan you look me in the Pace ? 

Bet BccaUfe I don't know a Face in Europe that pleafes 
sne half fo well—but pr*ythee, why this Air of Indif- 
ference, or rather^ Refentment f Look ye. Madam, if 
yod affedl this Quarirl by the Way of poignant Sauce— 
you ha^ no Need if th^ib litde Recourfes of your Sex 
' pj— fc-^wf/ lovca as ftiuch as ever; atid dare promife— - 

Belixa, More th^n voq perform*— 

Bel, Accufc me not oefore you try me — but why thefe 

ei'ofs Porpofes — ^ba, my Incognita ! novCr Belair^ play thy 

■ Part. {Afide. 

• BeHxm. Here's one will inform you.— — 

Enter Camila. 

Cam, Oh, Mr. Conftant, are you Comfe ? 

Bel. Conjiant! Yes, Faith, Madam, I'm as confiantas 
any Man ■ this Lady can witnefs for me. 

Beliza, Not in the Court of Confcience, Sir. 

5tf/.Then you have no Confcience at all. 

Rob, If my Mafter took up Lying by t'he. Week, what 
ft confounded Intereft 'twou'd come to in a Year. \AJide, 

• Cam. Do you know why I fent for you fo foon, 
Mr. Cvftftant ? ^ * ' 

Bel. No, Madam — ^nor that you fent for me at all. 
Belix. You miftake,Coufin,^ this is Colonel -^^W,vha, ha. 
C«». Colonel fiddle; is it not ?-fiire I kndw Mr. Ccnfiant. 
BeL Conftant! Who is he. Madam ? ; 
Cam, Who's he ? Why, are not you he ? 
Bel, Not that I know of. . ' 

• Beliza, JHa, ha, ha, ymi fhall be Re<vely Sir, till Co»^ 
Jlant comes, if my Couiin will give you Leav e - ■ ' 

Cam^ 
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Cam. Pra fupriz*d at his Impadcnce — ^pray, were not 
you here two Hours ago, Sjr ? 

BeL Not that f remember — 

Cam, Ixnpoffible — did notyoa fave me from drowO' 
ing. yefterday. 

Bel. ''twzs in my Sleep, then —for waking Vm fare I 
did not. 

Cam, DiftraAion — Noir is not your Name Cm^antT 
' KxA Oxford/hire. 

BeL Quite wrong — — rthis is a pretty Chrlfimas Game 
Lady — ^ut, pray let pre have fome Commands, as 
well as all Qacftions.' 

Cam, Nor don't you know this Footman ? 

Bel, Again — -No, Madam, never faw him in my Life. 

Rob, Oh Lord, Oh Lord, who am I now — for 
he has renoanc'd me heartily. {Afide^ 

Belixa. What fay you Friend, don't yoa know this 
Gentleman neither ? . ' ♦ 

Rob, No njpre thaji I do the great Mogul, Madam. 

Cam, Who d6 you belong to 

Rob, Belong to. Madam f why, why, why, a Pox 6f 
his 'tother Name, now 1 can't think on^ if I were to be 
hang'd. {Jfide. 

Cam. Ay, who do you belong to, I fay, again ? 
• Rob, Why, I belong to my ^?afte^, Madam. 

Beliza. And what is that Mailer's Name, pray? 

Rob, Name, Madam — his Name is — ad, now I think 

on*t, I won't tell his Name why, fure l*m too big to 

. be catechis'd. 

Bel, This Dog will betray me. [Afide. 

Flor, You challeng'd this for ytwu* Mafter, jufft now. ; 

Rab, What if I did, Miftrefs, what then ? Heisnot^/ 
itfeenis, without his being double, as yon pretend— »the 
Devil fhou'd have doubfcd me too. 

Gam^ What Bufmfefs have ycu here ? 

Rob. Bufin'efs \ why I broaght a MefTage from my 

Mafter to one of you and fo good by 

- Cam, Hold, ftay. Sir — pray, what was that MefTage f 

Rob. Why, that my Matter wDu^d be here, prefently— * 

BeL Oh, tfuppoJe, this is Mr. Conjiant's Man, that 

you miftake me for*-*-ah. Pox of his Memory. [Afide. 

O s Bob. 
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Rob, Yon have hit it. Sir— Mr. Conftant is my Maficr. 
BOW his Name's out » 

Cam. Vm aftoni(h*d I Coufin, did yoa ever hear the like? 

BeJiza. Yes, the very fame-— but I traduc'd Mr. 

Conftant then, yoa know— What fay yoa, Re'vel, did 1? 
^ BtU Hey, Ladies ! do you deiign to bait me, if fo, 

give me fair Play, at leaft ^hark ye, draw off your 

Coafin, and confefs yoor Plot— or egad I'll humour 
her Frenzy, take the Name of Conftant^ and make Loye 
to her before yonr Face. 

Belixa^ With all ro^ Heart, 'tis not the firft Tim e - 
and I have no further Services for you, ha, ha, ha. 

Rob, So, he's in a fair Way to lofe 'em both. \^Jfide. 

Enter Meffenger and Attendant., 

Ideff. I arrcft you. Sir, in an Aftion of High Treafom. 

Bel, Treafon, Sir ! Sure you millake the Man. 

Belixa, Ha f how's this ? 

Meff. Your Name's Re'vel, Sir. 

Bel. My Name is Revel^ Sir, but guilty of no fnch 
Crime. 

Rob, Here's a Turn now — I muft fecond him. [Jfide. 

Mef, That muft be provM, 'tis no Bufmefs of mine,.! 
am only to execute my Orders. 

Cam, I am concern'd for him methink« ■■ won't 
you take Bail, Sir ? 

Meffi In thefe Cafes no Bail is admitted. Madam* . 

BelizA. My Mind mifgives me this is a Trick. 

Meff. Come, Sir, I can't ftay- 



Roh, Hold, hold, Sir» pra;^ enter my Adtion too, for 

a Box oi the Bar he gave me juft now ^thi« is fomc , 

Comfort, however, I fliall fee him hang'd. 

Bel^ Come, Gentlemen, I can eafily prove my Inno- 
cence — if I ftand fair in this Lady's Opinion, I cannot 
fear the World. \To Beliza.] • [Exit <v^ith Mejfengers. 

Belixa, I wiih you a good Deliverance, Colonel L 

know not what to think. 

Rob. V\\ fee him lodg'd, I'm refolv'd lExtt. 

Cam. Nor I -—to what End can a Man afFedl thefe 
Difguifes ? 

Belixa. Out of Gall^try, Couiin — I ihall hardly be 

con- 
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convinced without I faw them both together I pity 

the Coloners unhappy Difgrace ; but, believe me, now 
he is arrefted, Conftant is no more, his Man following him 
plainly ihew'd the Cheat. 

Cam, Nay, I confefs, they arc extremely alike, but ob- 
ferving very narrowly, I think their Features are not ex- 
adly the fame. 

Flor, Yon are of my Mind, Madam — ^for methinks, he 
is half an Inch taller than Mr.ConftoHt, 

Cam. And ibmething about his Face, I don't know 
what^- 

Flor, I fancy his Nofe is fomething longer. 

Cam^ Thou haft hit it^ it is his Nofe, Fm fure. 
# 

Enter Belairy^/- Conilant* 

Belixa, You are bath mad, I*m fure— *ha, ha, ha, •—« 
blefs me f Pray Heaven it ben't the Devil that thus de* 
ludes us. 

Bel, I am come. Madam, according to your Com- 
mands — —but if my Reception prove like the laft, the 
Pleafure of feeing you will very much abate — •! am firft 
at the Rendezvous, I perceive. 

Cam, Now/ CouHn, you arc convinc'*d, I hope* 

Beli%a, You are, I fee. 

Flor, Now, Madam, I can tell you the very Difference, 
his Eyes are a little-little larger- * 

Cam, Nay, I think they are a great deal larger. 

Bel, Why do you furvey me fo Madam ? is it poffible 
that yjou can be deceived too— Where is this Colonel to 
be found ? Will he not come ? 

Cam, He is juft gone. 

Beliza. He has difengag'd himfelf^ Sir, to leave you 
Room to.adl your Part. 

Bel. Why did you not keep him, I fent my Man before 
me to let you know, I would inftantly be here. 

Beliza, How could we when the Queen's Authority 
favoured his Retreat. 

Bel, How fay you. Madam ? has the Queen fent for 
him. 

Beliza, How cunningly you diflemble— but that's not 
new, Diffimulaiion feems your natural Gift. 

O 6 Bel, 



300 Ltme at* a Venture. 

Bel, Still fhefe Reproaches, will nothing that I (zy 
convince you ? ■ Why did you confent to let him 

gof 

Cam. Why, do you really ti)ink this is ftill the fame ? 

\:Io Beliza. 

Beliza. I,do really-— the Trap was laid with too much 
Policy to be prevented^ knowing the Mcffenger I never 
fifpe&ed tile Troth of the Adion-M>at I may change to 
counterplot yoa yet. ' V^^f* 

Ed. ^^ fke is gone to ^e Prifen— — but (hell return 
as unfatisfied as (he went. [AJide.l Why do y'cfu take 
PIcafure'to infalt the Mart, your Beauty has inflav'd? If 
my Vifits be offenfive — tho' I die without von— -I prefer 
your Peace fo mach above my own, I'll never diflurb 
yoQ with my Prefence more. 

Cam.^ He looks, methinks, with fuch an honeft Face, 
it can be only Conftant ; l^jide.'] you mnft own, I have 
Reafon to fufpe^ you— but you have a powerful Advo- 
cate within, which pleads in your Exctofe, and fain wou^d 
joftiiy you. 

Enter Robin. 

Itoh. At laft, I am fatisfied — the Spark is Cag*d^ 

Flo, Did you follow hiui ? 

Jlob, Do yon doubt it ; 

BeL Whom, fpeak ? 

Rob. Oh, Sir, are you there r yon^Il be hang*d is 

Effigy To-morrow—— 

BeL How, Sauce^box ! 

Rob. Ay, Sir, he did box me, but I (hall have a 
' fwinging Revenge. 

BtL Revenge, for what } 

Rob. Why, Sir, your Likenefs— that here has beea* 
fuch a Sputter about— 4s taken up for Treafon, Murder^ 

Robbery, and the Devil and all 

^ BiL Oh, Misfortune I ta be like fuch a Rafcal. 

Rob. Ay, fo it is indeed. Sir — I thought he wou*4 

Have been, puird to-pieces in the Street — there were 

Girls of Fourteen, and Women of Fourfcore, with 

. Adlions of Raviihment againft hi m and Tavern, and 

Eating-houfe Bills in abundance. 

Be/L 
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J?//. The Rogue has improvM the Hint admirably - 

Roh. (Tis an ill-brechScoundrel, he is very like you. 
Sir, that's the Truth on*t) he gave roe the damndeft Box 

on the Ear, only becaufe I mrftook him for you he 

has a fwinging Fift, Sir, that was all the Diftinflion I 
coqM make between you — but I (hall fee him trufs'd 
up for it, that's my Comfort. 

Cam, I am extremely pleas'd to find they arc two dif- 
ferent. Perfons. 

Enter Sir William. 

Sir }Fi/L Conjhtnt! I can't believe my Eycsi 

Bfi, Why, what furprizes thee ? 

Sir WilL I met thy very Likenefs in Cullody of a 

Meflenger, and ftop'd 'em to examine the Reafon * 

the Spark fnapp'd me up fhort, and told me 'twas none 
of my Bafmefs, bad 'em pafs o n - I admir'd at the 

Meaning, for I trou'd have fworn it had been the — ^ha ? 
that is Belizas Lodgines, certainly. [J/^e. 

BeL Was he dreft like me too ? 

Sir WilL No, that was the only Diflinftion I found 
about hi m I wifh Beliza ben't the other Woman 

Bel. Now, Madam are yon ftill in Sufpence ?. 

Cam, I'm convinc'd, and over-joy*d» to find you what 
I wiih you. 

Sir Willi If my Sufpicions be true, I have a pretty 
Kind of an Employment here ■ ferving my Rival 

againft myfelf. [Jftde. 

Enter a Ser*uant. 

Serv. Madanv, your Father wants yo u he talks 

of having you married to Night 

R96. How's that, egad, my Matter will be fobb'd at 
laft, I fear. [Jfile. 

Cam. Oh, Unfortunate— ^^ 

Sir Will. If it be fo^ 'tis fome Pleafure at leafl to know 
the Man, [jSfide. • 

Bel. What do I he»- ? Oh, Madam, if ever Pity 
touch'd youK Soul, e^ert it now— think where you are 
going, think too, who you leavfr— give me fome Aflure- 

snce 
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ance to fopport my Hope, that you will difobey your 
Father — or I am miferable. 

Cam, fielieye me, my Surpi^e is a$ great as youFs, I 
promife to nife my utmoft Arguments againd it j if I 
tail, you ihall then know my Father, and ufe your own 
Difcietion. * [£jfi/ ot'//^ Flora, 

BtL That's all I aik — unexpedied Turn of ill Fortune; 
this News has changed the very Countenance. 

Sir Will. Why, one wou'd iwear thou wer't really in 
Love. 

BeL And not be forfworn, Sir William j for, faith, 
I do love her heartily, and am ready to capitulate for 
better for worfe, as foon as (he pleafes. 

Sir Will, I'm glad to hear that — one Thing, pray, tell 
me, without Referve 

BeL Moft willingly-; 

Sir WilL What Dcfign have you upon the other ? for 
you can't marry 'em both ? 

BeL Huniph — faith, no Delign at all, if I couM come 
off handfomely ; tho' file's ytry pretty, but too well ac- 
quainted with my Incognita, to have any Intrigue with. 

Sir WilU Does (he love you Belair ?, 

BeL Not that ever I cou'd difcover, to fay the Truth. 

Sir WilL One Thing more" is not her Name 

BeUxa ? 

BeL Ha ! does he know her I'm afraid my Plot's 

(poil'd again, [sifide^ Nay, Sir William^ don't force me 
to tell Names, efpecially after the Stratagem 1 have 
made Ufe of. 

Sir WllL Nay, nay, I am conviuc'd 'tis the fame ; had 
I apprehended it fooner. Friend, you had not carried 
your Deiign thus far. 

BeL So, I have made my Rival my Confident ; I find 
I am a lucky Fellow, now, may he^ out of pure Revenge 
difcover me. \^Afide,'\ If I have committed any Fauk, 
Sir William^ 'twas a Fault of Ignorance ; could I divine 
the Lady was your Acquaintance — fo that I am afTur'd 
your Friend (hip muft forgive me. 

Sir WilL What Friendiliip tiafi: forgive. Love denies 
•—as I imagined, here (he comes. 

BeL Well, Sir William^ whatever Satiifuftlon you de- 
mand 
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. maud I'm ready to return this Favour let mc obtain, 
as yon are a Gentleman betray me not^ to my fair Un- 
known — this 'tis the moft unfortunate Thing. ' \Exit^ 
Rob. Quite undone again. [Exit. 

Enter Beliza. 

Be/iza.^ I am confounded ! I know not whether them 

be two or not^ ^ the Meflenger affirms that Rs*i;e/ is in 

his Cuflody, but his Orders run fo £triA, that none muft 
be admitted to fee him ha, Sir fVilUam. 

Sir Will, ?TSLyt what was the Subjed of your Lady- 
lhip*s Contemplation Colonel ReveL 

Beliza, He has found it then at lail— — why, do yoa 
know Colonel Rrvel^ Sir WilJiam ? 

Sir Will. You do, I find perfidious Woman— —- 

have I difcovered thy Falfhood — all thy Turnings and 
Windings of Indifference, had their Source from hence. 

Beliza. The readied Way to flop his Tongue is to let 
loofe mine. [^Jt^e.] Do, do, exalt your Voice, and raife 
your Paflion higher — but know ! your jealous Rage IhaJl 
extort no Submiilion from me, tho' I cou'd clear m^ Ia. 
nocence with Eafe — but the Man that dares fufpefl my 
Conduft — and ftart a Quarrel Hufband-like, e'er I 
have confirmed his Title, I fcorn to difabufe-^— fo leave 
him to what Method he thinks befl. [Exit. 

Sir Will. Oh. Guilt ! What an Affurance doft thou 
give, Oh, Hell, HeU. 

What Fate than this coiid more injurious frove^ 
Decei'vd hy Friendjhip^ and deftrofd hy Love. [ExitJ 

SCENE, changes to Sir WilliamV Lodgings^^ 

Enter ^tVL^T andy^ohin. 
Rob. You adl your Part very well. Sir, but there was 
one Thing fuperfluous in that of Revel. 
Bel. What was that, pr'ythee \ 
Rah. The Box o'th' Ear, Sir ; 'twas veyr uncomfort- 
able. 

BeL Oh, there's a Cordial for thee. \Gi<ves him Mojiejfi 
*twas only to teach you a good Decorum. 

Rai. 
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Rsh. Ok, Sir, your humble Servant, I am read/ to be 
•taught, Sir, when ever you pleafe. . 

&/. But how arc you fure my Father knows I am in 
ToXvn. 

Rolf, Sure on*t. Sir f why I faw him, and told him you 
came but two Hoars ago — and that, you'd wait upon 
him as foon ai you had refrcfhM yourfelf with clean 

• Linen— 

BeL Z'dearh, and why did you To, Sirrah ? 

Rol, Becaufe, Sir, that was the iifft Excufp that came 
jLt my Tongue's End — and you know there is no hum- 
ming and hawing with my oM Matter, Sir, 

Bel i am in a biefled Condition, — in Love, with I 
know not who, to be found I know not where un- 

• doubted I y out of Favour with my Father, if I refufe his 
Choice, as I moft certainly fhall 

Ro^, Nay, good. Sir, bc'nt over certain m ay be 

(he^s as handfome as t'other'-- and you may like her as 
well. 

B^. And, in all Probability, in Danger of a Duel 
with my Friend— to reftify ail thefe Matters, require a 
Machivilian Brain — go you wait at t'other JLodgings. 

Rob. Yes; Sir. Now has he fo many Women 

upon his Hands, he knows not what to do with *em ■ ■» 
the firft Time I ever faw him puzzled in thefe Matters-^ 

Laify Cautious faffing over the Stage* 

Bel. My Charmer! the Sight of thee difpels my Me- 
lancholly, «nd revives the Joy within my Breafl, which 
firft thole Eyes infpired . 

La4fy, Why, were you melancholly. Sir ?' impdftbte. 

BeL How Ihou'd 1 be otherwife ip the Abfence of my 
Love. 

Laefy, Abundance of Love, but not a Grain of Gon- 
ftancy I fear. 

Bel. As conftant as the Sun my Faireft-« ^-*- 

Lad}\ What, like him, court all you meet, and quit as 

(bon as tafted Nature never defignM tny Sex to feed 

•your Luxury — but for Health, Content nnd NecelTaries. 

Bel. Right," why then can.you dtny the Man that en- 
deavours to engrofs thofe Neceifaries you fpeak of. 
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. Leut^, Where they arc lawful :- but upon fecqnd 

Thoughts, \ find I have Scruples. 

BeL Vapour, Vapours, all lawful ! Why the me- 
chanical Notion I have of the World, is a rich Banquet, 

fet off with all the choiceft Things of the Creation 

where Man's the Gueft — and would it not be the Height 
of ill Manners to fnatch a Di(h, and run away with it, 
when, perhaps, twenty more had a Mind to the fame Meat. 

Lady. And wouM it not be the Extremity of Folly to 
tafte of every Difh — when your Curiofity may bring a 
Surfeit 

Bel, Then there*s Fhyficians enough in Towp to cure 
me — 

Lady, Or kill you. 

BeL With all vSky Heart — becaufe a Houfe jnay 
fell on xny Head—— mull I therefore lie in the Field*^ 
but what have we to do with Phikiifophy ?• 

Ftrfofhr Plmfi»9i wms^Mh itM Hefign^ 
H9m<veHfamik^andfent ^em'to deHrlt Mimkin^ 
No Rule 9r Ctiftom, £d ^wefrft obey^ 
But freely Iru'd^where Nmtttre led the Ifay. 

[Embrating her. 

Lady, Blefs me ? youl fmether m o ■ 

Bel, Let us not in cold difputing wade the Time, leaft 
fortune, angry at our dull Delay, fend another Intcrrup-r 
(ion— 

Lady, Well, you w^s bom tOj ruin me— *— but do not, 
pray, do no: — ufe your Force — for well I find my Weak- 
nefs [/«. a yielding Tone, 

BeL A good Hint — fur e Fortune will not jilt me 
again — but hold. Til fecure the Door— [Shuts the Door, 
now fliew me a Man pofleft of half an Hour's Happinefs 
above me. [Taies Hold of her.^ [Knockh^ ivithoutv 

Lad)/, Undone for ever there's fbme body at the 

Door, if I'm difcover'd Ruin attends me. 

Bel, Another malicious Devil has croft me again—* 
why, why, why — which Way ftiall I get out ? Is there 
no back Stairs, nor Trap-Door — 1, 1, 1, Til jump but of 
the Window. 

Lady, By no Means- what will come of me '■ 
here, here, get into that Clofet. {Knocks again. 

Belt. 
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'Bel, Ay, ay, any where — oh, Succefs^ Saccefs, thou 

haft forfaken me. lExtt. 

\Shefiuts the Door, then opens "^totber. 

Ladf. Who knocks with that Authority ? Brother, ia 
It yon f what (hall I fay ? \^Afiie. 

Sir Will What Buiinefs have you here— Confuiion, 
how (hall I contain myfelf ? \^Afidt. 

Lady, If he has difcover'd me, Tin a dead Wo- 
man. l^AJtde.l Why do ^00 look fo angry. Brothe r- 
Is it a Crime to be in your Lodgings ? 

Sir WilL Yes, I forbad you and what was the 

Door (hut for, ha ? 

Lad^, T (hall be found oat, there's no avoiding it— 
becaufe I was afraid the Stranger which you (ay haces 
Women (hou'd furprife me — I came hither to be private, 
and to avoid the Impertinency of SirP«»/— I tremblo 
every Joint. [AJide^ 

Sir 'fFs/L Ay, (he did come to avoid Sir PW, thatV 
plain enoug h Oh Natate, Nature, why did'ft thoa 

make a Woman Vm fnre I heard his Voice>— far off. 

he cannot be -~ that Clofet muft conceal him — Vm glad 
to find yoQ was fo circnmfpedl. Sifte r I am out of 
Humoui^— you'll forgive me— how (hall I get rid of 
her [Afide. 

Lady. Better than I expefted lAJide. 

Sir /^/7/. Pray, obliee me with ten. Ink, and Paper, I 
have loft the Key of my Scratore, and can*t come at 
min e 

Lady. With all my Heart, Brother — a fortunate 
Efcape. _ [Exit. 

Sir fFi/I, Let me conftder (hall I facrifice his Blood to 
my injar*d Honour — ^no, I owe this Life to him which 
now I bear— and a foleran League of Friendfhip join*d 
our Souls — I lodg'd him here — and (hall 1 break the 
Laws of Hofpitality ? — no — firft, let me know how far 
my Honour is concerned — if my Sifter has betray 'd her 
Virtue — and I prove it — my juft Refentment then (hall 
fall on both — ^'tis refolv'd l^Hts out the Candle, goes 

to the Clojet and knocks. 1 Sir, Sir — [Bel air opens the Door, 

^ and comes out. 

Bel. Arc they gone, my Life, my Love 

Sir 
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Sir Wiil, My, Life, my Loyc \ Damnation iJiJUe. 
they are eone, hufii, make no Noife for your Life, 1 ex- 
ped my Hafband every Mimite, therefore if you love me 
retire inflancly — 

Bel, Love thee ; do I live ? But, oh, I fear thefe curft 
malicious Planets ne'er will crown my Wifhes. [Exit. 

Sir IVilL By that I jmd he ha& not enjoy 'd her-^now 
know how far fhe's inclined.—— 

[Goes into the Ciofet, an^Jhuts the Door after him. 

Enter Lady Cautions luith Pm, Ltk^ and Paper, 
Lady, Here*s Poi and Ink, Bipother-— — ha, in the 
dark, brother — Brother — ha ! gone — lucky Oppor* 
tunity— let me 'fcape now, and Til never ron the Danger * 

more \Goei to the Clofet.'\ you may come out^ the 

Coaft is dear. 

Enter Sir William. 

Sir tniL Then Tmhappy-rnow let's lofe no Time- 
but iniprove the precious Moments — condnA me to 
feme more private Place, there let me breathe my Soul 
into your Bofom, and pay the Hazards which we have 
both ru n . 

Lady, This is no Time except yon lyifli my Rnin 
my Brother is alarm'd and may return this Minute, and 
facrifice me to his jealous Fears have you no Rc<- 

gard for- my Safety ^yet will you loiter to undo me. 

Sir ^7/. Deftruaion fcizc thee. [Afide,] I will go, 
but iirft tell me when, and where I (hall be bleft again. 

Lady. Prefs me not to further folly— I own the tender 
Sentiments of my Heart and I fear I love yo u 

^xrmiL Excellent Confeilioff—- — [Afide. 

Lady, But my Fears grow ftrong,' and repiefent Vice 
in hideous Forms ——- twice this Day Surprize preferv'd 
my Virtue. * 

^Sir Will. Twice I Oh, Traiterefs. [JJide. 

Lady. And now by all the Virtuous Stars, Til never 
fee you more. [^Flings from him.'] ' [Exit.' 

Sir IVilL I'm glad to hear that—- but did not ihe 
know me, fo took her Opportunity to ftart from my 
Vengeance ? It may be fo, and this be all |t Lye — — it 

muft 
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maft be fo — — and now I co»*d rip that Bofem where 

her Hearty h«f^hdt laftfal Heart refides yes, if tfao« 

be*ft roiltf -^-^thefe Haiid^ fiiall ilrait let out thy tainted 
Blood, to waih the Stains thoa haft thrown open oer 
Family. 

Enttr Sir Paul *ujiti a Candle. 

Sir Paul, Mercy on me, what a Noifc is here in thrt 
Hoafe — Adfbtid, it were a^BleiGng to be deaf — what did 

1 fay — Heaven forgive me ^if I {hou*d be ftruck deaf 

now, what a lamentable Thing 'twou'd be humph — 

ha*— in my Confcicnce, say Ears fmg, I have a ftrange 
Humming in my Head — pray. Heaven, I grow not 
deaf in earneft— Well, my Wife has fo mafty Relations— 
that lodge here, and vifit her together — I fhall certainly 
be undone — ^it cofts me, at leaft, five Pound» a Week in 
Coffee— -Tea— Chocolate— and Ratefee — Mercy upon 
me — if I ihouM come to want now in my old Age ■ 
i fiiay thank Marriage for It-^ if I fhbu'd cdine lb be 
Iteintain'd by the Parifti now — Oh, fad^Oh,Clid-^ 
dr (hon*d live to be blind**-— and led with a. Dog afid fl 
Be]l-*what (hall I do, if Lcome to that, and who^knOWs 
but I may— Let me fee, let me fee, TH try htJW I can 
walk in* thd Dark. ' [Phf// wt the Candle. 

Enter Belair. 
AA The DariTtake tbefe Difappointmcnt$, I foy— i 

I have pecp*d iiito every Roonfi I coii*d find open, but 

no Sight of he r - ■ w ell, if my Incognita— —falla to my 

Lot at laft, 'twill be ibme Amends- 
Sir Paul, What^a wrfetchcd Condition is it to be.de- 

priv'd of Sights—the very Apprehenfion puts ~ me in a 

Sweat all Over— ah, ah, within there, Lights, Lights. 
Bel, I can't imagine into what Parte? the Houfe I'n^ 

got. [Runs agdmjl Sir PaoL 

Sir Paztl, What's that ? Thieves, Thieves. 
BeL Pox take this old CuiF, how came I to ftumble 

en him. 

Sir Paul. Sajilicim, why BaJUicm^ I fay. Murder, 

Murder. 
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Enter Servanh, nvitb JJgbh^ and BafilkOtt. 

BeL Sir, I*m gladto fe? you with all my Hear t 

Sir TauL That's a Lye, I believe — —but what's your 
Rufinefs here now. Sir ? Anfwer mc that— do you come 
to bring me another Information of Roeues, ha ! I know 
you again— -either you come, Sirran, to make me a 

Cuckold — or to rob my Houfe but Til have you laid 

by the Heels 1 will fo ■ ■ — . 

BeL Very fine. Faith — my next Step will be to 
Tyburn, 

Sir PauL Bind his Hands, there 

BeU Keep off Scoundrels — without you'l have your 
Guts full of Oylet-hples. 

Sir FauL Oh, Bafilicon, kt, fee, am I not wounded \ 
Keep doie to me. 

Enter Sir William. 
Baf. Not in the leal^. Sir. 
Sir ff^UL How now, what's the Matter li«ie«^ 
BeL Oh, Sir William^ you come opportunely, to favc 
me from thefe Rafcals. 

Sir'^//. Sir Paul, why thefc Diforders ? Of what are 

you Agprehenfive ■ this Gentleman is a Friend , of 

mine. 

Sir Pifiil. But how came he here. Sit, in the Dark ■ ■ 

BeL I miftook this for Sir WillianC% A4)artment— ^ 

^wWHL Ob, Hippocrify-: — but e'er you and I have 

done, you'll own t'was upon another Score, \^Afide*'\ '\% 

muft be fo. Sir PW, I lent my Lodgings to the G/en;le- 

man for two or three Days — curfe of my (hallow Rear 

fon — I did not tell you of it. Sir, not thinking it material 

enough to trouble you about. 

Sir Paul. Say you fo, Sir then CucTcoldom ii 

notiiing material, you (hall all out of my Houf e ■ 

you (hall fo, every Mother's Child of you- 

Sir WilL What you pleafe. Sir Paul — —hark ye, Be^ 

lair^ there's fomethine to adjud between you and I, 

which require more Privacy — follow me, Exit^ 

Bel, So nay Affair. g,oes fwimmingly. [Exit. 

BfL 
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Sir Paul, Wluc the Devil had I to do with a jroang 
Wife? 

^bey *wh§ in Age nuiU drag tin Marriage Chain, 

Liki me theflifind the Hopes of Comfort <vain ; 

But if Relations u/ber in the Wife, 

7here needs no freatsr Curfe to Human Life, £Exit. 

^ The End of the Fourth Act, 

A G T V. 

S C E N E 5/r WilliamV Lodgings. " 

Enter Sir William and Belair. 

Sir ^/7/.np H U S far, Sir, I h^e had a ftria Regard 
i to the League we niad« in Spain — . ferv*d 
you in the minuteft, as wS\ as greateft Things, even be- 
yond the Character of a Gentleman, in helpine voo to 
tmpofe upon a Lady, making good Manners fuUervient 
to my Friendfhip. 

Be/, Pr'ythec, Sir William, let mc know the Sam at 
once, without tfiis regular Ac^ouf^t. ^ 

Sir Will. *Twill be caft up immediately— at your Re- 
queft, refign'd my own Lodgings, to oblige you, kept 
vonr Secret, evea to the Woman I iov'd— tho* yon abas d 

Bei. Nay, there's a falfc Tally, Sir William — ^I never 
abus'd a Lady in my Life—: — 

Sir Will, Have you not abus'd Belixa ? 

Bei, Which Way ? I never afjc'd a Favour that cou'd 
put her to the Blu(h-^-or promis*d Marriage* and declin d 
my Word. 

Sir Will, Have you not pafs'd by a wrong Name to 
her. 

Bel. iBut the Perfon is the fame, when once a Woman 
likes the Man — ihe feldom finds Fault with the I^ame. 

Sir 
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Sir WiU» Look*e, Beledr^ you may afFc£l what Air you 
pleafe — ^but fupplanting my Love, and diflionouring my 
Family, are Things not to be repaired with a Smile 

BeL The difhonouring of your Family ! What mean 
you. Sir ? Such Accufations are not like a Friend. 

Sir IVilL Norfuch A^ons, therefore draw — [Draws. 

BeL ril never draw my Sword— till I know the Caufe 
you allege ; \ endeavoured to fupplant you ; I deny 
itr— I wou'd not fupplant my Friend, tho' I dy'd for the 
Woman — but this was only Gallantry — and J ignorant 
of your Pretences j and before I knew you lovM Belize^ 
I had fix'd upon her Friend — that Point is cleared with 

any reafonable Man but the other Article it is that 

ftings me How have I difhonour'd your Family ? ■» 

for there my Honour, Faith and Friendfhip are con- ' 
cern'd— — - 

Sir Will. Are they gone, my Life-*-my Love ■ 

Bit. Ha ! my own Words ! 

Sir WiiL And fpoke to my Sifter, Sir— — 

BeL The Devil they were. 

Sir WilL What ! are you aftonifh'd. Sir ? Draw jn- 
llantly or by the bafe Affront you offcr'd me - 



BeL Nay, nay, hold, hold. Sir Wiiliamy for Faith I 
will not fi^ht thee— -one Word- -^ were it poffiblc that 
I cou*d know thy Sifter by inftinft ? Or, deny a fair Lady 
in Diftreffi. 

Sir IVilL Trifle no longer with my jiift Refentment— 
Beli Hear me out, and if I plead not within the Rules 
of Reafon, Juflice, and Probability, pafs Sentence on me 
freely— Ihe's yonng and handfome — her Hufband old 
atul impotent— he full of Whimfies, ftie full of Love ; 
he wrinkled and decaye d (he warm and wifhing ; I 
young and vigorou s (he married againft her Will— 
I not married at all we met by Acciden t (he la- 
mented her Misfortune 1 pitty'd her and what 

Return (he mighthave made no Man ■ not your- 

felf, cou'd have refus'd, had the Cafe been yours Oh, 

but then (he proves the Sifter of my Friend but my 

Friend never told me that. confequently he is the 

AggrelTor Now, ^ir William^ will vou ^ut yourf?!^ 

jupon your Guard, or put up your Swora, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir 
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Sir Will, My Friend, again ■ ■ ■ I confefs thy Argu- 
ments arc nnanfwerable— - thofe we do not truft, can 
ne'er betray us. 

Enter Robin h^fftily. 

Rob. Oh, Sir, your Father, Sir Tlwmas, has found yonr 
Lodgings, and hears you have been in Town this Fort- 
night and fwears if I don't find you out immediately, 

hcMl flicc me into Hafti-meat ; he fays, he fhall forfeit 
a Thoufand Pounds if you come not prefently 

Bel. What (hall I conclude on is he at my Lodg; 

ings? 

RoB, No, Sir, he's upon the Hunt like any Blood- . 
hound ; I run down twenty Bye-ways, leaft he ihou'd 

dog mc for you know. Sir, I am your moft careful 

Servant. 

Sir Will, That thou art indeed ■ you muft refolvc 
to fee him. 

Bel, And if I fee him, there will be no avoiding this 
hated Matc h - 

RoB, Without, Sir, you fliou'd take another Name, 
and perfuade him you are not his Son — ^ 1 have the 
fame hone'ft, lying Face, Sir, ftill. Til fwear you are none 
of my Matter, [^KnocJb ivitkout, 

Bel. No, Sirrah, that won't do with him — ha, fee 
who-knocks. 

RoB. if it be my old Mafter-^what fliall I fay, Su*, 
jnuft I lye, or fpeak Truth. 

Bel, Which-you will, the Condition's defperate^ 

Re-enter Robin ivith a Letter. 

Rob. Safe, Sir, fafe, a Letter frpm your Incognita, 
Sir. ' \Gi'Ves him the Letter* 

Bel. Thou dear Cordial to niy love-fick Mind [^Kijfes it. 
\Reads.^ I hasve us*d all my Rhetoric luithout F.ffed \ my 
Father rejoices this Night to gi<ue me to thy Ri'val — therer 
fore if thou haft any Stratagem to relie^ve me^ he quick in the 
Execution — ^ We are nonx) coming to Sir Paul Cautious V, 
ivhoy it/eems, is an old Friend of nrf fathers^ you being in 
jthe fame Houfe, renders you capable of feeing —^your Incogniti^ 
•i^now, Sir William^ I'll throw oiFJPifguife, confefs who 
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I anif and afk her of her Father— —if be refiife, m/ 
Rival xnuft meafure Blades with me ; you'll be my Sc« 
Cond, if it come to a Pulh, Sir JVilliam. 

Sir mil. My Sword is ftill at my Friend's Service. 

Bel, Have at him, then I'll to my Lodgings, Drefs, , 

and retam in an Inftant — ;— Now all ye Stars, that fa- 
vour faithful Lovers, prevent my meeting with my Fa- 
ther, C^*''* 

Roh. And his Cane meeting my Shoulders. \ExiK 
Enter Sir Paul, pulling in La^y Cautious. 

Sir PaL You, troop, troop — there, Sir, take your 
Sifter, and get out of my Houfe— -dp fo — you fhan't bring 
Gallants under my Nofe, and lend your Lodgings to 

Rafcals that wou'd cut mv Throat Mercy upon me, 

*tis a Miracle the Houfe don't tumble on our Heads— —^ 
I admire Fm alive 



Laxfy. Thou ai« alive, indeed, and that's all- 



Sir Paul. All, Houfe wife, why, * why, why,^ott han't 
poifon'd me, or wounded me, have you ? 

[Looking and feeling about bim% 
tnter Bafilicon. 
Why, where are you, Rafcal ? Look« am I hurt — do I 
Bleed any where ? 

Bajil, Not a Drop, Sir, 

Sir Paul, Can you know by my Eyes or Hands, or 
any Thins, if all be right within me ? 

BaJiL Very eafily. Sir — you are in pcrfcft Health- 
Sir Pauh You arc fure on't ? ^ 
Bajii, I am fure on't. Sir ! 

Sir Paul, Why then, Miflrefs, what do you Mean, ha t 

Latfy, That thou art an old doating,—- defpicableWretch* 

Sir Will, Hold, Sifter — better Language to your 

Hofband wou'd become you — and for you. Sir, fmce your 

all Manners proce^sds from jgroundlcfs Jealouiies, taxing 

a Gentleman with Crimes of which I know him in- 

Bocent — making that a Pretence to traduce the Virtue of 

your Wife — ^I advife you to recall your Temper, and ufe 

her like my Sifter— *— or I (hall ufe you like my Enemy. 

Sir Paul,^ And run me thro' the Guts, I fuppofe-^was ^ 

ever Man thus plaeu'd before ! 

Loify. [Weeping.} This is the Lifi I lead— my Virtue 

flill fuijpedted'— my Innocence accu^M, and the Qjiietjof 

Vol, L P my 
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my Life dcftroy'd — ^— 'Did I truly merit his Abufes— • 
Patience and Sobifiiflion wou*d become me — but I defy, 
even the Tongue of Malice, to afperfc my Fame or Con- 

dttft — and do you thinks Brother, I'll endure this ^ 

tamely to fubrait and cringe to what I hate. 

Sir Will One Word, Madam— \Pulh her afide.^ Boaft 
not of your Condud, nor your Virtue --^ vile audacious 

Woman — the Clofet, Miftrefs, think on the Clofct.- 

Lady, Does he know that ? now, I'm loft for ever.— — 

Sir Witl. Now, vent your clamorous Virtue 

while thofe in whofe Hands you lodge it. Echo back, 
you have none. 

Lady, What fure Difgrace attends unlawful Love ; had 
I really fall'n, I now fhou'd die with (hame. 

Sir Paul, What are they whifpering about. Now- 
contriving to make me away, ten tp one, Bafilicon, 
BaJ Oh, Sir, I defy *em to do that whilft I am near you. 
Lady, Oh, Brothef, forgive me ; 'twas the only Slip I 

ever made methinks f hate myfelf, for having, but 

in Wifli, confented, and grow in jlove with Virtue. 

Since I have not ftain'd my Faniily the moft was 

Thought, for fome good Angel ftill did interpofe to prop 
my nodding Virtue. 

Sir Will. Take, heed it nods no more. 
Lady, I will, for now the Shame and Ruin that muft 
have attended me, are fo confpicuous to my Sight, that I 
will fhun even the Refemblance of a Crime like this ; if 
you'll but pardon me, I'll vow never to fall again from 
Duty. 

Sir Will, On that Condition I do— and, now. Sifter, 
fince your Marriage-Knot can never be diffolv'd, till 
Nature flips it — ftiew yourfelf the Pattern of a virtuous 
Wife, indulge his Age a nd that Way prefervc your 
Eafe, and by your Meeknefis and Humility, ^x your Re- 
putation. 

Lady, I readily obey — Sir P««/, my Youdi has hitherto 
engaged me in a foolilh Paflion, contradi&ory to your 
Will, but my Brother's Inftrudions has fo far inform'd 
me of niy Duty, that my Behaviour, for the future, fliall 
give you no Caufe for Complaint. 

Sir Will, I'll engage my Honour for the jPeriformance 
pf herPromife, 

Sir 
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$ir Paid, Here^s a Turn i who can find what Plot is 
going forward Are you both in Eameft now, or not ? 

Sir Will. Pray, be lefa fufpicious, and more a Man-^ 
die lefs yon fafpe^, the more you are fecur^dySir PW. 

Liufy, A gcAerous Confidence, will always oblige youf 
Wife. 

Sir Paul. Well, for once I will trull the^ — *-come to 
my Arms then— hold, hold, let me fee— you have 
no Penknife nor Piftol about you, have you f 

Lady. To what Parpofe, my Dear ——Nay, did yott 
not fay, you'd truft me?— r 

Sir Paul. Well, fo I will then. [Embrace. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman, calls hlmMfPo/sti*ve^ 
to wait on you, Mrs. Befiza, and another young Lady, 
with him. 

Sir Paul. Bring them in immediately, T have riot fcen 
him this many a Year .— — and your Miflrefs too f^i/l, 
we'll have a Match before you part, a Faith we will, my 

old Friend 

Enter Mr. Pofitive, Bcliza, Camilla, Patch, «»</ Flora. 
Welcome, I'm glad to fee thee with all my Hearth- 
Ladies, 3^ou are welcome — 

Po/. Sir Paul, youF Hand 1 cou'd not come to 

•Town without feeing you. Faith — -Khis is your Lady, t 
fuppofe; by your Leave, Madam. [Salutes h^r.']. This is 
my Daughter, Sir Paul, I am come up to marry her. 

Sir Paul. Why then, I with her much Joy. 

Lady. I fliou'd be proud of being better known to you. 

Cam, And I of your Acquaintance. 

Lady. Dear Beliza, how do you expeft I ftiou'd forgive 
your long Abfence ? Not fee me in two Days. 

Beliz. I confefs my Fault. 

Sir Will. The rpadieft Way to be patdon'd, is not to 
perfift in the Wrong, indeed, Madam. 

Beliz. But who (hall judge between Right and Wrong ? 

Sir Will. Our Reafon, Madam. 

Beliz. That very often deceives us, cfpecially if wc 
put too much Truft in the Perfon. 

Sir Will. It requires Judgment therefore, to make a 
proper Choice, for every Accident depends on that ; but 
• why this Indiffereocc '^Madam ? 

P z Beliz. 
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' Btlix. Why, that Qocftion ? 

Sir WilL Becaofe Love requires more Preedom. 

BeH%. But Jealoufy forbid it. Sir JVilUam. 

Sir WiU. Only the Effeft of too much Love; I a& 
your Pardon for all paft Offences. 

BeliK* Rather of too much Folly. 
Enter Belair. 

Ha, 'Revels at Liberty again ^and here, what can this 

mean? 

Bel* Ladies and Gentlemen, your Servant-7- 

[^i> William takes hUn aJUe. 

LaJy, Ha! the handfome Stranger — ^iie &ill my Heart, 
and think not of him. \^jfjide. 

Cam, Now am I diflraded, to know whether thjs be 
her LoTer, or mine. ^^Afiie, 

Sir Will, Sir, here's a Gentleman begs Leave to un- 
fold a Secret to you — : \Jo Mr, PoiitivOk 

Pof. Tome out with it then. 

Sir Paul, Has he a Secret for him too, -This 

Spark is full of Secrets. \^AJide^ 

Bel, Sir, I prefume you are the Father of this Lady. 

Cam, This is Conftant^ that's certain. [AJUe. 

Beliza. So, now the Game's up — — - as I fufpe&ed, 
all one Man. [Jfi^^ 

Pof. And, what then. Sir? 

Bel, Then, my Reqaeft is, to be admitted for your 
Son-in-Law. 

Pof, For my Son-in-Law— 

Bel, Yes, Sir, provided I make it appear my Fortune 
and Family are equal to yours 

Pof Sir, in one Word — if you cou'd prove your De- 
fcent from the Blood-royal, and as many Acres of Land 
as the Po has eijgrofs'd, 'twou'd not avail you that, do yon 
fee [Snaps his Fingers,\ my Word's my Word, (he's dif- 
pos'd of already, and lb give yourfelf no farther Trouble. 

Cam, Heart-breaking sentence. [Afide, 

Bel, Is this your final Refolution, Sir ? 

Pof Why, Sir, what ReafoD have you to believe, I 
fiiou'd alter it ? 

Bel. Bepaufe, Sir, I have fome Reafons to believe, 
your Daughter loves nK**» and I hope yQu'U not force 
her Inclinations 
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Pbf. Yob Have fome Reafons to believe flie loves 70a— ^ 
what Reafons, Sir, what Reafons ? Yoa have not lain 
with her, have you ? for that's the fiirefl Reafon a Maii 
<an build upon. 

Bel, You furp rife me, with your Queilion, Sir, — and 
make me bluih, to hear you give Utterance to a Thought 

,likQ that Your Daughter's Virtue needs no Guard 

againd fuch foul Advances. 

Pof, I hope not^ 

Cam, I ne'er fhall give yo;i,Caufe, to doubt ray Virtue, 
Sir, and 'tis unkindly urg'd 1 owni I Ipve this Gentle- 
man. • , 

Pof, What, this is he, that you have pick'd up fmc« 
you canae to Town, is it) 

Cam. This is he, thatfav'd my Life, Si r - ■ ■ ■ and if I 
have him not, I ne'ef can love another ; yoL your Com- 
mands {hall fix me as yjoupleafe. 

Sir Paul. Well faid. 

Pof, As to your Love, and Liking, that's, out of my 
Power, but your Portion and Perfon are not— —— io 
whether you confent or not, 'tis the fame Thing— look 
ye, my Word's lay Word, fo never trouble yourfelf about 
that. 

. Bel Is it fo, I'll not leave the Sight of her— till I fee 
my Rival and then the beft Arm carrv her. 

Beliza. And, this is your worthy Friend, you have fo 
often mention'd. Sir William? 

Sir Will, The fame, another Time I'll inform you of 
^ every Thing, and hope to obtain your Pardon for him- 

Belissa. Nay, I'm inclining to begood-natur'd i 1 like 
his Humour mightily 

Cam, But, S&, have you no Regard to the Hazards 
which he run to fave my Life ; had not his generous 
Care preierv'd me, you had now been Childlefs in your 
Age. 

Po/. Humph ! Why, to fay Truth, I wouM be grate- 
ful, but I want the Means — he fays, his Efkte is Targe, 
(q that he's above a Prefent — and I know not what to 
offer him ■ Sir, I thank you for the Service which yoa 
did my Daughter,- and had I not given my Word, I 
might have chofe you^ as foon as another, but now 
P 3 ' there's 
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therc*8 no Help for't— if you'll be one of her Bride-xne&j 
yoa fhall have a Favoar to keep for her Sake. 

Sir Paul That's fomething. 

Lad^, Rude anpolifhed Monfter. \Afide. 

Bel, Jnfalt me not^ Sir, ■ the Faroar I \vou*d 

wear yon have refused. 

Enfer Robin. 

Rob, Sir, here's your Father will come in, in Spite of 
my Teeth— or he fwears hell have a File of Mufquet- 
teers, and blow the Houfe wp. \,4fi^ '^ Bel, 

SiTfFiiL What News brings Robin r 

Bel. That my Father is at the Door, I muft go and 
try to appeafe him. 

[Goes towards tbi Dom^, and meets Sir Thomas. 

Sir Tho. Give me Entrance, or, FU knock you down, 
you Dogs— — 

Enter Sir Thomas. 
Where is this gracelefs Rogne. 

Bel. [Kneeling J^ Your Bleffing, Sir, and with it your 
Pardon, for having thus long conceard myfelf,' but when 
you (hall know my Reafons— — 

Sir Tbo. Reafons, Sirrah, what Reafons have you to 

(hun your Father and a handfome Woman ; come 

along, come alon^, [Pulling him. ] the Farfon and the 
Bride, has waited this two Hours, while I have been 
hunting you all over the Town, Sirrah. 

BeL Au'j now you have found me. Sir, I cannot com* 
ply with whrit you prnpofc. 

Sir Tko, How, how's this ? 

BeL There (lands the Lady that deftroys my Duty— • 

S\xTho. Ha! What do I fee? 

Bel. Now, Sir, ihew a true Paternal Love, and force 

• me not to wed againft my Will ; for tho' the Lady you 

have cholc, fhoa'd have ail the Charihs that bounteous 

Nature gave the whole Sex — there I am fix'd — ^aad rauft, 

and will, refufc her. 

Pof, Ha I Is not that S^ir Thomas Belalr? 

SirT/fp. Sayft thou fo ^why, then, take her, my Boy; 

[Thftmfs him /V& Camilla'/ Jrm^,'] for this is (he, thy Fa- 
ther did defign for thee. 

Bel. Oh, Tranfport, oh, unexpe&ed Happinefs f 

Cam. Oh, Excefs of Pleafure ! [They emhrace* 

Sir 
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Slf Th6. Mt. PoJiti<ve» your Servant ; there*s my Son. 

Pof. So £ ree> Sir^ and am glad of it with all my . 
Heart. 

BeL Now, Sir, yoar Con(ent I hope is free. . . 

Sir Paui. Why, this is the prcttieft Turn I eve;' faw. . 

Rob. I, -J, I, am fo overjoyed, I fliall jump out of my 
Skin 

Pof. CamiL'^-^here take him. 

[Cal/s her to him, and tho^s her to Belair. 

Bel. My Love, my Lif e my Soul's beft Com- 
fort 

Belixa. I am pleas'd to fee the Event fo lucky. 

Sir Wiil. So am f. Love is the ftrongeft Guard to re- 
drain Liberty. 

Cam. Look up my Cfinftant^ and blefs our friendly 
Stars that thus have tiirn'd our Difobedience into t)uty. 

Bei, Oh, I was loft in Rapture, the powerful Torrent 
rowPd too faftg and finks me down with Pleafure ; now 
no more that Name» but know thy Hufband wears that 

of Bilai r and now. Madam, I muft aifk your Pardon 

too — and you my Friend, I give you a thoufand Thanks, 
and wifh yoo as happy in BtUsca's Love 

BeKvi^, rm glad to fee you out of Prifon, Sir ; but how ? 

BeL Thofe Stratagems are vanilh'd now, and I rely 
on jrour good Nature to forgive me. 

Sir Paul. Nay, Niece; I Uldom aOc Favours, therefore 
rouft not be denv*d ; you, and my Wife's Brother, muft 
make the fecond Couple. 

Lady. I mufl fecond Sir Paul, in that Reqneft. 

Cam. Compleat my Happin/efs, and bear me Com* 
pany. 

BeL Augment my Joys, by crowning of my Friends* . 

Sir IVilL Let not all uitreat in vain. Madam. 

Belix. Well, Sir William, I'll run the dangerous Ven-. 
ture of a Jealous Huiband, for once ; but let me caution 
you, aforchand- ■ the more you fufpe6\ my Conduft, 
the lefs I fhall confult your Humour ? the more you 

watch me, the more I ftiall ftudy to deceive you 

Leave tl\en, your Spanifti Airs ■ and put the true 

Englifh Hufband on, that is the only Way to have a vir- 
tuous Wife. 

P4 %k 
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Sir WiU. Your Advice is To reafonable, that yon flisA 
be Nfiilrcfe both ofyourfdf, ^d m^. 

Sir PmJ. Well iaid. Brother, thy Example fhall be 
my Goide, for the fbtare ;. come, we'll be meny, Tm 
reloly*d; who is within there ? 

Enter Ser*i/imt. 
Go to the Play-Honfe, and deiire ibme of the Singei^ 
and Dancers to come hither ; I am not often in this Hti- 
moar, bnt will be merry while it lafts. 

Sir fFil/. Go in my Name— — they'll not refnfe me. 

BeL No, thoa art a-eood Benefador to *em. 
fn/MT Ned. 
* - iyUL Ladies- and Gendemen, I wifii yon Joy, I over- 
heard theCondufion of your Happinefs »-^-t — and to 
crown yovr Mifdi» here's a comical Figure upon £n- 
terance. 

Sftttr Wou'dbe, /> his Wmficoai. 

Sir mU. Ha> ha, ha, Mr. WtnCAe, widiont hk 
Clothes •— whM doft thou defign Ais for a Miafqnerade^ 
«l mv Wedding. 

Wgt^d^ Married, attd to Belixm^ then the good Opinion 
Ned faid {he had of me, is come to nothing, I find [jf/ide. 
Oh, Sir WilUnm, I am undone for ever, robb'd of my 
new Coat, that I but jsft put upon my Back, by die 
moft whimfical Stratagem you ever hear*d. 

BeUxa, Ha, ha, ha, Mr. Wou^dbe out-plotted. 

Sir WiU. How was it, pr'ythec ? 

Wot^d. Why, Sir, you muft know I had juft made up 
fuch a Suit of Cloath^ as that you have on - ■■ and was 
coming hither, but meeting yx>ur Brother Ned^ he wouM 
needs prefs me to the Tavern, to give him Beveridge, ifo 
in. we wenty the Fellow that waited on us, told me I had 
a Cut croTs the Shoulder of my new Coat ; I looked, and 
found 1 had— -he faid there liv'd a Fine-drawer at the 
next Door— — ihe woaM draw it up in a Minute ; Where- 
fore I gave it him, but my Eyes ne'er encountered him 
fince, 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha* 

Bel. Is your Subfcription come to ^is, ha, ha/4ia i why 
did not you examine the Houfe. 

fFoud. I did, and they (zy h^ came in with me, and 
told them he was my Servant* 
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Ned. And that he never faffer'd a Drawer to wait on 
him, and therefore borrowed an Apron of them to attend 

08. 

IVou^d. To cheat roc of my Coat— —nothing vexe$ 
me fo mpchy as that I have not been feen in it, had £ 
but made the Tour of St. Jamis\^ and both Play-houfes, 
my Pafiion for it would have ebb'd to an Indi&rence-^ 
and the n 

Bilixa, That was an unparallel'd Grievance, ind^d« 

BeL Mr. Woudhe^ might I advile ^.qq as a Fri^n^, 
leave ofF this fbolifh Whim of Mimickwig ; Sir WiUiam 
he*s a Gentleman of a plentiful Fortune, and can afford 
Change of Cloaths for every Day ; but yon, whofe 
(lender Allowance from a Father's Hand, admits of no 
Profufenefs"— to imitate him is Madnefs. 

Roh. What a grave Piece of Advice is there— r— well. 
Marriage has changed my Mailer already, I find. 

BeJixa. I heard you was about writing a Play, Mr* 
Woiidbcy Fd advife you to make your top Charader a 

Sharper you fee they can't out-wit a Gentleman ; h^ 

has (hew'd you Plot for Plot. 

Woud. With what Courage can I proceed with th,e 

* Play, when this Rafcal is run away with the Subfcrip- 

tion — Well, rU into the Country, and never fee this 

damn*d Town again. {Exit. 

Entp' Servanf. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Serv, The Singers and Dancers are come. Sir. 

[Here is Sojtp and Dances* 

Sir Wi]L firing 'em in, come. Gentlemen, take your 
Seats, but you forget Belair — Rohin is unrewarded yet, 

BeU Why, he Siall chufe between the two Maods. 

Rob. Ah, Patclff 

Patch. Me do you chufe ? 

Rolf. Thou tempts me, and if I (bou'd look any 
longer, perhaps the Devil might be mpre cunning 
than I. 

Patch. You don't like me then ? 

Rob. Look ye, Marriage is a lafting Thin g « 

. if it were for fix Months only, I might venture upon 
thee ' ' • — but for all the Days of my Life- 
Mercy upon me ■ ■ thy Features are too high 

Pria'd 
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PrizM Fa-niture for Houfe keeping, efpecially where 
they maft let Lodgings — theretore. Flora, have at 
thee 

Flora, Why will you quit her for me ? 

Rob, To (hew the Extremity of my Love,.! wilL 

Patch. Fool, didft thou think_I wou'd have had thee? 
Doft thou know that I have had ray Nativity caft, and am 
told that I {hall marry a Knight, at leail, if not a 
Lord. 

Rob, Oh, good Night to your Ladyihip, then. 

Nid. Well, Fatchy ttay till my Brother dies, and Til 
marry thee, to make good thy Calculation, ha, ha. 

Patch, Though you fhou d make me a Lady, you*d 
not better my Fortune much by being your Wife, 

our Humours won'd quickly confume our Eftatc ; 

I love fine Cloaths, ■ fine Coach, ' fine 

Equipage, and finfe Houfe 5 Your Drinking, 

Wenching, Gaming, and, fo forth that when I 

wanted a New Suit, in the Morning, you have flung 
off your Money over Night.—— 

Sir WilL She has hit you home. Brother, for your 
jelling. 

Ned. Well, fince we know one another's Infirmities 
fo well, we'll keep as we are 

BelL Now, my fair Camilla, I am happy — ^ thefe 
Arms ihall fix my rambling Heart. 

VngoverfCd Youth y of Tafie not o*ver'mce. 

Roves thro^ the 'various Fields of Poisonous Vic4m 

Cheated ivith Healthy they ride ihro" Pleafure^y^Jls 

^0 pUrchafe Liberty, i^hat e'er it cofl^ 

^rue Englijh like, that Idol they adore ^ 

And fear the Marriage Knot, as much as Gallick Power* 

But if once Reafon chexks the hofer Reins, 

And bring found Judgment into Play again^ - 

^hen ail mAfl o'vj n 

IThe truefl Joy that ^ivaits on human Life, 

Is a conflmt Tetnfe r ■ and a 'virtuous Wife, 

THE 
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THE 

E P I L O 6 U E. 

Spoken by Mr. Penkethmav. 



THE PloddingTrih are fo refcfl'u d of late. 
To model ana refine our little Siate, 
I /ear to Great Ones <we ha*ve this relation. 
They II ruin us at laji by Reformation I 
What heavy Race fo far ^without ihe Gty, 
Coud think of plaguing us for being IVitty ? 
But luere lue broke (Jifianded I ijuoud fpeak,^ 
For nothing but a Shopkeeper fi>ou d break ! ) 
Men of our polity s <woud rife by falling, 
And grovj m^re emiiient in any Calling, 
Our fvariaus Virtues luoud fit all Conditions \ 
They that <want Piety might turn Pbyficians. 
A Door 'keeper ^whrfe Cheats --we cant pre^vent, 
Wou^dfurely thri<Le in any State -Emplcyment. 
He that his Hopes f rum Impudence does draw. 
Might twn his hcpffy Genius to the La<w* 
The Under Ffy a little Thinv twill fer've. 
For by the La^s ^England, j?oa»^fr Brothers ft ar<ve. 
No Change cf Go^vernmeni ihe Women drop, [Puttin'g OQ 
For — Eighteen Pence in Velvet Jets them up^ a Maik* 

^ As for my ft if I may Marriage be my Fate, 
Chain d to a Crofs^ I may recent, tho* late *, 
Gro uj fit to turn Informer to the 'foiJun, 
Aadihri've by the fame Means li^as undone^ 
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THE 

Stolen Heiress! 

OR THB 

Salamanca Dodor Outplotted. 

A 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoke by Mrs. P R FN C E. 

OUR Author fearing bis Succefs to Da^j 
Sends me to bribe your Spleen againft bis Play^ 
And if a GboJI in Nelly V Time cau'd footb ye^ 
He bopes in tbtfe that Flejh and 6 hod may moFve ye^ 
Nay^ nvbat is mere, to ivinyour Hearts , a Maid! 
Ifeverfuch a Thing the Flay houfe bad. 
For Cold and Shade the loaxen BloJfonCs bom^ 
Not to endure the Regions rf the San, 
Let every Beau then bis Apfdaufe begin. 
And think the Rarity tvas bom for him : 
Tour' true -bred Kmghts for fancf d Dames advance^ 
And thivk it Gallantry to break a Launce, 
Andjbatl a real Damfel e^er be found 
To flead her Caufe in ruain on Englifh Ground^ 
Unlefs that dreadful Frophecfs begun. 
In fvjbich Senjen iVonun £^e tofi>ar c ■ ■ o ne Man ! 
But thanks my Stars that Danger I difo^wn^ > 
For in tbt Pit, Ifee Uis — one-^^to one. 
And ivpile the Fair can all their Rights en/ty, 
MVll keep our Title up to being Coy, 
So le* your Fraijs be noify as your Wine, 
And grant your Favours, if yoii d purchafe mine. 



A S O N G defign'd to be lung by Mr. Dogget, 

THE Man you Ladies ought tofean. 
Behold and fee his Figure here. 
With .jlrms a-crofs, and do^wn-cafi Eyes 
Thus ianguijheSf and thus he dies. 
Then gives his' Hat a carcLfs Putl^ 
Thus hdfigbss i:^nd thus looks dull. 
Thus he o<^Ie:. ihi.s he fn'fn^ 
Thus be -lA inks, and thus he / ars., 
This, this is ' e ulo'':'. can 7?,o'-ie, 
And this the Man tjs Ladies iove» 

E P I. 



THE 

EPILOGUE. 

Spoke by Mr. D O G G E T, 



YO U hftvefeen 'what Scholar is in Cap ahd GowM, 
Be/org hh Breeding's folip'd by this Towu : 
^Tis not enough^ that he can Hebrew ^^^/?i^ 
Greek, Laon, Chaldeac, «»</ Arabick; 
He may perform his Tajk in Church and School^ 
Ne'*er drop a Word^ that is not Grammar -Rule, 
Run through the Arts ; can each Degree commence^ 
Yet he a Frejhman ftill, to Men ofSenfe, 
Tho* tj^e learned Touth, can all the Sages quote. 
Has Homer, Hefiod, and the reft by Wrote ; 
Tet lAjhafs all this to Picquet, Drefs or Play ? 
Or to the Circle^ on a Vifiting-Day ? 
Afinijh'd Beau ; for fuch fine things I ha^efeen, 
^hat heretofore^ has offome College been : 
But that Defpifingf nothing now retains , 
For Learning is a Thing requires Brains ; 
And that^s a Perquifite the Gentleman difdains, 
The^reat Dull Afs^ from breaking HeadofFnCcisiVi j 
Hither he comes^ and ^writes appro^^d Phyfician, 
The Noife of Chariot brings the Patients in j 
Grant them Patience, that Phyfeckfor their Sin. 

Well then 

Since Learning's ufelefs. Til the TaJk defy\ 

PraSice to Ogle, Platter, Sivear and Lye ; 

For that's the Way the Ladies Hearts to gain. 

Burn all tny Books ; jrr^ Studies are but ^vain : 

To gain their Looks, each Shape and Drefs Vll try ; 

Stttih-whcn they Smile i and ^heh they Frvwn, I Die. 



Drama*' 
/ 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



.MEN, 

Gtvermr ^^Palenno, Mr, Bownun. 

Cnmt Pirro, Nephew to the Gwemar, Mr. Griffith. 

^ Loclfia "^ ^'^^'''' ^"^^ ^''^^"' ^ }^''- FrctiMH. 
Xarich, bis Brother, Mr. Fieldhoufc. 

Lord Enphenes, an old Sicilian Generate Mr. Arnold. 
Palante, Son to Euphencs bnf unknonxm \ ■* p-,^-! 

in Love ijjith Lucafia, J ^^* nm^i. 

Clerimont, his Friend, Mr, Baile. 

Eugcnio, 5«» to GravcUo in Wg^^filj^^ Booth. 

under the Name oflrui J ' . jww"*. 

Alphonfo, formerly an Officer under 5 -^ Knao 

Baphcnes, 3 ' * * 

Francifco, in Love with Lavinia^, Mr. Pack* 

Sancbo, a Fedant^ bred at Salamanca, 1 

defignd by Larich, a Hu/hand for I Mr. Dog^eti 

Lavinia, j 

Triftram, i^w M^«, Mr. Leo. 

R<^co, Servant to Count Gravello^ Mr. Sr iglit» 



WOMEN. 



Lncaiia, Daughter to GravcUo, in 

Love iMitb Palante, 
Lavinia, Daughter to Larich^ in Lofve 

ivitb Francifco, 
Laura, Woman to Lacafia, 



Mr$. oiiTfy» 

Mrs. PiMce. 
Mrs. Lavyfon. 

The SCENE in Palermo. 




The Stolen Heiress : 

OR, THE 

Salamanca Doctor Out-plotted. 




ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Cotmt Gravdlo and Rofco. 

Gravelio, 
\OSCO! 

Rofco, My Lord. 

Grm;, Haft thov divulgM the Newt 
that my Son died at Rome f 
RofcQ. Yes,- my Lord, with every Cir- 
camfiance, th«Time, the Place, and Man- 
ner of his Death ; that *tis believed, and told ^r Truth 
with as much Confidence, as if they had been Speftatort 
of his End. 

Grav, That's well, that's very well, now RofcQ follows 
my Part, I mufb exprefs a moft unufual Grief, not like a 
well-left Heir for his dead Father, or a lufty Widow for- 
ftn old decrepit Hufband ; no, I muft conterfeit in a far 
deeper Strain \ weep like a Parent for an only Son : Is 
not this a hard Talk ? Ha, Rofco f 

Rofco. Ah, no, my Lord, not for your Skill ; in your 
Youth your Lordfhip faw Plays, conversed with Players, 
knew the fam'd AWerio, 

Grav. *Tis true, b^ Heav'n, I have feen that Knave 
paint Grief in fuch a lively Colour, that for falife and adted 
Pailion he has drawn true Tears, the Ladies kept Time 
with his Sighs, and wept to his fad Accents as if he had 
truly been, the Man he feem*d, then 1*11 try my Part, 
thou haft ftill been privy to my Bofom Secrets ; know'll 
Wealth and Ambition are the Darlings of my Sod ; nor 
will I leave a Stratagem uneiTay^d to raife my Familv. 
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My Son is well and fafe, bat by Command from me he 
returns not this^ three Months. Mjr Daughter, my Luca- 
Jiay is my only Care, and fo advance her Fortune have I 
fram'd this Projed; Tiow doft like it Rofcoj ha !• 

Rcfco, Rarely, my Lord, my Lady will be now fap- 
pos'd the Heir to all your vaft Revenues, and peller^d 
with more Suitors than the Grecian Queen, in the long 
Abfence of her Lord. You'll have the Dons, Lords and 
Dukes fwarm about your Houfe like Bees, 

Grav. My Aim is fix'd at the Rich and Great, he that 
has Wealth enough, yet longs for more. Count Pirro, 
the Governor's H(?ir and Nephew^, that rich Lord that 
knows no End of his large Fortunes, yet ftill gapes on, ifor 
Gold i$ a fure Bait to gain him, no other Loadflone can 
attract his Iron Heart, 'tis Proof againft the Force of 
Beauty, elfc I (hould not .need this Strata^rem, for Nature 
has not prov'd a Niggard to my Daughter. 

RoJcQ. To him, rm.furc, ftieS play'd the Step^Dame^* 
I much fear Lucajut will not reliih fuch a Match. .- 

Grav. Ha ? not relifh it ! has fhe any other Tdfte but 
mine, or ihall (he dare to wiHi ought that may contradid 
my Purpofe — But hold, perhaps you know how Ihe's in- 
clined, you may be confederate with her, and manage her- 
Intrioaes with that Beggar Pidante^ who is only by 
Lord Euph€it\ Bounty* ^ny mortal Enemies, kept from 
iiarving. 

Rojco, Who I, my good Lord ? HeaV'n knows, I have 
karnt by your Lordftiip's Example, always to "hate the 
Pcor, and like the Courtier, never to do ought without a 
Bribe. 

Enttr a Serv^xnt, 

Serv, My Lord, Count Pfrro, to wait upon your Lord- 
fhip. 

Grav, Condudl him in. [Exif. Serv,'] Now Ro/co^ 
to my Coucji i if my Plot takes, I'm a happy Man. 
Eftfer Count Pirro. 

Pirro^ Is your Lord afleep ? 

Rof. I think not, my Lord, but thus he lies, Heav'n 
knows when this Grief will end — My Lord, my Lord, 
the Count of P/r;-(?. 

Grai;. I pray your Lordfhip pardon me, at this. Time 
I'm not fit to entertain Perfons of your Worth. 

f/r. 
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Pir, Alas ! xny Lord, I know your GrieF. 

Rof. Ay, *twas that brought his good Lord (hip hither. 

Pir, You have ioft a worthy, and a hopeful Son, but 
Heav'n that always gives, will fometimes take, and 
there's no Balfam left to cure thefe Wounds but Patience j 
there's no difputing - with it, yet if there were, in what 
could you accufe thofe Pow'rs, that elfe have been {q 
liberal to you, and Ifeft you to blefs ybur.Age a beaute- 
ous* Daughter. 

Rof. Now it begins to work. [Afide. 

Pirro, Your Blood is not extin^, nor are you Childlefs, . 
Sir, from that fair Branch may come much Fruit to glad 
Pofterity ; think on this, my Lord. 

Grofu. I know I Ihould not repine, my Lord, but Na- 
ture will prevail, I cannot help reflefting on myLofs; 
alas, my Lord, you know not what it is to lofe a Son ; 
'jtis ttue, I have ftill a Child, Heav'n has now coni^n'4 
my Care to one, to fee her well bellow'd (hall be the 
Bufinefs of my Life — Oh ! my Eugenia. 

R'^f, E^ad, he does it rarely. \Ajide, 

Plrr, How Ihall I. manage, that he may not fufpeft my 
Love to his Daughter proceeds from his Son's Death, 
[/Ifide^ I was juft coming to make a Propofal to your 
Lordftiip as the. News reach'd my Ear, I much fear the 
Time's improper now to talk of Bufinefs. 

Gra'v, Fray Heaven it be the B.ufmefs I wifh ; were 
my Grief more great, if poflible, yet would I fuipend it 
to hear my Lord of P/>r(7. 

Rof. Cunningly infinuated. \AJide^ 

Pirro^ Your Lordfhip is too obliging. 

GriFv. Not at all, pray proceed, my Lord. 

Pirro. It was, my Lord, to have alk'd the fair Lucajta 
for my Wife. 

Rof, So he has fwallowM the Bait. [Aftdg. 

Gra*v. As I could wifh. iJfide. 

Pirro. Twas not out of any Confideratibn of her pre- 
fent Fortune, my Lord, I hope you'll not believe, fince I 
defigned it e'er I knew Eugenia dead. I wi(h he may 
believe me. [JJtde. 

Grav, If 'twas, my Lord oi Pirro does deferve it all, 
nor would'l wifh my Child ai better Match. But 'tis too 
fcgn to treat of Marriage after fuch a Lofs. 
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R§fi9, Dear Sir, confent to this ^ood LqrI, fo^ill 
-jOMT Care be over, and hopeful Grandfoiis make ap poor 
Eugenh^ Lofs. 

Gripv, What would you have me think of Joy and 
Death at once, and mingle the Grave and Marriages to* 
gcther. 

Pirro. If you'll confent, my Lord, a private Marriage 

may be had, and fo difpenfe with the ufual Solemnities of 

Joy. If you refufe me, I Ihall think you flight my Claim. 

. Grav. That Argoment'alone prevails : No, I will never 

give the Count otPirro Caufe to doabt of my Efteem. 

Ro/:o, Confider, my Lord, (he's an Heirefs, that may 
fet bold defperate Youths on rafli Attempts ; and tho* 
they know SiMan Laws gives Death to him that fieals 
an Heirefs, yet HI not warrant her Safety till to-morrow 
Night. 

Pirro, He^s in the right, my Lord. 

Gra<u. Awav, and call her, tho' fhe's difordcr'd with 
her Griefs, Now thou haft rais'd another Fear, and my 
poor Heart trembles for Lucafia, as it for Eugenio bleeds. 

lEx. Rofco. 

Pirn. Within my Arms (he Ihall be fafe and happy, 
the Governor, my noble Uncle, and my Friend, her 
great Protedlor. 

Enter Rofco w/M Lucafia. 

Griw, Come near Lucafia, like the AmbaEadors from 
this World's great Rqlers, I bring thee Grief and Joy, 
paufe not upon a Brother s Lofs, tho' *twas a. dear one ; 
but fix thy Thoughts here, upon this Lord ; thus I be- 
queath thee to the illuftrious Count ofPirro, 

Pirro, Thus I with Extafy receive her. 

[^Kneeh and kjffes her Hand. 

Luc. Youll ^vf^ me Leave, my Lord, to wake from 
this Confufion : 
Ts't poflible I do I behold my Father ? 
Can he refolve, at once, to part with both 
His Children, my Brother, the beft of Men, 
No more will blefs his Roof, no more will grace 

This Palace with his Prefence •* 

Muft I be caft out too« far mor£ unblefl 

Than he who^s lodged within the peaceful Grave. 

Ch, (end me to him^ eV you cojidemn me 

To 
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To perpetual Bondage, to a Life of Woe 5 
To a Marriage unthought of, unforefeen* 
Pirro, Madam 

Gran;, Mind her not, my Lord, 'tis Grief, 'tis mere 
Diftradion, fhe fhan't difipute my Will, Pleafe to walk 
in, my Lord, we'll peruft the Writings of your Eflate, 
and hear what Settlement you'll make her, and to** 
morrow the Priefl ihall join you, to alleviate her Griefs, 
and Mine. , 

Pih-o. But to fee her weep thus, damps all my rifing 
Joy. 

Grav. They are but Virgin Tears, pray come with 
jne. Daughter, you know my Will, I expea you be obe- 
dient ; you know 'tis your Duty. 

Luc, I know 'tis Sir. 

But you, I hope, will give my tortur'^d Heart 
Your Leave to break, and that may fhew my Doty. 
Pirr»^ Fair Lucafia. 

Luc, Oh, Diftra£lion ! {FFtngsfrom hinL 

Grasf. Pray come, my Lord, let her have her Way, 
the Fits of Women's Grief laft not long, at leaft when I 
command fhe ihall obey. [Exeunt, all but Lucafiai 

Luc, A difmal Sentence, it ftrikes me upon my Soul,^ 
And raifes Terrors far more grim than Death ; 
Forgive me. Brother, if t' thy Memory 
I pay not one Tear more, all now are due . 
To Love, and my Palante, 

Enter Laura. 
Lou, You name the Man that waits by me conceal'd. 
For one bled Minute to comfort liis Lucafia, 

Luc, All Minutes now are curs'd, no chearful day. 
Will ever bring the loft Lucafia Peace. 
Lou. Come forth. Sir, I believe you'll prove the beft 
Phyfician. 

£«/^ Palante. . 
Luc, Oh Palante, art thou conie prepar'd to weep, 
Elfe, for me, thou art no fit Companion, 
For I have 'News will rack thy very Soul. 

Pal, Yes, I have heard of brave Eugenia's Death ; 
He was riiy-BrothjBr, and my early Fiiend : 
Thus doubly ty'd; thou Aced^ft not doubt I mourn 
Him truly— —« - . • 

' ' '" Luc% 
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. Lue. Oh poor Palante ! 
So wretched Alcione did at Diftance grieve, 
when (he beheld the floating Corps, 
Ard knew not 'twas her Hufbaud. 

Pal, What means my Love ? 

Imc, Doll thou not love me, my Palante ? 

Pal. Oh J after fo many Years of faithful Service, 
Why am I afk'd that Queftion ? 

Luc. It were better that thou didit not, for when . 
Thou hear'ft the Story 'twill turn thee into Marble ; 
•Twill (hock thy manly Heart, and make each Nerve 
Lofe its accuilomed Faculty, chill all 
Thy Blood, and make thine Eyes rm o'er like mine. 
For we muft part for ever. 

Pal. Can that Voice pronounce a Sound fo dreadful f 
Art thou then altered with thy Fortune I Mud 
J lofe thee ? 

Luc. O thou unkind one to fufpeft my Love, 
My promised Faith, or think me in the leaft 
Contenting to my rigid Father's Will, 
Who, but now has given me to the Count of Pirro. 

Pah Ha ! to the Count oJF P/Vra, that Lump of De- 
formity: 
My Sword has been my Fortune hitherto, 
And ne'er was wont to fail its Mafter, and 
Whilft this Arm can hold it, I'll maintain my Right, 

_L«r. Which Way ra(h Man, is he not furrounded 
By numerous Friends, and waiting Slaves ? 
Does not inevitable Death attencf 
Thy defperate Purpofe ? 

PaJ. I'ben let that fame Sword, the old Acquaintance 
Of my Arm, pierce its loil M alter 's Breaft, and 
End my Sorrows. , . 

Luc, Forbid it Heaven, is there no other Way I 

Pal, But one, and that X dare not name. 

Luc^ Oh ? how has thy Lucafia^ fince firft ou/ 
Mutual Vows were plighted, given Caufe for Doubt. 
Why doft thou fear to a(k, fince all is thine^ within 
The Bounds of Honour. 

Pal. When I attempt ought aeainft Lucqfia, 
Contrary to the niceft Rules of Virtue, 
May Heaven, and (he, forfake xne. 

Luc* 
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Lue. Oh» I know it, and when I refufe what 
May advance our Loves^ may I be curft 
With that hated Count ofPirro, Speak, my Pa/ante^ 

Pal. Can I — Ye all-feeing Powers, move fo bold a Suit, 
Oh ! let me humbly aik it on my Knees, 
To quit her cruel Father's Houfe, 
And all the Grandeur of a pompous Court. 
To bear a Part in my hard Fortunes ; 
Oh ! Ms too much to think, to wiOi, to hope. 

Luc, Yes, dear Palante^ more than this I'd do for thee. 
What's Pomp and Greatnefs when compared with Love ? 
Oh ! that thou wert fome humble Shepherd on 
Our SiciKan Plain, I . thy chearful Mate, 
Wou'd watch with Pleafure till the Evening Tide, 
And wait thy bleft Return, with as much Joy 
As Queens exped vidorious Monarchs, and 
Think my fclf more bleft than they. But, oh Palante ! 
Thou know'ft our Country's Laws gives Death without 
Reprievjs to him that^eds an Heirefs againft her Parent! 
Tho' with hpr own Confent. Will, 

Pal, Who would not die to purchafc thee ? For I 
Muft die without thee. 

Luc, No, live Palante^ we'll together tread 
The Ma;2:e of Life, and ftand the Shock of Fate. 
The Power's Decree, or both our Happinefs, , 
. Or both our Miferies, where (hall ,we meet ? 
For I will leave this loath^me Houfe, before their 
Watch grows ftrifter. ♦ 3 

. Pal, Will thou then forfake the World for thy Palante f 
Everlafting Bleilings fall around thee. 
And crown thy Days and Nights with Peace and Joy. 
Oh ! my fond Heart, I cannot half exprefs 
The Raptures thou haA rais'd, thou Treafure of 
iliy Soul, let me embrace thee, and while thus 
I hold thee in my Arms, I'^n richer than 
. The Eaftem Monarch, nor wou'd I quit thee . 

, To be as great as he* 

Oh ! let but what my Arms infolds be mine ; 
" Take all the reft the World contains, my Life, 

Luc, My Palanfe-''--^ 

Pal. I have an. only Friend,, faithful and juft 
As Men of old before Deceit became 
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A Trade, he Aall affift us in oor Flight ; 

He (hall prepare a Prieft, if thou wilt meet 

Me in the Eafiem Grove ; when we are wed 

We'll fly to ^fain^ till Time and Friends procure 

My Pardon. 

. Luc. In fome Difguife Til meet thee there, 

}aft at the Hour of Noon, 
or then my Father ileeps, and I will take 
The Opportanity— - 
And, oh ! I fear no Danger bat for thee. 

PaL For me there's none, whilil thou'rt fafie, and with 
Me thy Lofs abne can make PaUmu die» 
Enter Laura. 
Laura. Madam, your Father*— — 
Luc. Away PaJaute^ may all the PawVs preferve thee. 
Pal. And thou the bed of Woman-kind. 

[Exeunt feiviraUf* 
Luc. O Lew, thou that hi^ joined 4 faithful Pair^ 
Guard my Palaate, make him ail thy Care. 
Fate"*! utTnoft Rigor nue rejolve to try, 
Li've both together^ or together die% 
Enter Count Uravello, Larich and .LxvinisL* 
Grav. Brother, yon are welcome to the Houfe of Sor- 
row ; but I have learnt fo much Philofophy, to ceafe to 
mourn when the CaoTe is paft Redrew. Once more, for- 
getting Gnef, you are welcome, you, and my fair Niece. 
Lar. Thank you Brother — the Girl's a fooliih Girl -^ 
Marriageable, but fooliih — ^You underftand me. 
La'vin. I thank you. Sir. 

Larich. Why, are you not a Fool, Hufly— look'e Bro- 
ther, I have provided the Mynx a rich Hufband, a Scholar 
too. Body of me bred all his Youth at Salamanca, learn'd 
enough to commence Do6bor-^I love a learned Man, ef- 
peciaily when Riches too concur ; he's the Son and Heir 
of my old Friend Don Sancho^ of Syracufe*^ and the Bag- 
gage cries / hate him, and yet has neVer feen him ; but 
fhe is in Love, forfooth, with a young beggarly Pog, not 
worth a Groat ; but I'll prevent her. 111 warrant her. 

Gra^, Juft, juft my Cafe, we are Brothers in every 
Thing, my Daughter too thinks her Judgment wifefl, 
andiues a Fortune for a-Priacefs, but herReign^s at 

an 



The Stolen Heireji. 3^37^ 

an End, to-morrow Pm rid of her ; I warrant you, Bro- 
ther, we'll hamper the young Sluts. 

La'vtn. You may be both miftaken, old Gentlemen, if 
my Coufin is of my Mind. 

Larich, What's that you mutter, Mrs. Little^it. 
Lipvin. I fay, I long to fee my Coufin Lucafia^ Sir, I 
hope that's no Crime. 

Grav, No, no, 'Rofco^ wait of her in to my Daughter, 
and doft hear Larvinia? Pr'ythee let Obedience be thy 
Study, and teach it her. * 

Lamin, ril warrant you. Sir, I'll teach her to be Obe- 
dient, if ihe'll but follow my Advice, \^Afide.'\ but 'ti§ 
fomething- hard, though Uncle, to marry a Man at firft 
Sight one's heard but an indifferent Charader of. 

Larich, How, Huffy, are you a Judge of Charafters ? Is 
he not a Scholar ? Anfwer me that. 

La'vin. A meer Scholar is a meer— — You know the 
old Proverb, Father. 

Larich, Do you hear the perverfe Baggage ; get yoa 
out of my Sight, Huffy. 

La*utn. I am obedient, Sir, — I dare fwear I fliall find 
better Company, than two old arbitrary Dons. - 

[Exit ijuith Rofco. 
Larich, Did you ever fee fuch a Slut ? body o'me thefc 
wild Wenches are enough to make old Men mad. 

Gran;. My Daughter is of another Strain, folid as Man, 
but obftinate as Woman ; but no Matter, when fhe is^ mar- 
ried my Care is over, let Count Pirro look to't. 

Larich, Count Pirro f body o'me a mighty Fortune for 
my Coufin ; why, he*s rich enough to buy a Principality; 
my Son's rich too, and a great Scholar, which I admire 
above all Things. 

Enter Rofco. 
Rr/co. Oh! Sir, fuch News, fuch a Sight, Sir! 
Larich, What's the Matter ? 

Rofco. Don Sancho come to Town in his Salamanca 
Habit, his Dreis, and grave Phiz has alarm'd the Mob^ 
that there*s fuch a crowd about the Inn Door, I'll 
maintain't his Landlord gives him free Quarter for a 
Twelve-month, if he'll let him expofe him to Advantage, 
ha, ha, ha, he makes as odd a Figure, Sir, as the famous 
Don ^ixot^ when he went in Search of his Dulcinea, 

Larich, Brother, pray correft your Servant, I like not his 
Vol. ^. q^ r' 
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ridiculous Jefts upon the Habit of the Learned, my Son-in* 
Law that is to be, minds nothing but his Books. 

Rofco. Sir, I aflc your Pardon, my niggard Stars have not 
allow'd Line enough to my Judgment, to fathom the Profun- 
dity of your Son's Shallow Capacity— [Bthiving comically, 
Granj, Peace, Sirrah — Come, Brother, now your Son's ar- 
riv'd, I hope we (hall have a double Match to-morrow — ^ 
We'll not confult the Women, but force them to their Hap- 
pinefs. 

Experienced Jge kntyivs lubat for Youth is fit i 
With wife Meny Wealth out-iveighj both Farts and Wit. 

[Exeunt. 

A C T 11. S C E N E I. Lucafia'j Chamber. 

Enter Lucaiia and Lavinia. 
Lavin. T TPO N my Life, Coufin, I think my Condition 
\J worfe than yours, and yet you fee I am not 
fo much dejected. 

Luc, Oh \ What Condition is't can equal mine I 
Much lefs exceed it ; to be oblig'd to 
Break my Vow, to part from my Palante ; 
Forc'd to the Arms of a mi(hapen Monfter, 
Whom Nature made to vex the whole Creation. 
Nor is his crooked Body more deform 'd 
Than is his Soul, Ambition is his God ; 
He feeks^o Heav'n but Interefl ; nor knows he • 
How to value ought but Gold. 
Oh I my deareft Brother, had'ft thou but liv'd 
I had been truly happy, but now am 
Doubly miferable, in lofing thee and my Palante, 

La'vin, For Heaven's Sake don't afflid yourfelf at this 
Rate, but ftudy rather to avoid the 111, if you would counter- 
plot my Uncle ; dry up your Eyes, and let the Woman 
work, I warrant you may contrive fome Way to get rid of 
this Lump of Worms-meat ; I don't fear giving my Father 
the drop, for all his Care, yet tho' he made me ride poll to 
Town, to meet the Fool he has pick'd out for me ; it Ihall 
coft me a Fall, if I don't marry the Man I have a Mind to j 
I (hall fee who's the beft Politician, my Dad, or I. 

Luc. Thy Courage gives frefh Life and Liberty, 
To poor Lucafea^ tired reftlefs Soul, 
Such Pow'r have chearful Friends t'eafe our Sorrows. 
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Qh ! ray Lavlnia^ may thy Counfel prove 

Prophetic, Fm going now, in this Difguife., to mcct my 

Dear Palante ; may no malignant Star 

Interpofe to crofs our mutual Wiflies. * 

May thy Defigns fuccefsful prove. 

To fix thee ever in Frand/jo's Arms* 

Lcpvin. And make PaUrnte yours* 

SCENE the Street. . 
Sancho and Francifco meeting, 

Tran, Don Sancho your Servant; who thought of feeing 
•you at Palermo, I thought you had been at the Univerfity 
of Salamanca ? 

Sancho, I came lat/ily from thence. 

Fran. Pr'ythee, what brought you hither? 

Sane, Why, that that brings fome Men to the Gallows^ a 
Wench. 

Fran, What, I warrant, you have got your Bed-make: 
!pirjth Child, and fo are expell'd the College. 

Sancho, That's a Miftake. 

Fran, What, thou art not come hither to take Phyfic, hi 1 

Sancho, No, not the Phyfic you mean ; but am going to 
«nter into a Courfe, that is, the Courfe of Matrimony. 

!/>««. Matrimony, with who, pr'ythee ? 

Sane, Why, with Don LarjcFs Daughter : Do you know 
her? 

Fran. Ha ! Is this my Rival ? This was a lucky Djfco ve- 
ry, l^Jide ] know her 5 ay, very well, Sir. I can aiTure 
you ftie's very handfome, and as witty as fhe*s fair : Thou 
wont vifit her in that Drefs, fure ? 

Sancho, To chafe. Sir, *tis an Emblem of Learning ; nay, 
I defign my Man (hall carry a Load of Books along wkh 
.me too, that fhe ma^ fee what he is Mailer of, that is to be 
Mailer of her. 

Fran. Indeed, my Friend, you'll never fucceed upon 
thofe Terms. 

Trijfr, Sir,* my Mafter has fuch an Itch to this foolifh 
Learning, that he bellows more Money ye^irly upon Boo< , 
than would build an Hofpital for all the Courtefans in Itj/y^ 

Sanci'o, No more, or yuu'll difpleafe me, Triftram, 

Trijir, I can't help that. Sir,— Sir, will you believe me, I 

have fpent twoDays in fortino; Poets from Hillorians, and as 

.majUy Nights in placing the Divines on their own Chair , 

I mean Uieir Shelves.; then feparating Philofophers, from 

QL2 thjfe 
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thofe People that kill with a Licenfe, codxne a whole Day'« 
Jiabour; and tho* my Mafter fays Learning is immortal, I 
iind the Sheets it is contained in favoars much of Mortality.. 

Sancho, I hope my Books arc in good Cafe, Triftram ? 

Triftr. Yes, yes. Sir, in as good Cafe as the Moths-have 
left 'em. 

Sancbo, Od'fo, I had forgot, to get me Suarez Metaphy^ 
Jicksj Toiet de Anima, and Granadoi Commeniaries, on Primum 
Secunti^ Tbcma Aqulnatis, 

Trijlr. How the Devil does he do to remember all thefe 
Author's hard Names, I dare fwear he underflands not a 

Syllable of their Writings -Sir, would not the famous 

Hiftory of Amidis de Gaul do as well. 

Fran, Ay, better, better far, Man, hark'ee Sancho, you are 
not at Salamanca now, amongft your fquare Caps, but in P«- 
lermo^ come up to fee your Miftrefs the fair Lavima, the Glory 
of the City ; go and court her like a Gentleman, without 
your Tropes and Figures, or all the Phyfics, Metaphyfics, 
and Metaphors, will flreight be made pitiful Martyrs. 

Sancbo, Martyrs, Sir, why, I thought — 

Fran. Thyfelf an errant Idiot, thy Brain's more dull than 
a Dutcb Burghers. Is this a Drefs fit for a Gentleman to 
court his Mhlrefs in ? Away, away, the Lady you fpeak 
of, I can aiTure you is too much a Gallant to be taken with 
a Band and a fquare Cap — If you would fucceed, you mufl: 
throw off that Pedant, and afTume the Gentleman, learn the 
Tofs of the Head, and know the Principles of each Man by 
the Cock of his Hat. 

Sancho, How's that, pray ? 

Fran, Oh I V\\ teach you : If you be but willing to im- 
prove, rU warrant you carry the Lady. 

Sancb. But I am to be married to her as foon as I fee her, 
fo my Father told me, and that her Father admired a Scho- 
lar above all Things. 

Fran, Til improve that Hint — Ay, as I told you, a Scho- 
lar that is read in Men, not in Books. 

Sancbo, In Men. what's that ? in Men f Triftram^ wjiat 
does he mean ? what Man is to be read ? In Men ! I don't 
underftand you \ but you'll teach me, you fay. 

Fra.n, Ay, ay, Til give you a Leflbn upon that Subject. 

Zancbo. Very well ; but what ihall I do for Cloaths to- 
4refs like a Gentleman ? 

£ran^ U you pleafe to flep into my Lodgings here. 111 

equip 
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equip you with a Suit of mine till you can hare one made, 
and there Til teach you a little of the Town breeding, and 
I warrant you you'll fucceed. 

Sane ho. Come on ; faith I long to become thy Scholar. 

Fran* And I to make you an Afs. \_Exit. 

Enter Eugenio and hh Man, 

Eug. What can this mean ; where e'er I come the News 
is current of my Death, yet not two Days fince, I wrote and 
received Letters from my Father, and here the Humour goce, 
I have been dead this fortnight ! I am refolv'd to know the 
Grounds, if poffible. Pedro, go get me feme Difguife, arui 
for your Life difcover not who I am, FU flay here at this 
Inn 'till you return, and in the mean Time think what Me- 
thod to purfue my Frojc<fl in. {^Exii* 
SCENE changes to the Gro^e, Lucafia^o/tf* 

Lucafia, Mcthinks this iilent folitary Grove 
Should ftrike a Terror to fuch Hearts as mine ; 
But Love has made me boki, the Time has been» 
In fuch a Place as this, I fhould have fear'd 
Each (baking Bough, and ftarted at the Wind, 
And trembled at the Rufhing of the Leaves ; 
My Fancy would have framM a thoufand Shapes ; 
But now it feems a Palace, 
Delightful as the Poets feign 
The Elixian Fields ; Here do T expe<^ . 
To meet my Love, my faithful, dear Palante^ 
Why does he ftay thus long ? when laft we 
Parted, each Hour he faid wou'd feem a Year, 
Till we were met again, and yet I'm here 
Before him ; Til reft a while, for come I 
Know he will, \Goes and fin do/^um. 

Enter Palante ««//Clerimont.j 

PaL This, Clerimont, this is the happy Place, 
Where I Ihall meet the Sum of all my Joys, 
And be pofleft of fuch a vaft Treafurc 
As wou'd enrich a Monarch to receive ; 
And thou, my Friend, muft give her to my Arms. 

Luc, ''Tis my Pa/ante' %VoTQO, \Comes fomvard. 

Pal. My Life, my Soul, what here before me ? ftill ^ 
Thou prevent' ft me in the Race of Love, and 
Makeft all my Endeavours poor in Competition 
With thy large Favours 
Bat I forget, Deareft ; bid my Friend here welcome, 

0.3 T^' 
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This is Be whom I dare truft, next my own. 
Heart, with Secrets. 

Luc. I muft admire him that loves Palante^i 
Fricndfhip's a noble Name, 'tis Love refin'd; 
*Tis fomething more than Love, 'tis what I wou'd 
Shew to my Palante, 

Cler. It is indeed a Beaaty of the Mind, a Sacred Namt, 
In which fo brightly ihines that Heavenly Love, 
That makes th' immortal Beings tafte each others Joy j 
'Tis the very Cement of Souls. Friendfhip's 
A Sacred Name, and he who truly knows 
The Meaning of the Word, is worthy of Eilimation. 
No Pains he^l fpare, no Difficulties ftart. 
But hazard all for th' Int'reft pf his Friend. 

Pal, Ay! Now methinks Vm Emperor of the World, 
With my inedimable Wealth about me : 
To fuch a Miflrefs, fuch a Friend, what can be 
Added more to make me happy ?— 
Oh ! thou darkfome Grove, that wont to be call'd 
The Seat of Melancholy, and Shelter 
For the difcontented Souls ! fure thouVt wronged I 
Thou feem'ft to me a Place of Solace and Content! 
A Paradife ! that gives me more than Courts 
Coa'd ever do : Bleft be then thy fair Shades, 
Let Birds of Mufick always chant it here ; 
No croaking Raven, or ill-boding Owl, 
Make here their baleful Habitation : 
But may'il thou be a Grove for Loves fair Qoeen 
To fport in, for under thy bleft Shade two faithful 
Lovers mee t W hy is my Lucajta fad ? 

Luc. I know not, but I long to quit this Place, 
My Thoughts feem to divine of Treachery, 
But whence I know not ; no Creature's confcious 
To our meeting here but Laura ; I have always 
Found her honeft, and yet I would ihe did not know it. 

Pal, 'Tis only Fear afTaults thy tender Mind ; 
But come, my Friend, let's to the Cell adjoining 
To this Grove, and there the Prieft 

Shall make us one for ever. ^ Exeunt. 

Enter Larich and Lavinia. 

Lar. Come, fet your Face in order, for I expeft young 
Sancho here immediately, he arriv'd in Town laft Night, and 
*cnt me Word but now» he'd be here in an inftant. 
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Lav* But, Sir, 

Lar, Sir me no Sirs, for I'm refolv'd you Ihall be mar* 
tied to Night. 

Enter a Servant, 

Seru. Sir, here's a Gentleman to wait on you calls him- 
felf Don Sanc/jo. 

Lar. Odfo, Ihew him up ; now, you Baggage, you fhall 
fee the Pink of Learning, one that can travel thro' the whole 
World in an Afternoon, and fup in Palermo at Night, ha ! 
you fhall ; you'll be as wife as the Sibyls in a Month's Time, 
with fuch a Hufband, and will bring forth a Race of Politi- 
cians that (hall fet the World together by the Ears, then patch 
it up again in the fupping of a poach 'd Egg. 
Enter Sancho ««^Triflram. 

Lar, Save you. Sir. 

Sane, You don't thinlc me damn'd, Sir, that you beftow 
that Salutation upon me ? , 

Lar. By no Means, Sir, Yis only my Way of cxprciTmg a 
hearty Welcome. 

Sane, Sir, your humble Servant : Is this your fair Daugh- 
ter, Sir? 

Lar. Yes, Sir. 

Sane. She's very. h and fome. Faith. 

Lar, She's as Heaven made her. 

Sane, Then (he fhou'd be naked ; the Taylor (hou'd have 
no Hand in her — I fuppofe you know my Bufinefs, fhall 
we be married inftantly ? 

Lar, Won't to-morroW ferve. Sir ? I wou'd firft hear a 
little of your Proceedings in the Univerfity j came you from 
Salamanca now. Sir ? 

Sane. From Salamanca ! What do you fee in my Face, 
that (hou'd make you judge me fuch a Coxcomb ? 

Lar, Your Father wi-it me word, that his Son that wat 
to marry my Daughter, was a Scholar, wholly given up to 
Books. 

Sane. My Father was an errant Afs for his Pains, I ne'er 
read a Book in my Life but what I was beat to, and thofe 
I forgot as foon as I left School : A Scholar ! he lies in his 
Throat that told you fo. 

La^, In my Confcience, Sir, you may believe him 5 I 
dare fwear he never faw a Book except the Chronicle chain'd 
in his Father's Hall. 

Lar. Held your Tongue, Huffy 5 how now ? 

0^4 Sane- 
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Swtc, Sir, I undcrftand a Horfe, a Hawk, or iloun^, as 
well as any .Man living; nay, I underhand Men too ; I know 
now that you are an old covetous Hunks, by the fett of your 
Hat now ; but no Matter for that, your Daughter \& tic 
better Fortune. 

Linj. The Fool has hit right upon my Father, wc (hall 
have rare Sport prefcntly. 

Sane, I have fludied Men, Sir- I know each Man's 
Inward Principle by his out- fide Habit. 

Lirv, Docs your profound Knowledge reach to Womea 
too. Sir ? 

Lar, You will be pratin g 

&wrr. Look you, Sir, obferve the Management of my 
Hat no w T flis is your bullying Gamcfter. 

[Three Comers Jbort Pinch. 
Lar. What the Pevil have wc here I z'death this caa 
uever be Don Sancboh Son ? 

Lav. This is indeed the Pink of Learnine, Sir— -I fhall be 
as wife as the Sybils with fuch a Hufband; ha, ha, l^^ 

Sane. Your Beaus wear their -Hats [Offering to put it on.l 

no, hold, thus, -Sir} [Clapping it under bis Jms."] your coi^- 

. ceired Wit, thus, [Putting it on over the left £ye ] and your 

Irax'cird Wit thus [Over the right Eye ivitiout a Pinch."] your 

Country 'Squire, thus, [Putting it bebind his Wig.] 

lar. 1 wonder how an Afs wjgars it, I'm fore thou art 
one ; I am amaz'd f this muft be fome Trick certainly. [Jfide. 
Lnv. What think you now. Sir, fliall wcgeta Race of Po- 
liticians ? In my Confcience this falls out as well as I could 
^i(h'. Oh that f could but once fee Francifco. [4f^de. 

har. Huzzy, hold your Tongue, or— or — - 

[Holds up his Canei 
This may be fome of your Contrivance, for ought I know. 
This i,s a very great Blockhead ; Ounds, I — 1 — I — have 
a good Mind to add one Fa(hion more to your Hat, and 
knock it down to your Crown. 

Sane. Evermore, Sir, when you fee a Man wear his Hat 
thus, [Pulling it dovjn on both Sides.] he's a Projeftor, a 
Projector, Sir, or a Member of the Society of the Reforma- 
tion of Manners, [In another Tone.] What think you of this, 
old Gentleman ? haf is not this a greater Knowledge than 
ever Man attain'd to by Books ? ha ! 

Lar, I admire that my old Friend, knowing my Averfion 
for thefe fooliih Fojppcries, (hou'd breed up his Son to 'em, ' 

thea 
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then write me Word he had made him a Scholar, purpofely 
becaufe I was a Lover of Learning ; pray. Sir, was you 
ever in Palermo before i 

Sane, No, Sir ; but I like it very well now I 4hi in't. 

Lar. I muft be fatisfied that you are Seignor Sanchos Son, 
e^er I fliall like you for mine. [.^fi^e- 

Sane. What think you of a Glafs of Champaign, Sir ? H 
you'U go to the Tavern, I'll give you a Bottle of the beft the 
Houfe affords ; what fay you, old Dad ? ha ! and there we 
will confult about our Marriage. 

Lar. If you'll go to the Tavern that joins to the Piazza, 
I'll wait on you in a quarter of an Hour. 

Sane. Sir^ I (hall wait your Pleafure. 

Lar, 1 took the Hir.t, to get rid of him, what {hall I do 
to find the Truth of this ? lExcunf. 

Enter a Ser-vant. 

Serv, Sir, a Scholar enquires for you. 

Lar, A Scholar ! admit him immediately. 

Enter Francifco in Sancho'j Habit. 

Fran, So, I watch'd Sancho out, now for ray Cue. \^^ft<{e. 
If you be the venerable Man to whom this goodly Manfion 
is impropriated ; I come to negociate about authentic 6u- 
iinefs. 

La'u, This rather ihou'd be Don Sat:cho*s Son — — - his 
Words and Habit fpeak him moll learned — I am the 
Perfon, pray let me be bold to crave your Name. 

Fran. My Appellation, or pro Nomen, as the Latins term 
it, is caird Jeremie ; but my Cognomen, in our Mother 
Tongue, is calPd Sancho, 

La'v* Ha ! upon my Life 'tis Francifco ; oh, for an Op- 
portunity to fpeak to him : I hope to Heaven, my Father 
won't find out the Cheat. - - {JJide. 

Lar. Ay, this is he, this is he ; what Don Sanchoh Son ? 

Fran. The Nominals^ the ThomiJlSf and all the Seds of old 
and modern School- men, do oblige me to pay to that Gen- 
tleman filial Duty. 

Lar. I am glad to hear it with all my Herrt, I know the 
other mud be an Impoftor, but I'm refolv'd to apprehend 
and punifh him : Sir, you are welcome j I guefs your Bu- 
fmefs, my Daughter is yours. 

Fran. My Bufinefs is about Propagation, as the civil 
Lawyers, do learnedly paraphrafe, is of Concomitance, or 
Cohabitation, or what you pleafe to terra it. 
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Lar, How am I bleft that this wonderful Scholar fliall be 

match'd into my Family Daughter, what (ay you now, 

hef e's a HuJband for you now, here's a Hufband for you. 

Laij, Ftsly Heaven you hold but in the Mind 'till you 
have made him fuch. \_AJide. 

Lar. Does he not fpeak like an Oracle ? 'egad 111 main- 
t Ain't, he fliall put down ten Univerfides and Jnns of Court 
in twenty Syllables — Pray, Sir, fpeak learnedly to my 
<jirl, for, tho' t fay it, (he has a good Capacity. 

Fran. Moft rubicund, ftilliferous, fplcndant Lady, the 
occular Faculties by which the Beams of Love are darted into 
every Soul| or human EfTence, have convey'd into my Breaft 
the Luftre of your Beauty ; and I can admire no other Ob- 
jedl; therefore pardon me. Sir, if I only exprefs myfelfin 
Terms Scholaftic, and in Metaphors, rciy Phrafe to her. 

\Juming to Larlch. 

Lar. Learned, learned^ young Man, how happy am I in 
thee? 

Lorv. Now do I long to fee my Father's Back turn'd, thst 
he might change his learned non-ienfe, and talk more mo- 
dern, to talk more wife ; you may fpare your Rhetoric, Sir, 
imlefs you come down to my Underftanding ; but I know 
311 11 enough of your Meaning, to tell you it does not fait 
with my inclination^ 

Lar, What don't fuit with your Inclination, ha, forfooth? 

La'v. Marriage, Sir. 

Lar. 'Tis falfe, hu(ry, you have an Inclination, and yoa 
fnall have an Inclination; not an inclination, quoth tb* 
Baggage : Sir, I fay (he's yours, come into the next Room^ 
and rii have the Settlement drawn immediately, and yott 
fnall be married to Night. Not an Inclination! \Exit. 



ACT III. SCENE tU Stmt. 

Enter Eugenio. 
£ug. ^Tp H U S in Difguife 1 (hall difcover aU, 

j[ And find the Caufe of my reported Death, 
Which does fo much amaze me. 

A Month ago my Father fent me Word, that I (hoU'd haftea 
my Journey to Palermo j and 1 met the Poft upoja the Road, 
that gave me a Letter, wherein he ilridly charges me not to 
come this three Months : No fooner had I enteral the Town, 

b.tti 
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but I met the Ruinour of my Death, which ftill furpris'd me 
more j but this Letter fhall help me to the Knowledge of 
/ the Truth, [S^e^s a Letter ^ goes to the Door and knocks. 

Enter Rofco. 

Rcf:. Who'd you fpeak with. Friend ? 

Eug, With the Lord Gravelloy if you pleafe. Sir, 

R^\ Marry gap, and can't I ferve your Turn ? Nothing 
but my Lord, good lack ! I guefs he knows you not j pray 
what's your Bufinefs ? What s your Name ? From whence 
come you ? What do ye want ? I believe you are of no fuch 
Extradlion, that you (hou'd be introduced to my Lord; let 
me be judge, whether your Affair require his LordQiip's 
Ear, clfe, Friend, I Ihall bring you but a fcurvy Anfwer ; 
either he's bufy, or a-f!eep, or gone abroad, any of thefc 
are fufficient for your Quality, I luppofe, 

Eug. Thus great Men a!w:iys are abus'd, becaufe there's 
no Acccfs, but through fuch Knaves as thee ? then I'll re- 
turn my Meifage back unto his Son, and bid him employ a 
finer Fellow, ifhe expels that he Ihould fee his Father. 

[Goings 

Rof, Ha ! his Son ! day. Sir, and forgive me j her« 
domes my Lord. 

Enter Count Gravello, Rofco goes and ivhi/pers him, 

Grav. Wou'd you ought with me. Friend ? 

Eug. If you be the Lord Gra'vello, 

Grav* The fame. 
' Eug, I came from Rome^ my Lord ; laden, I hope, with 
happy Tidings, and after the fad Report I have met with, 
I dare fay, welcome ; your Son Eugenio lives, and with his 
Duty, recommends this Letter to your Lordlhip's Perufal. 

Grav, How ! does my Boy live ? Oh I Tm overjoy 'd, 
for I thought him dead. Rofcoy reward him for his Tidings, 
reward him largely, Rc/co, 

Rcf, There's a Piftole for you, eat like an Emperor, d'ye 
hear, till that be out. 

Gra'v, He writes nic Word that you are a Gentleman 
fallen to Decay, and begs that 1 would take you into my Ser- 
vice : I have no Place vacant at prefent, but the firft that 
falls worth your Acceptance, fhall be yours ; in the mean 
Time command my Houfc, \ltmifi not let him fufpeSi I kne-iM 
Eugenio ^vcas ali-ce] the happy News that thou haft brought 
me, has rais'd me from the Vale of Death y but tell nie» 
Friend, hafl thou reveard this to znyUtPal/rmd, but my felf? 

0^6 Eufm 
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Eug. To none. For tho' I met the tragic Story in every 
Street through which 1 pafs'd, ftill I conceal'd the Truth, 
intending your Lordfhip's Ear fhould firft receive it. 

Gran), Thou haft done exceeding well ; Rofco^ give him 
a double Reward, a double Welcome ; I have fome private 
Reafons to royfelf, that it ihould ftill be kept a Secret, 
which if thou'rt faithful, thou in Time (halt know. 

Eug. Fear not, ray Lord, I am no Blab ; I ever thought a 
flippery Tongue Mankind's Shame. What can this mean ? 

Rof, This is a notable Fellow. 

Grav, Rofco^ bid him welcome ; tell him my Houfe i^ 
Ejs, bid him "be free. 

Rof, As long as you have Qccafion for him— Sir, I am 
your moft obedient, moft devoted, and thrice humble Servi- 
teur; command the Pantry, Cellar, Maids, Chambers— • 
for in thefe I rule, and thefe are at your Service, Sir. 

[^Bonvi/ig lotv, 
Bug, I thank you my quondam Friend ; but a quiet Re* 
fidence in my Lord's Hoafe, the Time I ilay, fatisfies mj 
Defires. 

Rof, A worthy Man, opon my Faith. Oh ! my Lord, 
here comes the Bridegroom, I know by this Fellow^s beii^ 
out of Breath* 

Enter a Servant, 
Sernf, My Lord Count Pirro fo fine, fo brilk, fo ugly. 
Gra^. How, how. Sirrah, ugly ? 

Serv, So handfome, I mean. Sir ; Poxon^ liow came my 
Head to run fo of Uglinefs ? 

Rof. Seeing the Count, I warrant thee Jack, 
Grav. Be gone, Varlet, and attend his coming. [ExeunK 
Eig. Ha I Count Pirro, the Bridegroom*— and^ my Life 
ft Secret ; I begin to find the Cau<p. [,4fide. 

Enter Count Pirro. 
P/>. I came, my Lord, to claim your Promife, and/e- 
ceive into my Arms the beautiful Lucajia, . 

Granj, And I'll acquit myfelf inftantly. Within thero*- 
call Lucajia, 

Enter Laura. 
Laura, My Lord. 

Grav,^ My — call your Lady ; what docs your Flort- 
Ihip do here ? I want your MiArefs ■■ » ' why don't the 
Wench ftir ? 

LaurQ». 
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Laura, My Lord, I don't know. 



Gra'v, What don't you know ? nay, no grinding between 
your Teeth, fpeak out. 

Laura. Why then, my Lord, I don't know where fhe is. 
Gra-u, 'Tis falfe, 'tis impofiible ; when went (he out ? and 
whither ? Speak ye confederate Mifchief j how long ago, I 
fay ? Confefs, or Til have ye rack'd. 

Laura. She would not take roe with her to prevent Suf- 
{)icion ; and now all mufl out, for my Limbs will never bear 
ftretching, that's certain. [Afide. 

Gran), What are you inventing a Lye ? — don't Itand 
muttering your Devil's Pater-noller there, but fpeak quick- 
ly — or — \DraFws his SivorJ. 
Laura, Oh hold, it was, my Lord, my Lgrd, a, a, a-*— — 
Grav» What was it ? fpeak. 
Laura. It was a great while ago, my Lord. 
Gra*v. Ha, fpeak to the Purpofe, or thou dy'ft. 

Laura. No, no, no, my Lord, it was ^it was jufl now; 

what (hall I fay to fave my unhappy Miftrefs ? [jijide, 

Pirro. You terrify the Creature fo, that we (hall never* 
learn the Truth, my Lord ; don't tremble fo. Sweetheart, 
but tell when went your Lady out, and whither ? 

Gra^. Away, n\y Lord, my Sword (hall fetch the Secret 

forth ; Huzzy, fpeak, or by this Hand, this Minute is thy 

laft. [HMs Ins SworJ to her BreaJK 

Laura. Oh, hold Sir, and I will tell you all ; I do confefs. 

Grav. What? 

Laura. It muftoat; that my Lady's Red to meet Palante in 
the Eaftern Grove, and 1 believe, by this, they are married. 
Gra'u. Ply, and efcape my Fury, thou more than Devil, 
[Straps her ivith bis Sword, Jhejhrieks and runs off. 
Now, my Lord of Firro, you that io kindly came this Day 
to comfort me, how (hall I look you in the Face ? or what 
Reparation can I make you, if my Daughter's loft ? Within 
there ! raife the Houfe, take Officers immediately, I charge 
you 5 fly to the Eaftern Grove, and feize my Daughter and 
all that you find with her : We'll have Revenge, my Lordi 
at leaft. 

Pirro. There's yet a Pleafure left in that, and I'm refolv'd 

my Arm (hall give him Death ; let's to the Grove, my Lord. 

Rofco, Do you confider, my Lord, the Danger of your 

^rafh Attempt, the Law will do you right \ 'tis prcl'ent Death 

in 
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ia Sicily, to Ileal an Heirefs without her Friends confent ; 
£rft fecure him » and his Life's yours. 

Bug. 'Tis as 1 fuppofe; oh Treachery \ \^Afide^ 

Grav Rofco, thou art an Oracle, that Way the Revenge is 
more fecure and cetain. Ill after 'em, and fee the Trai- 
tor brought to condign Punishment. [Exit <with Rofco. 

Pirro. ril to the Governor, and prepare him for the 
Judgment, ray Intcrefl there will furely fign his Death. 

\Going. 

Eug. Ami alrv-e ? do I breathe ? can I have a human 

Soul, and fufFer this Injullice to proceed? Yoot Falanie^ 

ma ft thou die, becaufe Fortune has not bl eft thee with her 

. Favours ; No, fomething I will do to fave thee ; and yet, if 

pofiible not diicovef who I am. My Lord 

[ PuHs Count Pirro by the Sleeve as he goes out. 

Pirro, What art thou ? 

Eug A poor Poct, my Lord, little beholden to Fortune. 

Pirro, None of thy Profeflion are, take up fome more 
thriving Occupation ; turn Pimp, Sollicitor, Gaciefter, any 
Thing will do better than Rhiming j there's fomething for 
thee, I'm in Hade ipow. 

Eug, My Lord, I thank you for your Charity, and yoor 
good Advice ; but 1 have fome for you too. 

Pirro, For me ! what is't ? 

Eug. I underftand, my Lord, that you are to marry my 
Lord Gra'iicllo'z Daughter. 

Pirro, Yes, an Heirefi — ^- 

Eug. No Heirefs, my Lord, her Brother is alive. 

Pirro. Tb.e Fellow's mad. 

Eug, What I fay is certain Truth ; and to my Know- 
ledge, his Father gives out the Report of his Death only as 
a Bait for you. ' 

Pirro, Ha I where is he ? 

Eug, In this Town conccal'd till your Marriage be over; 
know I hate this Family, and that makes me diicoverit. 

Pirro, Docs he hate the Family ? then- perhaps he has 
only forg'd this Lye to binder Lucafia from marrying into 
mine ; 1 11 try him farther. [AJide„ 

Art thou fure he is alive ? 

Eug, As fure as that I live myfelf ; my Lord, I faw hhn 
not two Hours ago j i wilh he was not, for your Lordfhip's 
fake : I am his DomeJftic, and come naw to learn TntcllA- 

gcQce; 



The Stolen Heirefs. 351 

gcncc ; I loath my Servitude, deteft the proud Family, and 
ihou'd rejoice to fee 'em ruin'd. 

Plrro. From whence proceeds thy Hate ? the World re- 
ports Eugenic a Man of.Honour, Honefty and Courage. 

Eug, That Part of the World that thinks him fuch, fees 
thro' the wrong End of the Profpedive ; his Honour's but 
Pretence, his Honefty Hypocrify, and his. Courage Lcud- 
nefs ; he ravifht a Sifter of mine at Ro/Jie, for which I ne-- 
Ver can forgive him. 

Pirro. This Fellow, I find is ripe for Mifchief ; and if 1 
durft truft him, wou'd, for a large Reward, remove Eugaiio, 
and make Lucafia indeed an Heirefs ; and 'twere but juft, 
fince Count Gravello did defign to wrong me of his Eftate, 
why fhou'd not I rob him of his Son ? where could be the 
Danger of this Aft ? I can't fore- fee any, for he has already 
given it out he's dead, and therefore dares not fearch into 
the Matter,; but is it fafe to truft this Stranger, h^ may be- 
tray my Purpofe, or not do' it \ yet 'tis reafonable to think 
the contrary, for he hates him for his Sifter's Rape, and 
therefore would be glad to meet Occaiion to revenge it, ef- 
pecially when uiher'd in by a great Sum : I'm refblv'd to 
break it to him. \^yljide»'\ What is your Name, Friend I 

Eug, Irus, my Lord. 

Pirro, Your Name as well as Habit fpeak you poor. 

Eug, I'm poor enough, my Lord. 

Pirro, Very poor ? 

Eug. Very poor, my Lord, 

Pirrc* Would you not gladly mend your Fortune*. 

Eug, I wifti your Lordftiip wou'd Ihew me the Way. 

Pirro, What think yoii now of taking Revenge for your 
• Sifter's Rape, ha?" 

Eug, Alas \ my Lord, that I wou'd have done long ago, 
but Want prevented my Efcape. 

Pirro, Say'ft thou fo? my Friend : well, poifon this 
Eugenioy and thou (halt not w^nt j for thy Reward, a thou- 
fand Crowns are thine. 

Eug. Think it done, my Lord, nor will I receive my 
Hire till I have brought you a ceitain Proof Eugenia is no 
more; all I afk is but your Hand to the Agreement, my 
Lord, that I may be fure of my Reward. 

Pirro, I'll give it thee ^We muikbe fafe, for his Father 

will be alham'd to profecute, afcer his reported Death. I 
muft confefs I lov'd Lucafia as an Heirefs, but was Ihe ten 

jime« 
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times as fair, I would not marry her without the Dowry, 
therefore make fure my Fortune by thy MaRer'S Death. 

Bug, He dies this Night. 

SCENE changes to the Grove. 
Enter Palante, Lucafia, ami Clerimont. 

Pal, 'Tis done, 'tis done, the facred Knot is ty'd, 
And bright Lucefia is ibr ever mine. 
I ne'er 'till now did talle the Sweets of Life; 
Or the tranfporting Extafy of Joy. 
Burll not ye feeble Mini Hers of ^fature, 
With the vail Excefs of fwelling Plcafure. 
Oh f my Friend, what Oiall 1 (ay to thee ? 

Cler. This is no Time for Talk, or Tranfports, 
Make Ufs of my Fortune, and fly till the Purfuit is over. 

PaL Oh! Cierimont, Pm bankrupt every Way, 
Both to thee, and to my fair Lucafia, 
Still thou art fad, my Love, 

Luc, My Sadnefs does proceed'from Fear for thee. 
Take your Friend^s Couniel, let us fiy this Place. 
Hark ! What Noife is that ? ah me, we re loft. 

Enter Gravello, Eugenic, Rofco, and Officers. 

Grofv, Fall on Officer:>, there they are. 

Cler, Thieves. 

Pal, VUlainsI 

Gra'v, 1 hou art thyfcif the Thief and Villain too; 
Give me my Daughter, thou Ranter. 

PaL Firlt take my Life. 

Grav, Fall on, I fay j down with 'em if they reiift* 

Lijtc, Oh ! we are undone, wicked, wicked Laura, 

PaL Come on. Slaves. {JheyfiglM^ but are difarmd by 

Cler, We fljall not furrender tamely. [the Multitude, 

Grav, So, keep 'em fail, we'll have 'em fafter (hortly. 
For you. Minion, I (hall fecure you from a fecond 'Scape* 

Luc, Yet do but hear me. Father. 

Grav, Call me not Father, thou difobcdient Wretch, 
Thou Vagabond, thou art no Chiid of mine j 
My Daughter was bred up to Virtue: 

Lfic. For you my Mother wou'd have done as much : 
If Need had fo required ; 

Think not that my Mind e'er ftray'd from Virtue; 
Oh ! lilten to the V^oice of my Prayer, and Crown 
It with rich Mercy, 
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Grav, Off, Strumpe^^ Officers away with the CriminaU, 
They both fhall die. 

Pa/, Now I muft fpeak, oh fpare my Friend, for he 
Is innocent, 

Clur. If thou muft die, Palante^ T have no 
Other Wifti, but to fufFer with thee. 

Gra'v, That Wifti affure thyfelf thou /halt obtain. 

Luc. Oh ftay blood- thirfty Men» flay and hear me 
But a Word, and that fhall be my final Refolution, 
If thou, my cruel Father wilt not hear. 
Bat doft proceed to fpill the Blood of him 
In whom my Life fubfifls, remember. Sir, 
I am your Daughter, once you did love me ; 
Oh i tell me then, what Fault can be fo great 
To make a Father Murderer of his Child ? 
For fo you are in taking his dear Life ; 
Do not think that I will ftay behind him. 
No, whilft there^s Afps, and Knives, and burning Coals \ 
No Rftnum Dame's Example fliall outgo 
My Love. 

Pal. Oh ! my Lucafia^ thou haft touch'd my SonI ! 
Barely bnt to ioueine thou mufl die, 
Will make me reftlefs in my filent Grave. 
Js not my Death fufficient, barbarous Man ? 
But mufl Lucajiii\ Woe be added too ? 
Dry up thofe Tears my Wife, my lovely Bridcj 
Or thou wilt make me truly miferable, 
Preferve thy Life, that I may after Death, 
In thee my better Part furvive. 
For thee and for my Friend my only Prayers (hall ht, 
Jf you both live, Palante dies with Plealure. 

Gra'v. Aw2ly with 'em, and let the Law decide it. 
Luc, I too alike am guilty ; 
Qh let me fhare the Punifhment with them. 
Thou (halt not go alone, take me with thee ; 
Here arc my willing Hands, quick bind 'em faft, [Runs and 
Elfe here Til hold 'till my laflBreath Expires. {^Aiy^j Palante, 
Grav. Ungracious Viper, let go the Traitor. 
Luc, What to die ? On, never! 
PaL Had I a hundred Lives, the Venture had 
Been fmall for fuch a Prize. 
A Face not half fo fair as thine has arm'd 
Whple Nations in the Field fqr Battle ripe: 
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And brotight a thoufand Sail to Temedos^ 
To fack lamented Troy^ and (hou'd f fear 
To hazard one poor F ife for thee, my Fair ? 
A Life that had been led without thy Love, 
For thou rt both Life and Soul to thy Palante, 

Lu:. rilcl fp him 1. ke the laft Remains of Life, [flbA£rj&/». 
And llrugr^^e Ihli with never dying Love. 

Gra<u, Then thus I da(h thee from him, thou Stranger 

[Pujhes her, and falls dmjon. 
To mylllood, there lie and grovel on the Earth, and thank the 
Powers f do not kill thee; away to Juftice with the Traitors, 

Pal, If che-e b? a Torment beyond this Sight, 
Then Ij.uI i^e to it, that I may tafte all 
The Variety of Mi ft ry, and 
Grow complcatly wretched.. 
Oh, i'l human Cn'c!ty ! 

Slaves give me ^V'ay, that fwHt as Lightning, ' 
I may da!h him dead that wrong'd Lucafia, 
Yoa fpiteful Powers fliowV all your Cuncs down. 
Augment the Weight, and fink me all at once. 
Grav. Away with the Traitor. 
Pal, Oh I Let me firft embrace my Love, my Wift: 
Crav. By Hell, he fhall not. 
Pal. So ivhen a Ship hy ad^^erje Winds is tofi^ 
And all the Hopes to gain the Port is loft^ 
The trembling Mariners to Heaven cry^ 
And all in njain, for no Relief is nigh* 
Around ferce Terrors frike their aking Sight i 
So I luhen Jhut from that all-charming Light , 
Like them mujl plunge in everlafiing Night. 

[Exit, forc'd off. 
Granj. I'll to the Governor, and urge my injur'd Suit. 
Rofco and Irus, guard that wretched Woman ; take Care that 
fhe neither fends nor receives a Meffage. [Exit. 

Rofco, Yes, my Lord. 

Eug. My very Heart bleeds to fee two fuch faithful Lo- 
vers parted ; methinks my Lord's too cruel in this Adtion. 

Rof. Ay, ay. Friend i but we are to obey, not to difpute 
hisWiU. 

Eug, I can fcarce forbear revealing myfelf, but I will rc- 
ferve it for a fitter Hour ; her Griefs fo great, I fear it has 
deprived her of her Senfes ; look up. Madam. 

Luc. Where's ixxy Palante, gone to death ? Oh Heav'n ? 

Then 



The Stolen Heir efs. $55 

'f^en Ihall I be mad indeed ? what are you. 
Officers of Jufticc ? Vm ready. Sir. 

Bug, No, Madam, I am one my Lord your Father left 
to attend you. 

Luc, Attend mef alas, I need no AttendaHce. 

Eug, Do not rejeft my Service. 

Luc, All Service comes too late to mifcrable m&i 
My Fortune's defperate grown. 

£ug. Believe me. Madam, I have a feeling Woe j 
A greater your own Brother could not have : 
Think not I'm fuborn'd to do you wrong. 
By all the Powers I'm your trufly Friend, 
Command me any Thing, and try my Faith. 

Rajl This is a rare fpoken Fellow j I can t put in a Word, 

Luc. Oh I 'tis meft prodigious j 
Cou'd I lofe Pity in a Father's Breaft, 
And find it in a Stranger's ? I ftiall not 
Live to thank you. Sir, but my beH Prayers go 
Wieh you. 

EuF. 'Tis not for Thanks, nor for Reward I look. 
But the facred Love I bear to Virtue, 
Makes me offer this. 

Luc, Surely this poor Man is nobly bred, howcV 
His Habit fpeaks him, •" \Afide* 

AU Phyfic comes too late to my fick Mind, 
Since there's no Hopes of my Palante^s Life. 

Bug, Unlefs the Governor will pleafe to pardon him, 
'twas good that he were mov'd. 

Rof. Be not fo forward. Friend, I fay j in my Confdcncc 
this Fellow will betray Eugenio lives. 

£»^." Peace, Fool. 

R^, You are fomething free, methinks. 

Luc, Who fhall dare to make that Supplication ? 
My Father and the Count of Pirro rules ; 
Yet I wou'd venture, if I knew which Way* 

Eug, So meritorious is the Aft, that 1 wou'd ftand the 
Tefl in giving you the Liberty to fue. 



Ro/: How, ^n ? 



tug. Peace, Muckworm, or my Sword (hall ftop thy 
Breath for ever. 

Rof. A defperate Fellow this, I dare not contradift 
him, . 
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Luc, A thoafand Bleffings on yoo for your Care, 
Yes^ I nvill go^ grant it ye Ponuers above-. 
If you bad e*er Regard to ifjurd Love : 
Teach me fuch Words as may bis Pity move ; 
Let it pierce deep into his flony Heart , 
Jn all my Sufferings make him feel a Part, 
Oh make him feel the Pangs ofjharp Defpair^ 
That he may knovj vjhat ^wretched Lovers bear : 
My Sighs and Tears f. 'at I nvith Intreaties join. 
That he ivoullfave Pal ante'/ Life, orfantence mine: 
But if relent If fs to my Prr^yers he he^ 
And he miift fatly then voslcome D.finy, 
Fate dees our Lives fo clcfe together tivine. 
Who cuts the Thiead of his um-avels mine. [Excunt. 

SCENE the Governors Houfe. 
Ef'ter the Governor and Count Pirro, 
Gov, Welcome, my deareft Nephew, you are grown a 
Stranger to the Court of late, tho* you know my aged Sight 
receives no Joy without yoa j but I can forgive you fincc 
Love is the Caafe : I hear you have the Lord Grarvelk^^ 
Confcnt to marry the fair Lncafia. 

Pirro, I had, my Lord, but am unjuftly robb'd of that 
fair Prize you mention ; my promisM Bride is ftolen by 
Palante, Lord Eufhenes'z Fofter-Son, a Man far unworthy 
of Lucafia\ Love ; her Father with Officers are gone to 
apprehend 'era— and bring 'em here before you to receive 
their Doom : Oh, Uncle, if ever you had a Kindnefs for 
me; if the being ally'd to you by Blood, or aught I have 
done, or can hereafter do, let me intreat you to give the Law 
its utmoft Courfe : Young Clerimont too afiifted in the Rape, 
Gov, Fear not. Nephew, the Law Ihall have its Courfe, 
and they (hall furely die. 

Enter Euphenes and Count Gravello at feveral Doors, 
Euph, My Lord, the Governor, I am come begging to 
you, for Palante my Fofter-Son, whom^ Childlefs, I adopted 
for my own ; for him I plead. 
Gov. What is his Offence ? 

Euph. No heinous Crime, my Lord, no treafonable Plot 
againft your Perfon or the State, for then thefe aged Cheeks 
%vou'd bluih to afk Pardon. No crying Murder ftains h:s 
Hands, his Fault is only Love : Unfortunately he has mar- 
ried the Daughter and Heirefs to that proud Lord that fol- 
iows, and feeks the lafl Extremity. 
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Crafv, I feek no more than what the Law will give ; I 
am abusMj my Lord, my Daughter is iloirn, the only Com- 
fort of my Age : Jullice, my Lord, 'tis Juflice that 1 aflc. 

Ptrro, To his jull Suit I bend my Knees — be not biafs'd 
by aught but Juftice. 
Eupl, Thou fpeakeft like an Enemy, call it Revenge 

not Juftice— — My Lord. 

Gov. ril hear no more, be filent; if the LavV will fave 
him, he (hall live, if not, he dies ; yes, xny Lord, you fhall - 

have Juflice [ExeuKt. 

SCENE changes ■ to GravelloV Houfe. 
Enter Larich, Francifco, ^yWLavinia. 
Lcir. Body o'me ! here's mad Work abroad, ray Niece 
is ftolen : Tm refolv'd to make fure of you 5 the Prieft fhall 
join you inftantly. 

Fran. Hafte, Sir, to confummate our Joy : 
III call the Mufes from their facred Hill, 
To emulate yonr Daughter's Beauty; 
And I'll, myfelf, in lofty Numbers fing my own 
Epithalamium. 

Lm\ Firft, I'll punlfh that Impoflor ■ Here, bring 
in the Prifoner. 

h<i'v. Oh ! I fear we are undone, Francifco^ 
Fran, Pray, Father, delay not my exorbitant Deiires. 
Lar, But tor a Moment, learn 'd Son, 
And thy exorbitant Defires fhall be fatisfied. 

Enter Sancho andTn^r^im, forced in by Ser'vants. 
San, Hey day ! What's the Matter now : Is the old Gen- 
tleman grown generous ? Muft we take a Bottle in his own 
Houfe, ha ? 

Lar, Sirrah, you are a very impudent Impoflor. 
San, Hey, what's here, Frank in my Cloaths ? what is 
there a Play to be a;Eled ? ha ? what Part mufc 1 play ? I have 
adled a Part at the College e'er now, Pox on't, that College 
will run in my Head, pr'ythee what am I to play, Erandfco* 
F^an, The Foci, Sir. 
San, That's lomething blunt tho' Frank, 
Lar, Ha! what do I hear ? Franafco? fure that's the 
Fellow my Daughter is in Love with, 1 mull enquire into 
this. 

Fran, My Reverend Patree, I hope you'll not credit this 
illiterate Idiot, you knew me by my ScholalHc Breeding. 
Sm, Why what does he mean now ? Bireeding ! why, 

why. 
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why, why, yon wcr'nt half fo long at Salamanca as I, Frank, 
if yoQ go to that Tnjiram, where are my Books, Triflram t 
we'll foon fee who's moft Jearn'd. 

You mod not think to catch old birds with Chaffl 

He knows not a Hawk from a Handfaw. 

/"r/i/r. The Man's dift rafted, Sir, away with him to Prifon. 
San, To Prifon ! nay, then the Truth fhall out, that Ha- 
bit's mine, and thefe Cloaths are his, he told me that this 
I.ady woa'd hate a Scholar, and taught me how to a6l the 
Bully, fackins he did now, aflc Trijiram elfe. 

Lar, Here's ftrange juggling, I believe neither of you ii 
Seignior Sancho\ Son. 

7r//?. Blefs me. Sir, do yon doubt my Matter ? why he's 
as like my old Matter as if he was fpit out of his Mouth. 

Lav, Methinks now by the Defcription, Father, this 
Scholar muft needs be Don Sancbo^ and this aukward Beaa 
but a Pretender. 
Lar. Peace, I'll have none of your Judgment. 
San, A ^etender, odtt}ud, I find (he is in Love with a 
SchoL., it a Sot was I to be pcrfuaded to change my 
Ha^** aall be fobb'd of my Miftrefs, by and by, why 
^' Grr i.if t^o^ wilt not fob me wilt thou. 

Lar, i\ight, that Projeft will take, come who pro- 
duces me a Letter from my Friend, I know the Hand, and 
that fhall decide the Bufinefs. 

7rift, Here, here. Sir, here's Letters. \?ulh out a Lea- 

\ther Pouch imth Letters, and gi^es it to Larich. 

San, That^s my Father's Hand, I can alFure you. Sir, but 

t'ne Stile is Solomons, thpy are freight with Wifdom, but my 

Father pays the Pottage. 

La^, Now we're undone, we are certainly betray 'd. 
Fran, Have Courage, I will ftill be near thee, and pre- 
vent this Marriage or lofe my Life. 

Lav, My Woman fhaTl give you Notice of their Pro- 
ceedings. 

Lar, I am convinc'd, and worthy Sir, I a(k your Pardon, 
what an Efcape have I had. 

San. Pr'ythee Frank don't frown fo, faith I forgive thee 
with all my Heart. 
Fran, Away you Dolt— «»-<?i 

Sat. 
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San. Packings TriJIram, he's woundy out of Humour, I 
have fob'd him now Faith, he, he, he. 

Lar, Sir, I defire your fcholaflic Breeding wou'd quit my 
temporal Habitation to Francifco, leail I commi; you to a 
defer Place, and thank this Gentleman for your Liberty, 'tis 
becaufe he has fomc fmall Acquaintance with you, that I 
don't proceed in a rougher Manner. 

Fran, I am defcncelefs now, but I fhall find a Time. \Exit, 

Lar. To be hang'd I hOpe, come Mrs. I fuppofe you had 
a Hand in this wile Plot, I'll prevent your Stratagems, I'll 
noofe and fetter you in the. Chains of Wedlock, then if yoa 
plot, let Sancho look to':. 

Tor nvlcn they are lued the Father s Care is doM^ 

Trifl. And the poor dctlng Hujhand'sjuft begun, 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXX^XXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

ACT IV. SCENE the Governor's 

Houfe. The Governor in a Chair reading. 
Gg'v, it Have been fearching over all our Sicilian Laws, 
X ^^'^ know they cannot find one Clauf<- to favc 
Palante. "'^ 

Enter a Servant, .*4*a^ 

Serv. A Lady without, my Lord will not be deni • . 
Pre fence. 

Go*v\ Admit her. 

Enter Lucafia. 
. Luc, Pardon me. Sir, for preffing thus rudely 
On your Privacy, I know 'tis boldnefs. 
But I hope the Hour's propitious to me. 
Finding you alone, and free from Bufmefs, 
I promife myfelf I fhall be heard with Patience. 

GVt;. Were the Bufinefs of the World at flake, fuch 
Beauty would claim a Hearing, fpeak Madam. 
Liic, Thus low 1 beg for poor Palante^ Life. 
Go-u, Ha! 
Luc. Oh, Sir. 
If ever Pity touch'd your gen'rous Breaft, 
It ever Virgin's Tears had Power to move, 
Or if you ever lov'd and felt the Pangs 
That other Lovers do, pity, great Sir, 
Pity and pardon two unhappy Lovers. 

G(yv* Your Life is not in Quellion, Madam, 
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Lmc. KPalanfe dies, I cannot live, for we 
Have bat one Heart, and can have bat one Fate, 

Gw. What I can do, I will to fave him, but Law. mult 
have its Coorfe, rife Madam. 

Luc, Never till 

The gracious Word of Pardon raifes me, 

There's Pity in your Eye, oh ! fhew it. Sir f 

And fay that he (hall live, 'tis but a Word, 

But oh, as welcome as the Breach of Life, 

Why will you part two Hearts that Keav'n has join'd I 

He is my Hufband, Sir, and I his wpdded Wife. 

Gg'v. That can plead no Excufe, for 'tis your Crime, but 
if I ihou'd incline to pity you, what wou'd you return ? what 
wou'd you do to purchafe the Life of him you hold fo dear ? 

Luc^ You cannot think the Thing I would not do. 
Speak, Sir, and lay it but .in my Power, 
And even beyond my Power I will attempt, 

Go'v. You wou'd be thankful then ftiou'd I pardon him ? 
Lut, If I were ever thankful unto Heav'n 
For all that I call mine, my Health and Being. 
Cou'd I then be unthankful unto you, 
For a Gift I value more than thofe ? 
Without which all other Bleffings will be taftelefs. 

Ga^. Thofe that are thankful ftudy to requite, wou'd yo» 
do fo ? 

Luc. As far as I am capable I will, 
Tho' I can ne'er make ample Satisfaftion, 
All my Services to you are Duty, 
But to thofe PowVs above that can requite 
That from their waftelefs Treafure daily heap 
Rewards more out of Grace than Merit on 
Us Mortals ; 

To thofe 111 pray that they wou'd give you, Sir, 
More Bleffirgs, than I have Skill to afk. 

Ga'v, There rifes one Way and but one to fave him.- 

Luc, Oh ! name it, Sir, that 

Swift as the Arrow from the Archer's Hand 

My trembling Feet may fly to fave him, 

Oh ! you have rais'd me from the Gulph of Grief 

To that bleft comfortable Region, Hope, 

My Senfes all dance in the Cirque of Joy. 

My ravifh'd Heart leaps up to hear your Words, 

And feems as 'twou'd come forth to thank 70U. 

Say, 
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Say, how, how (hall I fave Kim ? 
. Go'v. Marry my Nephew Birro and Palante lives* 

Luc, Oh ! unexpeded Turn of rigid Fate, 
Cruel, Sir, far more cruel than my Fatlier. 
Why did you raife me to a Height of Joy ? 
To iink me in a Moment down again. 
In what a fadJ)iiemma flands my Choice, 
Either to wed the Man my Soul moft loatbs* 
Or fee him die for whom alone I live. 
To break my facred Vows to Heav'n and him. 
To fave a Life which he would fcorn to take 
On Terms like thofe, name any Thing but that. 
You arc nu>re j«ll than to enforce my Will, 
Whv fhould I marry oae 1 cannot love. 
And fure I am I cannot love Count PhrOf 
Love him ! no, I fhou'd deteft and loath him. 
The Caufe that made him mine, wou'd hourly add • 
Frelh Matter for my Hate. 

Gov. You have your Choice, T fwear by Heaven never to 
pardon him, but upon thefe Conditions. 

Ltu, Oh ! 1 am miferable. 

Go'v. 'Tis your own Fault, come xOnfider Madam, Pa* 
lante will thank yo« for his Life, and if you let him dii^i yoa 
are the Tyrant. 

Luc. I ihou'd be fuch if I ihou'd fave him thus. 
jSince you have fwore not to fave him upon 
Other Terms, Til (hew a duteous Cruelty 
And rather follow him in Death than fo \ 
To buy his Life, no, I d^fpife the Price. 
Why do I breathe my Woes, or beg for Mercy herci 
•Or hope to Bnd plain Honesty in Courts ? 
No, their Ears are always ftopp'd againft Juftice, 
Avarice and Pride fupplies the Place of Pity. 
^80 mayjuft Henvn vohen yottfor Mercy fue^ 
As you have pitied Tue fo pardon you, [ £ xeunt feverally. 

SCENE Count GravelloV Houfe. 
Enter Larich, Lavinia, Sancho ^/z^Triftram. 
5tf». Is the Prieft ready '7'ri)?r^/w.^ 
^rift. Yes, yes. Sir, a Priefl and a Lawyer are always in 
Readinefs, their Tongues are the chief Inftrument belong- 
ing to their Trade, with, which they commonly do more 
Mifchief than all the Surjgeons in the Kingdom can heal, he 
Vol. I. R wait« 
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waits in the next Room, Sir, if you can get the Lady in the 
Mind. 

Lor, You arc witty Sirrah, but no more of your Jefts, do 
ye hear, leaft I make you experience, there's fomething elfe 
can do Mifchief befides their Tongues, come Mtftrefs what 
you are in the Dumps now, are you? dry up your Eyes and go 
about it chearfttlly, or Til turn you out of Doots, I aiTure you. 

Lav» Good, Sir, confider. 

Lor. Confider? no I won't confider, nor fti all you con- 
fider upon ought but what Pd have you. 

- Lav, Sir, do you perfuade him \To Sanch.] think how 
unhappy I (ball make you. 

San. Make me happy firft, and then I'll do any Thing 
you*d have me. 

Trifl, The wifcft Bargain I ever heard my Matter make. 

Lav. What wou'd you do. Sir, with me that cannot love 
you ? Alas I was engaged long before I faw you, you may 
*nq happier far elfewhere, go court fome Nymph whofe 
Heart's intirely free, fuch oniy can be worthy of your Love. 

Safu For my Part I dpn't know what to fay. 

Lar, 'Zdeath (he'll perfuade him by and by to quit his 

Pretences to her, come, come, come Miftrefs no more of 

your Cant. ^Pulis her by the Arm,"] It (hall avail you no- 
thing I'll promife you, 

[^, Good, §ir, hold a little, Don Sancbo feems di(pofed 
to hear Reafon. ' 

San, Whv ay truly, for my Part methinks 'tis a Pity to 
vex the Lady io. 

Lav. Befides, Sir, *tis for his fake I do it, to make him 
eafy,'and to prevent his eternal Shame and Torture. 

5^wr. Poor Fool, how hard it is, ay, ay, I know 'tis for my 
Sake, pray, Sir, hear her — ^pray do for my Sake as fhc fays. 

Lar. Pooh Fool. 

San, Shall ihe fay more for my Sake, than youUl hear 
'Father that is to be. 

Lar, Well Huzzy, confider what you fay, for if it be'nt 
to the Purpofe, as I'm fure it won't look to't ? 

Lav. Before your hafty Rafhnefs betrays me to eternal 
Woe, revoke ydur harfh Commands. 

Lar, Ay, I knew that would follow, and this is all you 
have to fay, Miftre(s, ha? come, come Woe, 1*11 woe you. 

Lav, Something I have to fpeak, but know not in what 
Words to drefs my Thoughts fit for me to fpeak, or you to 

hear. 
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hear, oh fpare the poor Remains of my already too much vio- 
lated Modefty, — Heav'n can I do this, but there is no other 
Way. [J/ide. 

Lar. How ? how ? how's that ? Modefty I why what a 
Dace is the Matter with your Modefty, ha ? 

Lofv, Oh [ Sir, force me not to wrong^a Man whofe Fa- 
ther J have (o cften heard you fay, you lov'd, think what 
fure Difgrace will follow, how will it reflect upon your Name 
and Family, when I ihall be found no Virgin, 

Lar. Haf no Virgin r take Heed Minion that you llain 
not the Honour of my Houfe, for if you do, I fwear by the 
beft Blood in Sid/y, my Sword Ihall do me Juftice. 

Laif, Now help n\e Courage, and forgive me Heaven ray 
Rcfolutions, Death or my Trancifco, S^Ajidi. 

I throw myfelf beneath your Feet, thus profbate beg for 
Mercy, that I have deferved Death my guilty Blulhes own, 
the mtghty Secret hangs upon myTongue, but Shame refufes 
Utterance to my Words. , 

Lar. Vm all of a cold Sweat, Heavens ! how I dread the 
End of-her Difcourfe. 

San^ Pray Father let her rife, or I (hall weep too. 

7>i/?, Nay, I'll fay that for my Mafter, he's as tradable 
as a Monkey, and generally does what he fees other People 
do. {Afiilv. 

Lav, Oh ! let it ftill remain unknown, and rather banifli 
me, confine me to fomc horrid Defart^ there to live on Roots 
and withered Grafs, and with the falling Dew, ftill quench 
my Thirft, and laftly to fome favage Montter be a Prey, e'er 
I divulge my Shame. 

San, I can hold no longer. [Cries aloud, 

Lar, On, for I'll hear it all, tho' thou ftialt live no longer 
than thou haft told thy Tale. 

La'v. Sure ne'er before was Maid thus wretched. Oh 
Francifco \ I give thee here the greateft Proof of Love that 

ever Woman gave if it muft out, then with it take my 

Life, but Oh! fpare the innocent Babe. 

Lar. Ha I the Babe ? 

Lanj, Oh ! I am with Child. 

Lar, Then die both, and both be damn'd. \Pffers toftah 
her, but is prevented hy Sancho and Triftram. 

Sane. Oh, Lord, Sir, for Heavens Sake, Sir, are yoa 
mad, help Trtflram. 

Lar. 'Zdeath a Whore? Oh thou Scandal of my Blood. 
R 2 San. 



3^4 The Siokn Heirefs. 

San, Egad rm refoIvM to own the Child, and bcdty thni 
old Fellow a little now — a Whore, Sir ! who dares call 
my Wife a Whore ? the Child is mine. Sir, let me fee who 
Jus any Thing to fay to't. 

Lar. Away, don't trifle with me, I fhall not give^yoa 
Credit. 

San.^ What care I whether yon do or no, I fay again the 
Child is mine. Madam, dry yoar Eyes, I like yon ne'er the 
worfe, and the World will like me the better for't, it will 
bring me into Reputation. 

Lav. Oh Heavens ! what will come on me now. Oh f fiy 
me. Sir, as you wou*d fhun Contagion, con*d yoo receive 
into yonr Arms a Wretch polluted by another. 

Son. Pifh, ihaw, pifh, (haw, *tis the leaft Thing in a thou- 
fand, thoa faid thou didft it for my Sake juft now, and fure 
1 {hou*d retuhi the Klndnefs^ Ingratitude is worfe than the 
Sin of Witchcraft. 

Lar. Oh f the audaciotts Strumpet, give me Way, that I 
may pnfiifh the OfFence as it deferves. fPrahcifco nmthin. 

From. Slaves give me Way, he ifies that barrs myEntrance. 

Lav. Ha ! 'tis my Francifco\ Voice — Oh ! Weft Minute* ' 

Lar, Ha ! what Noifc is Siat ? [Help^ Murder cry* dtM thin. 

Son. How Murder within and Mnrdec without too, this is 
a barbarous Houfe, I wi(h I was fafe out on^t. triftram 
fland by thy Mailer. 

Triftr. Oh, Sir, I had rather run with yon, for I hate 
Muider in cool Blood. 

Enter Francifco <\nth his Svjw/dramoft. 

Lor. Help within there, murder, you won't murder me 
Sirrah, ha ? [Enter three or four Servants.} run for the Cor- 
rcgidore, I fhall be murder'd in my own Houfe. 

Fran, No, Sir, this Sword can never hurt the Father of 
tavinia^ nor will my Arm guide it to any Aft unjuft, nor is 
it drawn for aught but to cfcfend m/ Wife. 

Ldr, Impudent Rafcal, can'ft thou look me in the Face, 
and know how thou haft injur*d me, thou haft difhonour^d 
xny Daughter. 

San. Sir, I fay no Man has diftionour'd her but fnyfelf, 
and I wonder you ftiou'd tax this honeft Gentleman with it. 

Fran, Ha, Villain ! re- call what you have faid, or by 
Heaven *tis thy laft, 'tis fafer playing with a Lion, than with 
Lavinia\ Fame. [HolJing Us Snvord at his Teeth. 

San. Lavima's Fame^ what Fame, what inakes you fo 

choh 



The Stolen Heirefs. 365 

ctoleric, ! thought I fliou'd do the Lady a Kindnefs in it. ^ 

Trifi. Many a Man wouM have been glad to have got rid 
of it fo.- 

Laif, Humour my Father in what he fays, for 'twas my 
laft Stratagem to defer my Marriage. [^^<p /o Francifco. 

Lar. I^vimaii Fame ! No Monfter, thou liaft robb'd, 
robb'd her of her Fame. 

Fran, The Wrong my Love has done your fair Daughter^ 
'tis now to. late too wifh undone again, out if you plcafc it 
may be clos'd up yet without Difhonour, I will marry her. 

Lar. Marry her! Ihe'll have a mighty Bargain of that, 
marry a Beggar, what Jointure canft thou make her ? 

Fran, I am poor, I muft corffefs in regard of your large 
Wealth, but I fwear by all Things that can bjnd, 'twas not 
your Wealth was the Foundation of true- built Love, it was 
her fingle uncompounded felf, her felf without Addition 
that I lov'd, which fliall ever in my Heart out- weigh all 
other Womens Fortunes with thcmfelves, and were I great, 
great as I cou'd wifti myfelf for her Advancement, no fuch 
Bar as Fortune's Inequality fhou'd Hand betwixt our Loves. 

Lar. Say you fo. Sir, why then take her there hang, 

dro.vn'd or ftarvc together, I care not which, but never 
come within my Doors more. [TJbro^-ws her to him. Exit. Larich. 

San. Hey day, what have 1 loft myMiftrefs then, why w-hat 
muil I fay to my Father, TriJIram^ who'll run ftark inad 
without Hopos of a Grandfon. 

Triftr, Ob, Sir, if this Gentleman had not put in his 
Claim, here had been one ready to his Hands, 

San. Ah Pox on't, 'tis damn'd unlucky, but come let's to 
the Tavern and drink av/ay Sorrow. [Exeuut. 

Fran. Come my fair La<vinia, and find a Father in thy 

JIufband's Arms, oh thou charming Excellence, thou fome- 

- thing better fure than ever Woman was, the matchlefs Proof 

that thou haft given of thy Love Ihall be recorded to 

Pofterity ' 

L^Tv, It is a matchlefs one indeed, and I ftrugglcd long 
e'er I cou'd bring myfelf to own a Deed fo diftant from my 
Heart, but it has ferv'd my Purpofc, and I glory in it now, 
but my Fathers laft Words methinks chills my Blood, how 
ihall you like the Yoke without lining think you ha! 

Fran, Don't wrong my Love La^jim'a, or think that I can 
want any ^Fhing when poiTeft of thee. 

Ijinjejhall make «/> ^jihat Fortune does deny. 

And Lftvt alone pall all our Wants fufffy, [Exeunt. 
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Tiff SCENE dances to the Street^ Count Ptrro ami Lor J 
GravcUo. 
Grav. Now my Lord (he's your's again, Paiante dies. 
Firro. So noble were the Carriage^ of the Youths that F 
could aknoil pity their hard Sentence. 

Griw. I admire Palanti^ Conilancy » he feem'd regardlefs 
vrhcn the Jury pronoancVI his Sentence, as if he feared not 
Death, but when his Friends came on, I obferved the 
Tears to fall. 

Pirro, He begg'd very hard to favi^ his Friend. 

Grav^ And his Friend as eagerly to die with him, truly 
I think Cierimont^s Crime did not deierveDeath, b«t our Siei- 
lion Laws dooms all to Death that have but the leail Hand 
in flealingof anHeircfs, but fee the Lord Eup^fnes, he flick- 
led hard to fave his Fo&er Son, let'5 avoid him, for I know 
licllnul. , lExii. 

Enter Lord Euphenes. 
Ei^h, Unhappy poor Palantt^ the Law has call thee in 
Spite of all that I could do to fave thee, Fd give my whole 
Eftate to rcfcue thee from Death : In thee methought my 
lofl Lyfamder liv*d, and in lofmg thee Fm childlefs now in- 
deed. I lovM diee like my own Son, 1 refeu'd thee from 
Pyrates, by which my Child was loft. 
Enter Alphonfo. 
Altlrni, Thus once again from twenty Years Exil^.. 
(Toft by the Storms of Fortune to and fro) 
'^z.% gracious Heav*n giv'n me Leave to tread 
JAy native Earth of Sicily^ and draw 
That Air that fed me in my Infancy. 

Ei^h. Ha ! either my Eyes deceive me or ^tis my good 
dd Friend Alphonfo. ^ 
Alph. lAy Lord Euphenis P 

Etipb, Alphonfo, welcome to Sitify^ I thought thee dead 
with my unhappy Son, or what was worfe, in Slavery, where 
no Intelligence cou*d £nd thee, for I have us'd my utmoft 
Diligence. 

A]ph» In Part you have guefsM aright, for I have been 
twenty tedious Years in gauling Slavery, for when the 
Argi'ves furpristed the Fort they hurried me on board, and 
becaufe I made a brave Refiftance, they ne'er wou*d give 
xne Leave to offer at my Ranfom, fo violent was their Hate, 
but now worn out with Agt, unfitting for their Labour, 
they tnm'd me Home^ an ufelefs Drone^ your Son they 

put 
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imt on board another Ship, ztd by fome T hea(rd it ru- 
moared, he being wondrous fair, that they defign'd to breed 
him for the- Sultan's Ufa, but feme Years after I heard he 
was retaken on this Coaft. 

£uph. Ha! • 

j^pih, I conceal'd bis Name, leaftthe many Conquefts 
you have gain'd againft them (hou'd have wing'd their Re- 
venge, and made 'em krB the lovely Child, I caird him 
Palante, have you ever hear^ of fuch a one ? 

Euph. Oh all yi immortal Powers, the very fame, I 
took, and is Palante then Ly fonder^ and have "I found thee 
once to h>fe thee ever ? ' 

Alhp, Ha \ what means all this ? 

Euph, 'Twas Nature then that work'd my Soul, and I by 
Inftindl lov'd hfm. Oh my Alphovjo^ this Difcovery comes 
too late, and inftead of bringing Comfort'to my Age, thou 
haft plung'd me down in deep ]5efpair. 

Alph, Alas, my Lord, how have I err*d ? pray explain 
yourielf. 

Euph, Oh Alphonfo ! the Youth thou fpeak'ft of I retook 
from Argi've Pirates, I bred him, and tho' not fenfible who 
he was, I lov'd him tenderly : He is this very Day cofi- 
demn'd for flealing of an Heirefs, now judge \i my Grief 
falls not with Weight upon, me. 

^ Alph. Unfortunate Mifchance, is there no Way to fave 
him ? 

Euph. None I fear, but yet 1*11 try all Means, if my lo»g 
Service to my Country, my Winter Camps, and Summer 
Heats, and all my ftormy Fate at Sea can plead, I will ex- 
pand my Deeds as Rome\ Confuls did of old, make bare my 
Breaft, and (hew my fcar'd Bofom to move and raife their 
Pity. 

^ / that ne'er mentioned aught my Arm has done^ 

Wtll toTM urge all to Jai^e my darling S$ft, [Exeunt. 

A C T V. SCENE a Prifon. 

Palante and Qerimont come fornuard. 
Pal. /^H I Clermont, I fwear by my malignant Stars, 
V^ Death brings no Terrors with it but for thee; 
The Thoughts of thine, and that I have involved 
la my fad fate, my bed and only Friend, 

R ^ Sits 
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Sits keavy on my Soul, and gives roe double Death : 

My Father's Tears, whom now too late I know. 

Pierce not my Breafl with half this killing Grief, 

7 his gnaws nic worfe than my Lucafias Lofs j 

And, like a Vulture, preys upon my Heart. 

I was rewarded, cali'd Lucafia mine: 

For fuch a Treafure who wou*d refufe to die ? 

Bat thouVt condemned for only aiding me, 

I am the Caufe of thy fad Fate, my Friend ; 

Hurry 'd by me to an untimely Grave : 

Thou fairH for him thou ever hafl oblig'd. 

Cier, No more Palant e 
Why doil thou call me by the Name of Friend ? 
Yet think I cou'd defcendfrom Friendfhip's Roles : 
For (o 1 mull ihoa'd I repine at Death, 
Or fear to fuffer with fo brave a Man. 
To die is nothing to a Man refolv'd : 
Why (houM we wifh to hold this mortal Frame, 
By Nature fubje£l to fuch various Ills, 
-Which firft or laft brings certain Death to all ? 
Wer^ there no Hand, indeed, but human Laws 
To cut the Thread of our M^tality, 
Then we had ^aufe for Grief; but when we reflet 
We only leap th* Abyfs a litde fooner, 
.Where all Mankind muft follow by degrees, 
The ApprehLnfion moves not me. 

. Pal. Oh I .Noble Conftancy 

After Ages fhall record the Story, 

And rank thee with the braveft Roman Youths ; 

And melancholy Virgins when they read. 

In moving Accents celebrate thy Name. _ 

Cler., What baleful Planet rulM when thou wcr*t born. 
That mark'd for thee this Path of Sorrow out ? 
Oh ! ye malicious Stars, when ye ^ad ilood 
So long the rude Buffets of blind Fortune, • 

And now juft as the pleafing Scene appeared, 
I' th' Moment when th* art found of noble Birth, 
And wed to thy long wi(h*d for Bride Lucafia^ 
Then to fnatch thee hence, is twice to kill thee. 
Oh 1 it is the MockVy of fpiteful Fates, 
When we with Labour reach the aim'd at Wifti, 
Straight this unftable Fairy World removes. ' 
We die, or are dalh'd back again to what we were. 

Enter 
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Entir Eugenio and Lucafia. 

Lue. Faithful Irus how fhall I reward thee ? 
Ha ! fee where Hands PaUmte and his Friend I 
Oh ! lead me Irus, quickly, lead me back, 
Elfe I ihall grow a Statue at this Sight : 
Not all the frightful Noife of Chains we've paft. 
And meagre Looks of Wretches in Dcfpair, 
Are half u> terrible as this. 

Pal. My Lucafia ! 
Art thou come to take thy lad Adieu, and 
Blefs my Eyes before they clofe for ever ? 

Luc, Oh? Palante! 

PaL What J no more ? Give thy laboanng Sorrows vent. 
That like Convuliions heaves thy inowy Breafts, 
And draggles for a PalTage to thy Tongue. 

Lac,^ OT I had dy'd e'er feen this fatal Hour j 
But Uiis good Man pnrfu'd mth Care my Steps; 
And ftopVl my Hand, which eife had giv'n the Blow, 
When firft I heard the fad and dreadful News, 
That thou, Palante^ wer't condemned to die. 

Eug. Still all I afk is, that^you wou^d have Patience ; 
I'll to Court where Lord Eufhenes is, - 

Now begging for his Son, in Hope to bring you Happinefs, 

\ExiU Eug. . 

£«r. Fly Irus^ fly, and bribgns inftant Word. 
Oh! my aking Brain is near DiftrafUon ; 
For much I fear there is {lo Help for me. 

Pal, Yet I rejoice in this, Fm found of Noble Birth—— 
That in fucceeding Ages, when this Aft, 
With all its Circumftances (hall be told, 
No Blot may reft upon thy Virgin Fame ; 
No cenfuring Tongue refleft upon thy Choice ; 
And fay thy Huftand was a Wretch unknown. 
And quite unworthy oVLucafia^ Arms. 

Luc, What Comfort's in this late Difcovery found ? 
Will the Greatnefs of thy Race proted thee ? 
Virtue and evVy Good was thine before ; 
Vet the cruel PowVs are deaf to all my Prayers : 
"Nor will thy Merit plead with angry Heav'n, 
To ^ard the Stroke, and fave thy precious Life. 
Oh Greatnefs I thou vain and vap'rifti Shew, 
That, like a Mift, dazzks the Eyes of Men, 
And as the Fogs deftroy the Body*s Health, 

R 5 That 
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That Dcnfons doep, and gangrenes in the Sonl ; 

Bat feldom^s found t' afi& the virtuous Man. 

Thou wert— — 

As dear to thefc defiring Eyes before. 

And honoured full as much in this poor Heait« 

Oh f t cou'd cnrfe the feparating Caufe, 

And wi(h Lucafia never had been born. 

Pal, Be calm, my Love, my cverlafting Dear, 
Ceafe to lament, and give thy Spirits eafe. 
Oh ! hear me Hcav'n, and grant my laft Requeil j 
May Health, long Life, and ev'ry Blifs beiide. 
Conduce to make Lucafia happy ftiU. 
Let nothing fall to interrupt her JOy, 
But make it lading as you make it great. * 
Grant. this, and 1 to rigorous Deiliny 
Submit with Pleafure. 

Luc. Long Life; no, rather wiihme fttdden Deaths 
To rid.me of my Cares, and that Way give me Eafe. 
Ha I I'm feiz'd with an unufual Terror, Fear 
And Horror fwim in Shades of Night around. 
How fad and dreadful are thefe Priion Walls t 
Thy Voice fcems hollow too, and Face looks pale. 

Oh t my Palante^ my Heart 

Throbs, as if the Strings of Life ^ere breaking. 

. [A BeU tolls wittin. 
Hark ! hark f Oh ! 'twas this that it foretold. 
Ope' Earth, hide me in thy unfathom*d Womb, 
To drown the Call of Fate— — this difmal Bell, 

Cler. Madam 
Be patient, add not to his Mifery ; 
For whilfl he fees you thus, hid Soul's unfit 
For aught l?ut Earth ; th' Approach of Death is near, 
A little Time is neceffary now. 
To calm his Mind to fuffer like a Man. 

Luc, Oh ! Heav n help me. [^Faints. 

Pal, Oh I She's dying ; do not thus rend my Soul with 
Grief 

Enter an Officer, 

Officer. Gentlemen, this. Bell gives warning, tjiat within 
Half an Hour you muft prepare to die. 

/*^/. 'Tis very well, we ihall be ready. 
Canll thou conduft this Lady to her Father's Houfc ? 

Lu€% 



The Stolen Reirefs. ^ 37 f 

Luc. Stand off, and touch me not: No, I will ftay with 
Po not pu(h me from ihee, my dear Falante ; [thee. 

For I fhall die apace, and go before, 

Oficerf. The Officers all wait to conduft ye to the Place 
of Execution. 

C/er. We come now. Friend, when (hall we meet again. 

Pal, The blefs'd Pow'rs can tqll, in Heav'n fure. 

Luc. Oh ! all ye Maids that noiv are cronurid abo^vi ; 
Did any feel, like me, the IVrecks ofLo^e? 
By Tempejis torn from my dear Hit/band's Side, 
And made a Widow, ivhen Tmjcar^e a Bride* 

S C,E N.E the Go<vernors Houfe. 

Enter Governor and Count Pirro, and Lord Gravello, 

Govern. This is ftrange Palakte fhould be found 
The Lord Eupheneis Son ; but fear not Nephew, the Law 
has pafs'd, and he fhall fuffer. 

Pirro. I urge ftill, my Lord, fhc was my promifed Wife j 
Her. Father fo dcfign'd her, had he then been known 
£uphenes\ Son. 1 urge that, fpeak my good Father. » 

Griev. My Lord, 1 had ; yet let me own, I rather wifti 
the unknown Falante, had faffer'd for my IXaughter, than 
the Son of on&,.who tho' my Foe, I muft acknowlege gre^t 
and brave.. 

Govern, So wou'd I my Lord, but there's no Fence for 
Accidents ; I do expeft to be -befet with Prayers and Tears, 
but all in vain ; fee where he comes. 

Enter Euphenes and Alphonfo. 

Euph. Behold! Lord Governor, my aged Knees, arc 
bent to thee, 
*Tis in thy Power to wreft this heavy Judgment of the Law ; 
Sufpend it at lead, till the King fhall hear the Caufe, > 
And fave my Son, 

Gover. Rife Euphenes, your Speech carries a double Mean- 
ing, you pray and threaten with the fame Br.eath, we are not 
to be frighted Lord ; the Laws of Sicily have had their 
Courfe, your Son falls by them. 

Euph. Oh ! miflake me not, I am as hunjble'as your Pride 
can wiih me"; but give me Leave to fpeak, tho' 'tis my hard 
Fortune to offend ; kt me the Anguifh of my Soul deliver to 
that injurious Lord, the Father of Lyfanders, or by the mo^e 
koown Name, P alante^ s yiik ; hard-hiearted Man! had'fl: 

th- 
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thoa no other Way to wxeck thy canker'd and long fofler'd 
Hate upon my Head, but this ? * Thus cruelly, by my Son's 
Suffering, and for fuch a Fault 98 thou fhou^c^ Love him, 
rather ? Is thy Daughter injured i>y this Mai^ge ? Is his 
filood bale ? Or can his now rding Fortunes know an Ebb ? 
This Law was made to reJlrain^e yjXt from wronging 
noble Perfons, by Attempts ofTuch a^indf^but where 
Equality meets in the Match, there is no Cfime \ or if there 
is, forgive his Youth, and have Pity on him. 

G(fver. Euphenes, you wroffjc your Virtue when you'd fave 
a Criminal, the Law condemns ; tho' the righteous Judg- 
xsitfd. falls upon your Son, and your Appeal fliall come too 
late. ^"•' 

EupL Thenyouhavefct a.Period*to aWoyalHoufe and 
Family, that have been Props of the Sidiian Crotrn, and with 
their Blood in Wars, won inany an honoured Field. I can 
fpend no more in Tears, IMl fpend the lad Remnant of my 
childlefs Age, and only wi(h to refl i'th' Grave together; 

Ahh. near me thou Governor, not kneeling, but ere& as 
old Age and Slavery has left me : This noble Sicilian Youth 
was loll in defending Sicily from the fam'd Fortrefs^ which 
beat back a thoufand Times, invading Foes, and funk *em 
in the working Seas, from thence the Child was ta'en, and 
muft he 'fcs^c the Hazards of the rowling Waves, Rocks, 
Tempefts, Pirates, and ignominious Fate, to pcrifti in his 
native Ifle : Oh ! kanbaYoili Ufage, (lop yet at leaft his 
Judgment, and let this poor old Man fee once again, his 
At2urPaIajitei for that ril bow my flubborn Knees, and.aik 
the Bleflings as I importune Heaven« 

Eup^. Oh ! my Lord, let my unhappy Son appear l^efore 
ye, e'er the cruel Sentence comes to Execution. 

Grav, If you deny them this, it may be ill reprefented to 
the King. 

Pirro* I fear, my Lord, you are ftaggerine. 

Go'ver, Nephew, be iilent, and befafej they (hall have 
their Will, but to no Purpofe, only a Moment's Ihort Delay ; 
for I have fworn, and he fhall di e ' G uard bring hece^e 
Frifoner. • ' ? 

Eupb, I thank the Governor. 

Gov, Oh fpare thy Thanks, till thou haft real Caufe ; 
the Law, the Statate^s plain, and he muft die for't^ there i« 
up Remed/. 

Eutit 



The Sr$len Rehrefs. J73 

Enter, hrougbi in fy tie GrntrJs^ Falantf, Clerifflonr^ 
Lucafia and fiugenio. 

Eupb. Oh! Son! 
Jiph. Palante t 

Pal. Pardon me, Sirs, I have too much of Tendernefs 
spon ny Soal already, too many Clogs that drag4t down* 
wards ; oh ! forgive me» if I beg ye wou'd not add more 
Weight to Death. 

Gra, Madam, 'twere more becoming your Quality 
and Modefty, to be at Home ; thon dpft bat itt return 
thy Father's Care. 

Lac, I hare na Father, nor ever had that I remember^ 
but born and deflfn'd for an out-cail Wretch, and curil to 
ruin a moft noble Husband : Oh he was the Pride of the 
Sicilian Youths, and Glory of the World ; but he is dead,r 
or doom'd to die, and that's alike diftrading. 

Eupb, Heav'n blcfs thee, thou Mirrour of thy Sex, 
that in the Sea of thy tranfcendant Virtues^ drown'il ail 
thy Father's Malice, and in my l^hought, ledeem'll more 
than thy Race can lofe. 

Gov, Lord Eupbanes^ what End had you in this, in- 
bringing here the Criminals ? 

Eupb. To move your Mercy, was my End \ but Wolves 
d Tygers know not what Pity means*' 
-1/. Forbear Reproach, and hear me ; I'll (land it 
X.ing, and all the World; here is an Heircfs dole, the 
' Robberies; he is condemn'd by the Law, he fell 
idgment of the Law ; Ifurrender him. Guards, 
the Prisoners. . • 

Oh ! crnel Sentence ! hear me. Sir. 
^way with 'em. 

tay yet a little, thou mod imperious Governor; 
oe heard. 

'hou! What art thou? 
y Name is Irus ; Lord Firro knows lye. 
fa! 

lou trembled, Lord,, hear ; you ' 

^fe noble Friends, and hunt th< 

; fentence to Death a Man for 

1 ; hear, a black Deed wilt dart 

[make yon own the Crime befc 
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Gov. What means tlie Fellow ! 
Eug, Nay» 'tis not a Fitvvn can ftop me, nor wiH my | 
Fate be long ; know then, this Lord gave out his Son 
Eugemo d/d at Rnu^ bnt he was well, and in this City. , 
J'alam. How fay'ft thoo ? 
X«r. Proceed, dear/r«i. 

E^ig, Firit ftop Lord Ftrrt ; for my Story will not pkafe 
liim : I itiy Bugenh lived ; which when I difcover'd to that 
trembling Lord, he brib'd me with a th'oufand Crowns to 
poifon him : Here*s the Agreement nnder his own Hand; 
and hcre*s a Letter from Evgenio to his Father, which de- 
motes that he was poifon'd, and dying. 

Gra, Let roe fee it \ Oh ! 'tis his Hand. Wretch that 
J am, is my dr(&mUed Grief tarn'd to true Sorrow? 
Were niy aded Tears but Prophecies of ifty enfuing Woe? 
And is he dead ? Oh ! paidon B>e, dear Ghafl of iny 
Eugenic i 'twas my Crimes that call'd thishafty Vengeance 
from above, and (hortcn'd tnus thy Life ; for whilil with 
Fallacies I ibaght to fallen Wealth upon onr Houfe, I 
brought a Cannibal to be the Grave of me and mine \ 
ba(e, bloody, murdering Lord. 

Pirro. Vile Cozener, Cheater and Diflerablcr, now in- 
^ttA we both are caught. 

Mupb, Oh \ cruel Man I now fee the Joftice of offend- 
ed Heav'n ; thou who purfu'ft the poor Palante''s L]ft 
with fo much Violence, thon now mull feel the Weight of 
a Son's Lofs. 

Goat, This will prove a Tragedy indeed ; away with 
tlie Frifoner*. Your Trial's next. Lord Pirr$. 
Pirro, 1 do confefe ■ 

Eug, Ho}d, is there no Means left to fave tftem ? 
Wou*d not you now. Lord GraitelU, give your Daughter 
fre*?ly to Paletntr ? 

Cra. More willingly than I woo'd live another Hoar» 
Lkph, Oh ! you are kind too late ; had you been thus 
. when Nec^ required, you had fav'd yourfelf and me« and 
both our haplefs Sons. 

Gov. Oh Neptew, my Prompter dill in Cruelty, 
New thou thyfclf muftfecl^he Rigour of the Law. 

£ug. Now ye behold the Good from Bad, whicfc 
tougrtbut thy» Extremity had (hewn ; yet all be fafe, 
EttginiQ Uve^» and kit Lucafia is no Heireii now. 
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Offtnes. How ! lives ! 

Eug. Yes, li?€» to call thee BroAcr, worthy Paiofae^ 
and thou, my dear Lucafia^ Sifter. [Throws off his Di/gmfe. 

Luc. Oh ! /raw, Eugemo^ Palante, where am I ? 

Pa/an. Oh ! Lucajia, Clerimofrt ; my Friend, my Love* 
my Wife. 

Eug. Pardon me ye moft afflidled Sufferers, 
That I thuj long ha^c kept myfelf conceaFd; 
My End was honeft, to let my Father fee 
The Frailty, I will not call it by a harder Name, 
Of Count Pirro ; the Son he coveted fo eagerly. 
To raife the Storms to their moft dreadful ^eight, - 
That Calms, and Peace might be more pleafiag* 

Gra, I fee it was Etigenipy ai>i thou Palante. 
Now, my Son, give roe thy Hand, here take thy Wife> 
And for the Wroi^ that I intended thee, tby Portion (hall 
be double. 

PaL Oh\ I am over-paid, Lucafiaznd my Friend fecurr. 
T'his b the Work of Heav'n, and oh ye gracious Powers 
J thank ye for it. 

Cler. Joy rifes fropi my Heart, and with unutterabk 
Tranfports ftops my Speech ; thus once again let me em- 
brace thee* 

Jl^. And has a Father nothing from a Son ? 

Jlph. And old Alphonfo too expefls a Welcome. 

Pal Oh ! uke me. Father, Brother, Friend, Lucafiat 
There's the Sum, of all. 

Luc. Sure fuch Hours as the(e give us a Tafte of Iiii>* 
mortality. 

Gra. My Lord Et^hanety I hope all Enmity is now 
forget betwixt our Houfes. 

Eufk Let it be ever fo ; I do embrace yoor Love. 
IBot (peak Eugem'oy what haft thou to alk ? 
Whofe timely Care prevented our undoing, 

Eug. My Lord, yoa have a virtuous Niece, for whom 
I long have iigk'd, I beg your leave to own my Flame. 
- Eu/fh. She's yemrs; Fve often heard her praffc Eugenh* 
And all thingselfe within my Power commahd. 
My Lord the Governor, you alone fcem fad. 

Gcw. ' I am not fo at your good Fortune, but that my 
Nephew whom I have found fo bafe» urg'd me to fuchi 

Cruelty; 
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CrueFty : Be gone, and hide thy igBorainioiis Head, lor 
will never fee tbee more. 

Pirr$* No matter, I am free, and will enjoy myfelfji 
Ipight of all Mankind. [Exit 

G#v. However this my Care (hall do, I will ibiicit €ar| 
seftly the King to mitigate thi* cruel Law, and make tk 
Thefu of Love admit of Pard<m. 
Who have we here ? they fecm to rejoice too. 

Ettiir Lixlchjitfgh^, Francifto, Lavinid, Sancho axJ Triflj 

Laricb, Ha, hey, what, everybody in Joy ! God 
News, Cos, PaJantf come off fafe ; my pretty Nieci 
pleased here, and Son-in-law, Franct/coy juSt receiv'd i 
certain Information of an Uncle'ii Death, that has lefl 
him, let me fee, let me fee ; ay, ay, enough to pleaie me, 

Sancho, Nay, nay, hold, every body is not fo welj 
pleasM neither ; I am melancholy, I came hither to fefi 
the Execution ; but I fee no body has occafion to be hang^ 
ed but myfelf, for I have loft my Midrefs ; faith I have, 
Trijfram. What Account ihall I give my Father of this 
Match f 

Trif, Fackins, Mafter, I cannot telL 

Larkh. Then Laidnm is a pure Virgin fliH, for all the 
Tricks (he play'd ; faith ihe \f\ Was ic not a fly one,. ha» 
Brother \ 

Gra. I know nothing of the Matter.. 

Luc. Coufin, I wifh you Joy,, as large a Share as I pofr 
feik, and Fate itfelf can give no more. 

Lav. I am doubly blefs'd to fee you happy. 

Fran And I have nothing left to wifh. 

Pal. Come, my Lncafiay now we are blefs'd,. \tt us re- 
lare, and give a loofe to Raptures yet unknown- 

Flrtue fur^i'vts thro^ all the Tuftm of Fatey 
Let not impatient Men think Mercy lato ; 
For Heaven dcesftill ihejuftefi Side regard,, 
Jnd %'irtuoui Levers al'ways meet Remiatd* 

3ie End qf the Firslt Voluics^ 



